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PROLOGUE
This is the story of three generations of my husband, Percy Moore's family in China dating from 1881 to 1951.
It has been written so that our children and grandchildren and all future generations may know what a unique
and wonderful heritage they have.

Psalm 79:19 (RSV)

"We, Thy people, the flock of Thy pasture, will give thanks to Thee for

ever. From generation to generation we will recount Thy praise."
Psalm 78:4 - 7

"We will tell to the coming generation the glorious deeds of the Lord, and His

might, and the wonders which He has wrought . . . to teach our children, that the next
generation might know them, the children yet unborn, and arise and tell them to their children,
so that they should set their hope on God, and not forget the works of God, but keep His
commandments."
Psalm 34:8 (NIV) "The Lord's faithfulness continues to all generations."
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HOPE DALE REMINISCENCES
Leaving Brough Lane Head and travelling south-west in the direction of Bradwell about 100 or 150 yards, the
traveller finds himself on Brough Bridge, a good substantial building, erected about the year 1820.

Standing on the bridge and looking due west,
there may be seen at a distance of forty yards,
the most incongruous building in the world; we
mean Brough Corn Mill. If buildings were to be
taken by archaeologists as criteria of civilisation,
Brough Corn Mill would not only point to a
"remote past", but to a primitive intellectual
existence. We have no documentary evidence
at command that would throw any information
on the origin and history of this singular building,
or we would gladly for once, digress from
reminiscences, to deal with its architectural
ugliness and the changes it has undergone as
generations have passed away. It may have
been built by the Romans or Normans for what
we know, but this we may venture to assert, that
it has more claims to architectural beauty or
convenience than a load of stones.
Brough, like many other towns and villages, not
only in this but in every other country, owes its
existence to a good supply of water. It is at
Brough where Bradwell and Hope Brooks meet,
unite and give up their original names to be
afterwards called the River Noe. Just at the
place where these two brooks meet, stands the
Corn Mill before spoken of.
12
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Brough Corn Mill, though it cannot boast architectural beauty, is to many esteemed sacred; much more so than
Hope Church was fifty years back, from its dispensation of oatmeal amongst the lead miners of Bradwell and
villages adjoining.
Brough Corn Mill was then the one thing needful. At that time the lead miners, their
families and all domestic animals, were fed on oatmeal ground at Brough Corn Mill. A sack of flour was viewed
with as much wonder and surprise as would have been an Egyptian pyramid. Oat cakes, oatmeal porridge
and treacle, were the condiments of hundreds.
Agriculture was then in its infancy, farmers would neither grow wheat nor feed beef, and the masses were
reduced to the necessity of living on the oatmeal ground at Brough Mill, which for many years belonged to the
Kirk family who were farmers and millers, and withal as respectable a family as any Hope Dale could boast of
at the beginning of this century.
Respectable and business-like as were the Kirks, there was another person connected with the Brough Corn
Mill that contributed considerably to its fame and usefulness, namely Abraham Andrew, the journeyman miller.
As a rule, journeyman millers, as well as master millers, have notoriety peculiar to themselves for certain vices
and crimes. Abraham had either voluntarily or involuntarily shaken off the proclivities said to be peculiar to his
profession, and could boast that he stood upon his own individual merits and only asked to be tested by his
actions and life to know whether he was honest or dishonest, just or unjust, virtuous or vicious. Abraham's
virtues had made his name legion, and if he was not opulent, he had an influence for good over his generation,
and was silently modifying the conduct of those who should live after him.

ABRAHAM ANDREW (1778 - 1841)
was a man of few words, and as definite in his questions and answers as the multiplication table; he seldom
spoke but in the language of the Old or New Testament, as when spoken to about the honour of his calling he
said an honest miller was a "wonder to many". No man was further removed from expediency than Abraham
Andrew. He never understood that word either philosophically or practically. He spoke the truth for truth's
sake, irrespective of results. Abraham acted honestly, not because it was either the best or the worst policy,
but because it was just and right and his duty to both God and man so to act.
Such a person might well add fame to Brough Corn Mill when, as a rule, honest millers are only social
phenomena to be found at long intervals, their scarcity being the cause of their inexplicability. Abraham was
not a representative man of what millers were, but a type of what they ought to be; he did not live to walk in the
beaten and stereotyped paths of either ancient or contemporary millers, but to chart out untrodden paths in
their social deserts that, if walked in, would raise the profession from disgrace to honour, both for the millers of
his own generation and futurity.
Of Abraham's birth and parentage we know but little. He was born in 1778 somewhere in Hope Dale (possibly
at Brough where he continued to live for the rest of his life), as his language and costume were as provincial as
those of any of the natives. His wife Elizabeth was born in 1786 but died when she was only 41, having given
birth to nine children in the twenty years between 1806 and 1826. They are both buried in the churchyard at
Hope near Castleton, and a joint tombstone commemorates both them and two of their daughters, Mary and
Hannah who died in 1837 and 1842 respectively.
When Abraham Andrew was a boy and should have learned the first rudiments of education, there were very
few day schools and Sabbath Schools were things unknown, particularly in Hope Dale. Ignorance was then
esteemed essential to health, business, success, morality and holiness, and under such circumstances, an
ignorant miller was no anomaly, but just what the force of circumstances would be most likely to develop. Yet
to the honour of Abraham, amid all these disadvantages and disabilities, he could read and write.
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Abraham had his own system of book-keeping. The modern science of single and double entry he neither
knew nor cared to understand. His weekly accounts were kept on one of the mill doors from which they were
transposed and transferred by Mr. Ken Kirk into their proper ledgers on Saturday afternoon. Abraham's mill
door was geometrically divided from top to bottom into two columns. At the top of each would be the
avoirdupois signs of cwt., qr. and lbs., under which he would place his hieroglyphic figures that no scholar nor
traveller but himself and his young master could interpret.
Abraham's modus operandi of adding up his figures was his own. He had never been taught simple addition,
and if you had offered him Chatsworth Estate for the secret of his success in adding hundred-weights, quarters
and pounds, he could not teach it to you, yet he was always as correct as if he had been the author of Professor
Morgan's Arithmetic. So authoritative was Abraham Andrew in sums of weight and measure, that to either
doubt or question his correctness was equal to high treason. Should an error be discovered that he had made
between buyer and seller in weight or measure, the patrons of Brough Corn Mill would sooner believe that the
solar system was out of order, and that the laws of falling bodies were interrupted, and the conditions of space,
namely length, breadth and depth had changed and were either of greater or lesser volume than hitherto, than
call into question the journeyman miller's mathematical accuracy, such was the character of the miller of
Brough Corn Mill.
In Abraham Andrew's time there was no religious sanctum in the village of Brough; men, women and children
as a rule, embraced religion by accident: it was not considered essential to either life or death. There was a
percentage of the respectables who went to Hope Church to sing psalms and go to sleep; Another portion
would go to Bradwell where Methodism was a staple commodity: another class would remain at Brough as
though they had neither "part or lot" in religious matters on the Sabbath day.
Abraham was a Wesleyan Methodist, one of the old school, and of course was a strict Sabbatarian; he was no
bigot, quite tolerant, yet he was a rigorous observer of the rites and ceremonies of Wesleyanism. He taught
his son and daughters to sing hymns, pray and make confession at class-meetings, of which he was
recognised leader at Brough. Such was Abraham Andrew, the miller, whom we must rank as one of the
worthies of Hope Dale, for, take him 'all in all, we ne'er shall look upon his like again'."
Copied from an old, un-named, undated newspaper by G. Findlay Andrew

14.9.20.

Abraham Andrew (1778 - 1841) and his wife Elizabeth (1786 - 1827) had nine children. The eldest child was
a boy whom they named Isaac, after which four girls were born to them, Nancy, Hannah, Elizabeth and Mary.
They then had a second son Abraham followed by two more girls, Martha and Sarah, and their youngest child
was also a boy named John.
They were all born in Hope Dale, probably at Brough where their father lived
all his life. I only have limited information about two of these boys, Isaac (21.5.1806 - 15.9.1848) and Abraham
(25.5.1818 - 17.1.1889).

ISAAC ANDREW (21.5.1806 - 15.9.1848)
Abraham and Elizabeth's eldest son was born in May 1806.
When he was nineteen he had to leave his
father's home to try and find employment, and like Jacob of old, knelt by the wayside and promised the Lord
that if He would direct his ways, he would devote himself to His service.
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He went to Attercliffe where he was able to find work, but forgot his vows to God. In 1829 God spoke to him
through a sermon by the Rev. Theophilus Lessey at a Wesleyan Conference in Sheffield, and from then on he
was known as a "sincere and devout follower of the Lord Jesus Christ".
From Attercliffe he moved to
Manchester and there in 1834 he married Miss Esther Howe, a Castleton girl who had been in service in
Manchester for the past ten years.
After their marriage they moved to the village of Barton, and for the next ten years Isaac Andrew, like his father
before him, worked as a corn miller. Here he became active in the Wesleyan Chapel as a class leader. In
spite of being reserved and unassuming, he "became highly esteemed by the members of his class for the
faithful and affectionate manner in which he discharged the duties of his responsible office".
At his place of employment he was considered to be steady and honest from principle, a man who had his
master's interests as much at heart as his own. He was highly esteemed by his fellow workmen who knew that
"his word was his bond" and who were often known to make him the referee in disputes among themselves.
His decisions usually meant the end of the strife.
In his family life Isaac was a kind and affectionate husband and father with a deep desire to promote the
welfare of his children not only in this world but also in the next. The precept of owing no man anything "save
to love one another" was actively carried out in his life. He often said to his wife that he would not like to die in
debt.
After ten happy years at Barton, it was with real sorrow of heart that Isaac and Esther Andrew had to leave
Barton for Worsley in February 1845. Here he was employed at the Worsley old corn mill, but from the time
they moved he was never very well, and he died on 15 September 1848 leaving Esther a widow at forty with
five young children. His eldest son Abraham, and his youngest son Joseph arrived in time to receive his
blessing just before he died. On his grave, as on Arthur Moore's and Percy Moore's graves are the words, "A
sinner saved by grace".
Esther remained on in Worsley until 1905 when she was 97 years of age. Then a severe illness made her
decide to go to her youngest son's home at Barleston near Stoke-on-Trent, where she later died.

ABRAHAM ANDREW (25.5.1818 - 17.1.1889)
Abraham Andrew was the sixth child of Abraham Andrew and Elizabeth. We don't know much about the
younger Abraham's early life or education, but by the time his third son George was born, they were living at 49
Brook Street, Chorlton-upon-Medlock in the County of Lancaster, and his profession was given as "stationer".
He married Esther Grimshaw, and between 1852 and 1857 they had three sons whom they named Isaac, John
and George. Perhaps it was to give his sons a start in life that he moved to Reddish near Manchester, or it may
have been his strong Wesleyan upbringing which took him to Reddish.

His three sons, Isaac, John and George were all brought up in the Wesleyan School at Reddish, and the whole
family attended the Methodist Church there.
Arthur Andrew, one of George's sons, told me that his
grandfather Abraham started a String and Paper business under the name of Andrew & Sons. Son Isaac
became the organist for the Methodist Church, and his son James followed him there as organist. We have no
record of what John did except that he became mayor of Castleton, but his son became a sea captain who
plied up and down the China coast. George, Percy Moore's grandfather, became a missionary with the China
Inland Mission. He lived to be 73 and died and is buried in the Shantung Province of China in Chefoo.
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Uncle Arthur (Arthur Andrew) told me when I visited him at Stithians beyond Truro in Cornwall, that his
grandfather Abraham had attended the New Year service at the Methodist Church in 1889, but on the way
home slipped and fell and died seventeen days later as a result. Abraham Andrew's will gives some
interesting information:
Abraham Andrew

Estate £2464/15/-

(net £1896/16/4)

Abraham Andrew, late of 11 Wellington Terrace, Sandford Lane, Reddish, and of 3 Spear St.,
Manchester, both in the County of Lancaster, paper dealer, who died 17 January 1889 at
Wellington Terrace, Manchester. Proved by Esther Andrew of 11 Wellington Terrace (paper
dealer) and John Abraham Andrew of Prince Street, Bridlington-on-Quay in the County of
York (draper).
To wife Esther £1200 till death, and three sons, Isaac, John Abraham and George to share
equally on her death, or if any of them predecease their mother, the share is in trust for their
children. After all debts are paid, whatever remains above £1200 and all books, to be divided
among the three sons, furniture to his wife and then to the three sons and their children.
£30 to be used within two years for the erection of the new Methodist School at Aspinall
Gorton, and £111 per annum for 10 years to the Local Preachers' Mutual Aid Association."

The latter clause confirms what Uncle Arthur told me; that his grandfather was a Methodist local preacher.
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THE FIRST GENERATION

1857 – 1930

George & Jessie
ANDREW

Esther married
Arthur MOORE

George Findlay

Jon Arthur

James Findlay

Alfred

The Andrew family in 1900
(From left) Jessie Andrew (Findlay) 1858 -1927; Arthur Andrew 1890-1975; Esther Andrew 1884-196?; Jim Andrew
1893-1922; George Findlay Andrew (GFA) 1887-1971; George Andrew 1857-1930.
(Front) Alfred Andrew 1897-1916
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GEORGE ANDREW

(23.11.1857 - 10.2.1930)

FAMILY BACKGROUND
George Andrew, my mother-in-law Esther's father and my husband Percy's grandfather, was the youngest son
of Abraham Andrew of Manchester and Reddish. He was born on the 23 November 1857 at 49 Brook Street,
Chorlton-upon-Medlock in Lancashire. The Medlock River runs on the west side of Manchester, north of
Droyleaden. We have no record of when and why Abraham Andrew and his wife Esther Grimshaw moved
from Brough in the Hope Valley of Derbyshire to live in Manchester, but his grandson, Arthur John Andrew told
me that he opened a "string and paper" business there which he called "Andrew & Sons". I would guess it was
for economic reasons they moved and to give their three young sons a better education.
Abraham's two other sons were both older than George. The eldest, Isaac, was the organist and choir master
of the Methodist Church at Reddish, and his son James Stothard, held these positions after him. Isaac also
had one daughter who never married. James Stothard married and had one child Dorothy, who also never
married.
When writing to me in June 1982 she said, "I am the only one left of this branch of the Andrew
family". She was living then with a companion at 2C Church Road, Thornton, Cleveleys. She said of George
Andrew, "We always referred to him as 'China George'. He was my grandfather's brother and my father's
uncle, always held in high esteem."
Abraham's other son was John of whom we also know very little, except that he had a son who became a sea
captain, plying up and down the China coast. It was John I think, who later lived at Bridlington on the west
coast of Yorkshire and with whom Findlay Andrew, his nephew, lived for some time after coming home from
Chefoo. The whole family were active in the Methodist Church and Abraham himself was a lay preacher.

THE MISSIONARY CALL
George Andrew joined the YMCA in Manchester and later claimed that "I first became acquainted with the work
of the China Inland Mission when I was a member of the YMCA. The call came to me to go to China in 1880
and I said, 'Here am I Lord. Send me'."
If as he said, he only felt called in 1880, the preparation and training for missionary work must have taken a lot
less time than it does now, for by the 15 January 1881, he and two other young men were on their way to
France to transfer to a steamship for China.
The other two were Arthur Eason from London and William
Glassick from Stoke-on-Trent. A big farewell meeting was held at the YMCA in Aldersgate Street, London on
23 December 1880. An address was given by Lord Radstock, and Mr. J.H.Tritton who chaired the meeting
gave a word of encouragement and commendation to each of the young men. Many other meetings were held
in churches in and around London, and by the time they sailed in mid-January, there was a band of praying
people ready to stand behind them in prayer and finance.
WELCOME TO CHINA
They posted letters home from Singapore and on the 18 February arrived in Shanghai. George was 23.
Mr.
Hudson Taylor, the founder of the Mission was there to welcome them. George said, "He took me by the hand
and expressed his thankfulness to God for bringing me to China, concluding with the words, 'Remember that
the work of the Lord is the Lord's work', emphasising that I was not to be occupied with the thought of what I
would do for the Lord, but rather with what the Lord would do through me."
Throughout his life
George Andrew recalled with delight his friendship with Hudson Taylor. Nor was the General Director's trust in
him misplaced, for he served God in China for no less than 49 years. He was one of those faithful men upon
whose lives and teaching the worldwide church of later times was founded.
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GOD'S PLACE
George and Arthur Eason were designated to work together in the far distant province of Yunnan in south west
China. This part of China had been completely closed to foreigners until after the murder of Mr. Margery in
1875 when he was trying to open up a trade route through from Burma for the British. The signing of the
Chefoo Convention which followed permitted the residence of foreigners in any part of the Imperial dominions.
In 1877 Mr. John McCarthy of the CIM took the very first missionary journey across China and Mr.
J.W.Stevenson and Mr. H.Soltau were the first to cross the country from west to east.. The province of
Yunnan was touched on each of these occasions and in 1881 Mr. George Clarke proceeded to Dalifu to try
and open a settled work there.
He met with a lot of opposition but when the house which Messrs. Stevenson and Soltau had already rented for
the Mission there was refused to him, he and his wife moved into the only other place they could get; a small
attic in which they remained for six months. They suffered many trials but stood their ground and were at last
allowed to move into part of the Mission house where they started work in earnest and opened a school for
boys to try and break down some of the opposition in homes in the city.

PREPARATIONS IN WUZHANG
On March 7 1881, Mr. Coulthard, one of the older missionaries, was writing from Ganjing, "I leave here today
for Wuzhang with Messrs. Eason and Andrew who seem like sterling missionaries prepared to endure
hardness."
The time in Wuzhang opposite Hankou (Wuhan) and well up the Yangtze River, was a busy one for the young
men as they prepared for the long journey of another 1000 miles into the interior. They would have to be
outfitted with Chinese clothes and buy stores and literature and other necessities for the work to which they
were going.
Mr. Hudson Taylor caught up with them again here before they left to travel through the potentially hostile
province of Hunan. On the last evening, after all their baggage had been transferred to the long narrow boat
which was to be their home for the next three months, missionaries and friends met in the modest Chinese
house which was the centre of the CIM there. It was described by an LMS missionary in Hankou as a "lodge
by the wayside from which, baptised in prayer and strong in faith and hope, many young Christians have gone
forth to the regions beyond to do their part in winning for Christ the far west of China."

THE DIRECTOR'S BLESSING
Mr. and Mrs.Baller were the host and hostess as they were in charge of the home there, but to the young men
setting out into the unknown, it was the message and the blessing of Mr. Hudson Taylor that night as they
shared in the Lord's Supper, that was the highlight of it all. "We were always sure" said George Andrew, "that
Mr. Taylor would never ask us to do what he would be unwilling to do himself."
That night he turned their attention to Psalms 123 to 125, emphasising to them the main thought in each Psalm.
On Psalm 123 he said that though they were going out relying only on God and waiting upon Him for direction,
yet they must not be surprised if their message was met with scorn and contempt by the Chinese. Psalm 124
could also fit the circumstances. They would be travelling through Hunan, a province noted for its hostility to
foreigners, and it was quite possible "men would rise up against them". They would have to pass through
many dangerous rapids and see many shipwrecks. They might literally have "the waters overwhelming them"
and "the stream going over their soul". Then they would need to remember that "their help was in the Name of
the Lord Who made heaven and earth" and also the triumphant beginning of Psalm 125 that "they that trust the
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Lord shall be as Mt. Zion" for "even as the mountains are round about Jerusalem so the Lord is round about His
people".
Mr. Taylor went on to emphasise that God requires obedience and entire consecration, and as he read the first
chapter of Joshua, he suggested that the word given to Joshua was equally relevant for those who were
standing at the long closed doors of western China, desiring to enter in and possess the land for the Captain of
their salvation. To be strong and courageous, not turning to the right or left, reading and meditating on the
Word, were the conditions which could claim God's promises. "As I was with Moses, so I will be with you." He
went on to urge that "by loving teaching and Christ-like living" they were to win this people for God.
His special word to George Andrew was: "Bidding you Godspeed on your journey, my thoughts go back to the
time when I first set foot in China in 1854, some 27 years ago. I remember the earnest longing I had to speak
to this people in their (as yet) unknown language, and how I yearned over them and longed for the words in
which to tell my Master's message. May God be with you and bless you, helping you in the study of this
difficult language, and enabling you when far away from all Christian fellowship to lean entirely on Him. Your
faith will doubtless be tried sometimes, it may be your supplies will fail altogether, and you may not know where
to turn for help. Then in your extremity you need fear nothing for the Lord will be with you whithersoever you go,
and He will be your Helper."

A HAZARDOUS JOURNEY
George Andrew and Arthur Eason were appointed for a time to Guiyangfu the capital of Guizhou Province.
Here they were to work and study the language under the guidance of Mr. and Mrs.Broumpton who were in
charge of the work there, and also of the recently open province of Yunnan in the far south-west, their ultimate
destination.
They met up with Mr. and Mrs.Broumpton in Wuzhang and also with Miss Kent who would be travelling with
them the further 900 or so miles to Guiyang. Miss Kerr was a trained nurse. This was significant in the light
of what happened on the journey.
It was to be a very eventful journey when George Andrew could have lost his life on several occasions. They
were to travel by river boat from Hankou passing though the province of Hunan and then through Guizhou until
they reached the capital.
About a week after they left Hankou they anchored at the mouth of a small stream near a village called Lujikou.
It was Saturday night and they planned to have a quiet Sunday there before proceeding further, but a severe
wind and rain storm blew up that night and all their plans had to be changed. The river rose rapidly, and with
that and the swiftness of the current, they found themselves in great danger, either of being swept away
altogether or of having the boat smashed to pieces by other boats crashing against her. Fortunately they were
anchored on the more sheltered side of the river or they would not have stood a chance. As it was, they threw
out on to the land as much of their baggage as they could, and then clambered ashore themselves.
This storm caused the loss of about 50 lives and some 20 or 30 boats were destroyed, so the missionary party
were thankful to the Lord for bringing them safely through, even though it was impossible to go on without
repairs being made to the boat. During the worst of the storm Mr.Broumpton had taken his wife and Miss Kerr
into the nearby village where he found a room in which they could spend the night.
The house was draughty with only straw mats for walls, a thatched roof and mud floors, so the next day, when
they knew they would have to stay there until repairs were complete, Mr.Broumpton searched until he found
something better, even if dirty. It was an old shop which had been closed and they thankfully took possession.
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The two ladies were grateful for an upstairs loft where they could get away from the crowds of people who had
swarmed round them all day, because most of them had never seen a foreign woman before.
The people were rough, and some of the men seemed as if they wanted to stir up trouble. For the next few
days, while repairs were being done to the boat, they all kept very quiet and as unobtrusive as possible, but
one of the troublemongers discovered them towards the end of the week, and it was a relief when they could
proceed on their journey.
Two days brought them near to Youzhao where they anchored in a sheltered cove. It was as well they did for
another storm blew up which continued all that night and through the next day. By the third day they were able
to move on to Youzhao itself and to anchor at the entrance to the Dongting Lake.
That afternoon they received a surprise visit from another CIM missionary Adam Dorward, and an evangelist
travelling with him. They too had come from Hankou but had taken only four days to reach this point while the
Broumpton party had already been 19 days on the way.
From Youzhau their route took them through the centre of the lake. In two days they were through and out into
the Yuan River at the other side. But here once again they were beset by storms with heavy rain and vivid
lightning as well as a very swift current.
Adam Dorward, who had travelled alongside them so far, was
planning to go on by land from this stage, but he decided to continue with them by river, a decision for which
Mr.Broumpton was later very thankful.
SMALLPOX
By Friday 29 April, George Andrew was suffering from a very bad headache and a high fever. It proved to be
the beginning of smallpox. They did what they could in the way of segregation by removing him to the stern of
the boat, and Adam Dorward made himself responsible for nursing and caring for him while Miss Kerr gave as
much medical advice as she could.
He had been in such close contact with all of them that they felt it would be a miracle if others didn't go down
with the disease too. In the end the only one to catch it from George was the small daughter of the captain of
the boat who was travelling with him.
Between Chiangdefu and Hongjiang where the river was full of rapids, most of the party left the boat and
walked along the bank while the three crew members were left on board to navigate the rapids.
George
Andrew was too ill to be taken on shore, so he and his devoted `nurse' Adam also remained on the boat. At
one of these places they narrowly escaped losing not only the boat but their lives also when the men lost
control of the boat and it was at the mercy of the floodwaters. It narrowly escaped being rammed by another
boat which came down the rapids behind them and was heading straight for them. God was caring for them
and the rest of the party who had been watching in horror from the river bank were thankful when they saw the
boat once more safely tied up to the shore.
Ten days later they left Hongjiang and travelled about 20 li (7 miles) before tying up for the night. They made
an early start the next morning and before 6 a.m. reached the famous `Snail Rapid' which was very difficult to
negotiate because of the many hidden rocks and an island in the middle of the stream. The boat struck a rock
and, in less than ten minutes, was rapidly filling with water. They managed to get their goods ashore and to
carry George by means of a sheet slung on a bamboo pole to an inn where they obtained accommodation.
Return to Table of Contents
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The river was rising rapidly and continued to do so up to 30 or 40 feet. The boat was so badly smashed that
it was going to take at least ten days of fine weather to repair it, so they decided to continue the journey to
Guiyang by land. It would be more expensive but the uncertainty of the river route and the risk of further rapids
made them feel they were justified. They hired a sedan chair for George to travel in. He was regaining
strength quite rapidly but Miss Kerr was continuing to cook him special food and Adam Dorward tried to save
his strength in any way he could.
Miss Kerr's comment on that journey was that "I never saw anything so rich and splendid as some of the
scenes we passed high up on the side of the mountains with valley and glen below in endless variety. The
scenery on the river Yuan was often most lovely, but the land journey quite surpassed it.”
The beauty of the scenery was mostly lost on George Andrew as he found the whole thing very tiring, and by
nightfall when they had reached their destination for each day he was thankful to lie down and rest. He was
deeply grateful to his companions for their care of him and in writing home about it added, "I must not forget
how they prayed for my recovery and also for freedom from marks, and God answered both prayers."
Some of the villages through which they passed had never seen foreign women before and people crowded
round the chairs, almost knocking them over in their eagerness to lift the blinds and see what foreign women
looked like. At one place crowds of men lined the streets and at the inn men pressed into the entrance,
climbing in the windows and even trying to break down the door and not till the two ladies made and
appearance at the top of the stairs for a few minutes, were they satisfied and went off.
At long last on 21 June 1881, they reached Guiyangfu, thankful that their long three month journey was behind
them, and deeply grateful to Adam Dorward and the Chinese evangelist who had helped them so much right
through and now had to turn round and go back to Hunan which was their real destination.

STEPPING STONE TO YUNNAN
George Andrew and Arthur Eason settled down for a time in Guiyang for language study as well as to study the
customs of the people and to prepare themselves to go even further into the interior to cities and villages
where the Gospel had never been preached.
By January 1882 it was felt they were ready to leave Guiyang and go to the south-west province of Yunnan to
sell Christian literature and preach the Gospel as they had opportunity, and as much as their limited knowledge
of the language would permit.
The trip took them three weeks and it was 12 February before they reached Yunnanfu (Kunming), the capital
of Yunnan province. They had with them a Christian Chinese who was employed by the CIM as a full time
colporteur, a travelling seller of Christian literature. Unused to walking such long distances (30 miles every
day), George found his feet were very sore and blistered at first, but soon became hardened to the
unaccustomed exercise.
The trip was full of interest and he was able now to enjoy it as he had not enjoyed the overland trip to Guiyang.
They met many people of the Miao aborigine tribe from south-west China, distinguished by their colourful dress
and different hair styles. They passed tea plantations and saw not only rice and beans and other food crops,
but also the ubiquitous opium poppy.
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OPIUM
A few years later Arthur Eason was to write, "Nearly everybody in Yunnan smokes opium, even the women to
the proportion of 50%, the men as much as 80%. Children born of opium smoking mothers are born with a
craving for the drug, and to relieve this mothers inhale smoke and then breathe into the baby's mouth what she
has inhaled. From the time of birth such children look old and worn, haggard and shrivelled, with a lifeless
expression."
In Yunnanfu there were said to be 245 opium dens as well as numerous shops where the drug was sold. On
the road could be met as many as 60 to 100 coolies in a company carrying opium to Hunan, Jiangsi, Canton,
Jiangsu and Fujian. Each coolie would carry as much as 93 to 100 pounds. At that time it cost about 3.5.0
per 133 ounces. It was reckoned that a man who did not smoke could do as much work in one day as an
opium smoker could do in three.

YUNNAN AT LAST
As they drew nearer to Yunnanfu they met many men leading horses loaded with salt going towards Guizhou.
They were able to sell many books and had opportunities of talking to interested people, some of whom had
had conversations with Mr.Broumpton or Mr.Clarke on previous occasions and seemed willing to learn more.
Two days before they reached Yunnanfu they saw the heads of three robbers hung up by the roadside as a
warning to other evildoers. As they neared the city it was another more attractive sight which met their eyes.
About seven miles from the city they caught their first glimpse of the lovely hill-surrounded lake which lies to the
south of the capital.
The feelings of both young men is probably summed up in one of Arthur Eason's letters home; "I could not but
think how foolish this undertaking of ours is in the sight of the world - coming to a large city, two raw recruits,
scarcely able to speak the language, and how foolish and helpless in every way."
They read together I
Corinthians chapters 1 and 2, and rejoiced that "God chooses the foolish and the weak, those who are base
and despised" so that "no flesh should glory in His presence."
They settled into life with Yunnanfu as their centre but with the aim of visiting as many other towns and villages
in the province as possible.
By the time they had been there a month Arthur Eason had made a tour of
seventeen days visiting a number of villages to the north-west which, as far as he knew, had never been visited
by Christian missionaries before. He and George then spent a few days together in the city preaching and
selling books wherever possible, but after a week George set off on a journey which was to take three or four
weeks.
In this way the two men between them visited nearly every unvisited city between Yunnan-fu and Dalifu during
the rest of 1882. Many of these places had never seen a European before and thousands bought copies of
Bibles and Gospels. Their home in Yunnanfu was the first Protestant mission station in that centre. The only
other one in the whole province was the one at Dalifu where the Clarkes had been at work for over a year.

ARTHUR EASON MARRIES
At the end of 1882, Arthur Eason visited the Clarkes, the first foreigner they had seen for eighteen months, and
they thoroughly enjoyed having him there. Ten days later George Andrew arrived prepared to take over the
work there while the Clarkes went off to Yunnanfu and Guiyang and Arthur Eason proceeded to Hankou to
meet and marry his fiancée there. At that time Mrs.Clarke had not seen another foreign woman for over two
years, so was really looking forward to being with other women again.

23

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

George was alone in Dali for nine months, and it was here he had his first contact with Tibetans. They came in
great numbers to attend the annual fair held there, and though George could not talk to them, he had cards with
texts on them in Tibetan which he distributed in large numbers.
By the time the Clarkes returned to Yunnan it was his turn to go to the coast to meet and marry his fiancée,
Miss Jessie Findlay who was already in China at the Women's Language Centre. On his way back from Dali
through Yunnanfu he baptised the first Protestant convert in the province. The year was 1883.

THE SEVENTY
In late 1881 members and friends of the CIM had pledged themselves to pray for God to send our to China in
the next three years at least 70 new workers. It was the first time the CIM had felt led to pray for a definite
number in a specified time. The `prayer for seventy in three years' was abundantly answered. In the years
1882, 1883 and 1884 more than 70 actually reached China, and others had been accepted but, because of
troubles in France, their sailing had been delayed.
Jessie Findlay was one of the first to go to China in 1882. She left London on 15 February and proceeding via
Paris, arrived in Shanghai on 3 April. From there she went to Language School to do the required months of
study before she would be allowed to marry her fiancé.
Jessie and George had met in Manchester where they both lived, though Jessie's family originally came from
Newton Stewart in southern Scotland. Her mother's maiden name was `Rae' and later George and Jessie's
son, Arthur, who lived for some time with his mother's sister in Manchester, used to go to a hotel in Scotland
which was the home of one of his Rae family uncles. Most of the family had moved down to Manchester, and
they were a very big Scottish group according to Arthur.
George and Jessie were married in the Cathedral of the Holy Trinity in Shanghai on 6 October, 1883, and soon
after were on their way to Hankou escorting a party of ladies with them.

A CONSULAR VIEW OF THE CIM
In 1886 Hudson Taylor was planning to try and put two missionaries at least in each of the eleven provinces of
China which, up to that time, were unoccupied by the messengers of the Gospel. By 1880 an experienced
Consular official in Hankou was writing that it was now possible to travel through China as safely and as easily
as through Europe. He attributed the changed situation partly to increased care on the part of the Mandarins,
and that people were getting more used to foreigners, but also to the work of the China Inland Mission.
"The missionaries of this Society" he said, "have travelled through the country, taking
hardships and privations as the natural incident of their profession. Never attempting to force
themselves anywhere, they managed to make friends everywhere, and have in a great
measure dispelled the fear of the `barbarians' which was the main difficulty they had to face.
Not only do the bachelor members of the Mission visit places inaccessible to foreigners, but
those who are married take their wives with them and settle down with the goodwill of the
people in districts far removed from official influence or the protection of British gunboats.
While aiding foreign trade by obtaining information about the unknown interior of this vast
country, and strengthening our relations with the people, this Mission has at the same time
shown the true way of spreading Christianity in China."
This was high praise from a man who was in a position to know what he was talking about. George Andrew
was now about to take his young bride to that far interior to which he had first gone as a bachelor.
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ADDITIONS TO THE TEAM AND THE FAMILY
By 16 January 1884, George and Jessie, with their four charges, had arrived safely at Chongqing, the capital of
Sichuan Province. Arthur Eason and his bride were already in Guiyang. A month later the Andrews were also
there, but the Easons had gone on to Yunnanfu and it was decided that Messrs. Steven and Stevenson should
go to Yunnanfu also. The Andrews would stay on in Guiyangfu, while the Broumptons went to England for `a
short change'.
Two single men, Messrs. Hughesdon and Windsor, were to be in Guiyang with the Andrews. It was said that
"the province has been in a very disturbed state during the whole of the year, and passports have been
unobtainable for some time past. Itineration which was dangerous, has been impossible and great difficulties
have been put in our way, even for local work." The Broumptons appear to have been alone for the year.
"What a treat to see English faces again," said Mr.Broumpton, "and to hear our own language spoken."
George and Jessie were there at Guiyangfu for the rest of the year 1884 except for two months at the end of
the year when they returned to Chongqing for the birth of their first child, a girl whom they named "Esther" after
George's mother. She was born on 14 November 1884 and was the first English child to be registered at the
British consulate in Chongqing.

WORK IN GUIYANG
The three of them returned to Guiyang before the end of the year and were soon immersed in the work of that
busy city and its surrounding villages and towns.
Jessie was kept busy with her small daughter and
superintending the work in the girl's school which at that time only had ten scholars attending. Jessie was not
anxious to increase the number as she wanted more time to work among the women and to visit their homes.
The numbers of women attending services was increasing all the time.
George too, was anxious to be free to visit villages and towns further out. As he travelled west and north-west
from Guiyang, he met many of the aborigine peoples of China whom he learned to distinguish by their clothes
and their dialects. He was also amazed and dismayed at the large quantities of opium being grown, far more
than he and Arthur Eason had seen on their trip to Yunnanfu. On the thirteen stages to the western border
(some 250 miles) he reckoned that two thirds of the arable land on either side of the road was cultivated with
opium. He commented that those who were employed in gathering it were the poorest and most miserable of
the Chinese, the majority dressed in rags and some not having even sufficient clothing to cover themselves.
"It grieved me" he said, "that the aborigines of Guizhou who originally had no idols nor worshipped images, are
fast adopting the idolatrous practices of the Chinese and are also imitating them in the cultivation of opium."
In Guiyang they were always busy helping opium addicts to break the habit, with often three or four cases of
opium poisoning in one day and sometimes as many as twelve in 24 hours. They spent time with people who
came in to enquire about the Christian way of life, or preparing candidates for baptism, supervising the two
schools, and just carrying on the regular services of the church which included the daily times in the preaching
hall which was open on to the street for anybody who wanted to walk in and sit for a while. "Sometimes I take
my concertina," said George. "and we put up a hymn sheet on the wall and sing. Many come to listen and we
preach to them between the singing of each verse."
Among their many visitors who came in hoping to break off their addiction to opium were a great number of
well-to-do people, making them realise that it was not only the poor who had the habit. The difference was that
the wealthy and upper class found it harder to openly accept and acknowledge the Lordship of Jesus Christ.
They had too much to lose and even while knowing it was true, the fear of man kept them from coming out
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openly. One young man whose father was a Mandarin came into this category. He was afraid that if he
became a Christian his father would be deposed.

FAMILY MATTERS
In 1887 a second child was born to George and Jessie Andrew. He was born in Guiyang on 14 July and they
named him George Findlay. Eighteen months later at the beginning of 1889 they were preparing to return to
England on their first furlough. It was over eight years since George had left England, and over seven since
Jessie had set sail for China.
Abraham Andrew, George's father died on 17 January of that same year (1889), so that they were too late to
see him again. His mother and his two brothers were still there to welcome them when the arrived with the
two children on 10 June 1889. Esther was four and a half years old and George Junior nearly two.
Mr.Windsor, who had worked with them in Guiyang for four years said, "I am very sorry we are parting, for we
have worked very happily together for four years, and have proved that `it is a very good and pleasant thing for
brethren to dwell together in unity.' After they leave I will be alone at the Mission home and I feel scarcely
competent to take charge of such important and aggressive work."

FIRST FURLOUGH
George Andrew was much in demand to speak at meetings during their furlough, which was probably spent
mainly in and around Manchester, though possibly some time may have been spent with his brother John in
Yorkshire at Bridlington. At the end of 1890 on 5 December, another son whom they named Arthur John was
born to them in Manchester.

BACK TO CHINA
They sailed for China again on the P & O steamer `Arcadia' on 8 January 1891, arriving in Shanghai on 21
February. They expected to return to Guizhou or possibly Yunnan, but when they reached Shanghai, the
Mission had other ideas for them. Mr.Stevenson, at that time Secretary of the CIM, was needed in America,
and in his absence George was asked to help out in Shanghai.
Esther, who would be seven at the end of the year, was due to go to school at Chefoo at the beginning of the
school year in September. When George contracted dysentery half way through the year, it was decided the
whole family should go up to Chefoo for part of the summer to help George's recovery and to see Esther settled
in at school. George's recovery was long and tedious, and when he returned to Shanghai he was not
completely well.
He travelled by sea with Mr. and Mrs.Hudson Taylor, and in the Yellow Sea they ran into a typhoon. The ship
was violently tossed about, the kitchen fire had to be put out and no meals could be served. The vessel was
jarred from stem to stern as the screw rose high out of the water, whirling around at great speed. George
describes the scene as Mr.Taylor had wedged himself between two berths, and was trying on the one hand to
keep himself from being thrown over, and on the other trying to make some cornflour for the patient with the
help of a small spirit lamp. "At last I said, `Oh Mr.Taylor, I can't stand this!' He looked up and said, `If I were
your father, I wouldn't like to put you in such a position, but seeing that it is your Heavenly Father Who has done
it, it is alright'".
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After they reached Shanghai, George was still very unwell. I think Jessie must have been in Chefoo with the
children, for George wrote, "My bedroom was next to Mr.Taylor's, and every night, some time after midnight, I
used to see this door quietly open and Mr.Taylor, dressed in his Chinese gown, come in to see how I was and
if I needed anything."

THE GRAND CANAL
When Mr.Stevenson returned to Shanghai, George was once again asked to fill in for another missionary.
This time it was for Mr.McCarthy who was in charge of the work and the missionaries along the Grand Canal in
Jiangsu Province.
By the end of 1892 Jessie and George, with possibly George Junior and Arthur, had settled in the Mission
home in Yangzhou. George was quite well again but Jessie, who was expecting another baby, was not very
well until her baby was born on 13 December. He was another little boy whom they named James Findlay.
By this time George, being Acting Field Superintendent for the Grand Canal area, was a member of the China
Council which was made up of Directors and Field Superintendents of the Mission.
By 1893 Yangzhou had become the language centre for lady missionaries and Anqing was used exclusively
for the men or married couples, who were not so numerous as they became in later years. Prayer for the
"Seventy" had resulted in many more applicants to the CIM for service in China, so it was felt wise, especially
in the light of Chinese customs, to have separate training centres for the men and women.
Besides this there was a boarding school for Chinese girls opened in the city and run by CIM lady missionaries,
and the church work was carried on by married couples. George and Jessie spent a lot of time visiting other
stations on the Canal. They not only listened to the problems which may have arisen in the work, but they
brought spiritual uplift and renewal to their brothers and sisters in the Lord through prayer and Bible study with
fellow missionaries and Church leaders.
Jessie was tied up with the children but found plenty to do in assisting with the work among women in
Yangzhou itself. In early 1895 one of the children was so seriously ill that he was not expected to live.
Hudson Taylor, always closely in touch and vitally interested in everything that touched the lives of the
missionaries in the CIM, wrote to them: "We are hoping and praying that the Lord may have answered prayer
and spared to you the dear treasure He seemed to be calling to Himself." He did, and the child was restored
and in May Jessie left earlier than usual for Chefoo with the children so as to escape the intense heat of the
Yangtze Valley during the summer.

WEST CHINA AGAIN
In March of 1896 George was asked to return to West China for the purpose of visiting mission stations in
Guizhou, Yunnan and Sichuan to encourage fellow missionaries in some of these isolated places. By this time
George Junior and Arthur were at school, so with only Jim at home they set off as escorts to ten men who had
just completed their period of language study at Anqing.
Five of them had been designated to Sichuan
province, three to Guizhou and two to Yunnan.
George was again plagued by illness when he reached Guiyang but it did not delay him too long, and by the
end of 1896 he was well enough to set off on the trip he had been planning. Jessie was pregnant again so
was quite happy to stay on in Guiyang which, after all, had been their first home in China, and was where she
had many friends.
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George was away for many months. In all he walked 2432 miles, rode a pony 20 miles, travelled by
wheelbarrow 10 miles, by sedan chair 8 miles, by raft 23 miles and by boat 577 miles. He travelled as far west
as Chengdu in Sichuan province and as far south as Gujing in Yunnan province, encouraging Chinese
Christians and missionaries alike as he shared with them the Word of God.
By May 1897 he was back in Guiyang with Jessie for the birth of their fourth son, Alfred Isaac, on 18 May By
the end of that year they were back in Shanghai preparing to return to the work at Yangzhou early in 1898.

THE GRAND CANAL
God was blessing the work along the Grand Canal, not so much perhaps in the cities as in the country villages
where people seemed to have a real hunger for the Word of God.

As George and Jessie Andrew travelled up and down they found everywhere a warm response to the message
they brought. The Spirit of God seemed to be working in many hearts, and it was only in the always
anti-foreign city of Yangzhou itself that they felt the opposition of the Enemy of souls. There was nothing to
warn them of the storm which was so soon to burst upon them.

THE BOXER REBELLION
In the early half of this century whenever China was mentioned, minds immediately turned to the terrible Boxer
riots in 1900 which shocked the world, as missionaries and Chinese Christians alike were slaughtered without
mercy and with full approval of the Dowager Empress herself.
George and Jessie Andrew with their five children were in China through that terrible time, and, though four of
the children were in the comparatively safer city of Chefoo, the youngest, little Alf, with his parents, was in what
was recognised as a very anti-foreign city where discretion had always been necessary.
The Boxers originated as one of the many secret societies with which China has always abounded. They
started under another name as a kind of "law and order society". Then under a new name and a new leader,
they began to show strong anti-foreign tendencies, sometimes persecuting Chinese converts both in the
Catholic and Protestant churches, and threatening the lives of missionaries.
By invoking certain spirits, the members of the society were able to pound their bodies with bricks and later with
knives without injury, so they were at first called the "Big Knife Society" and later the "Boxers".
Their motto
was "Protect the Dynasty - Exterminate the Aliens", and with this aim and believing themselves invulnerable,
they were a very dangerous group.
At first the authorities kept them in check, but when it became known that the Dowager Empress herself
secretly encouraged them in their efforts to "drive out the foreigners", the flame quickly spread, not only in
Peking but in other provinces too. While in some provinces the authorities tried to protect foreigners, in others
they made no attempt to do so and perhaps worst hit of all was Shaanxi.
Mr. Stevenson's statement to the home countries when it was all over was that "the total number killed is 134
adults and 52 children. Of these no fewer that 112 adults and 45 children were killed in Shanxi and over the
border in Mongolia. These are the figures for all Protestant Missions. Altogether 58 adults and 20 children
connected with the CIM were put to death."
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The widespread drought which was causing so much distress only added fuel to the flame as the blame for it
was laid on the shoulders of the foreigners.

SAFETY CONCERNS
In Chefoo where four of the Andrew children were at school, British authorities were very concerned for the
safety of the women and children who were resident there as well as for the many hundreds of Chinese
Christians and missionaries from other provinces who had fled there for refuge. On 14 June it was reported
that large numbers of Boxers had entered the town and that night they were planning to burn Chefoo and
Tianjin to the ground.
The British Consul had arranged for a gunboat to be anchored right opposite the schools, and the school boats
as well as a steam launch were lying ready moored so that the 200 people on the school compound could be
taken off as quickly as possible at the first sign of trouble. It was expected that the first attack would be on the
settlement some distance from the school. A German and a French gunboat soon joined the British one and
a United States ship also lay at anchor below the school ready to take them to Japan if necessary.
Esther was 15½ at this time and to her and her friend Ella Reid (later Ella Ritchie) it was all very exciting.
Every night they went to bed with their bags packed and rowlocks under their pillows. The senior girls had all
learned to row and would be needed if the boats drawn up on the shore in readiness were to be used. Ella's
comment years later was that they all thought it would be great fun to be taken off to Japan.
In Yangzhou where George Andrew was responsible for the welfare and safety of all CIM missionaries along
the Great Canal, there was no feeling of it being "fun", and it was not by any means quiet.
On the last
Saturday night in June a disorderly crowd, very difficult to manage, came into the chapel in Yangzhou.
Rumours spread that all Mission houses were to be burned and all missionaries killed. On Sunday morning a
telegram from the Viceroy in Nanjing which was posted up on the chapel door as a proclamation by the three
Yangzhou magistrates, made the troublemakers hesitate to go further. However, an Imperial Commissioner
who arrived soon after at Yangzhou ordered the officials to protect foreign property but not the missionaries.
The friendly magistrates, feeling that their hands were now tied, begged George to get all missionaries out as
quickly as possible as they could not now be responsible for their lives, though they promised to protect the
property until they could return. So George sent all the new workers and other ladies off to Shanghai, and with
them his small son Alf, now three years old. Jessie refused to leave her husband, but when pressure from the
magistrates increased and the British Consul ordered all women to leave, she went with Mrs. Cox as far as
Qingjiang, a much safer city and nearer to Shanghai. Dr. Cox and Mr. Orr remained on in Yangzhou with
George.

AN APPRAISAL
The history of those terrible days has been written up in detail by others, so it is unnecessary to do so here.
Many Chinese Christians proved the sincerity of their love for the Lord by giving their lives for His sake rather
than recant in order to save them. Amazingly, others who had hesitated before, now openly joined the Church
and confessed Christ as Lord and Saviour.
In time it all passed over and missionaries returned to their places of work. Once again it proved true that "the
blood of the martyrs is the seed of the Church". In the years that followed the Church grew not only in numbers,
but also in spiritual strength as mature Chinese Christians received gifts of the Holy Spirit and used them "for
the upbuilding of the Church".
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Fifty years later Mr. Robert Gillies wrote of that period, "A new era had dawned. Awed and humble, with
natural pride of race at last dwindling in their own souls, missionaries found themselves called upon to be
co-workers with Chinese men and women who had hazarded their lives for His Name. All had suffered loss
and many bore in their bodies the marks of pain and suffering. The work began on a stronger foundation than
ever before." Out of that period came names of great Chinese leaders such as Pastor David Yang, Wang
Mingdao and the Chinese Christian General Feng.
To Mr. Hudson Taylor, convalescing from an illness in Switzerland that summer of 1900, there were months of
agony as telegram after telegram arrived telling of yet others who had laid down their lives. The missionaries
belonging to the Mission God had used him to found, were as precious to him as his own children, and he
longed to be with them to share their sufferings.
After it was all over there came demands by foreign businesses and some Missions (mainly Roman Catholic)
for compensation for the lives and the property which had been lost. Under the guidance of God, the CIM
refused to accept compensation and used their own funds to rebuild where it was necessary, hoping that by a
spirit of forgiveness and unwillingness to take revenge they could manifest the love of God for sinful man to the
people of China.
In Yangzhou George and Jessie were not able to settle long again into their work before they were packing up
to leave for furlough. At the beginning of 1901 with their five children, they sailed for London, arriving on 10
February.

Return to Table of Contents
NORTH WEST PROMOTION
By mid 1902 George and Jessie were back in China having left Esther, nearly 18, George junior, now 15 and
Arthur 11 in England. Mr. Hoste had a new appointment for George. He wanted him and Jessie to go up to
the north western province of Gansu to fill in temporarily in charge of the work there. Part of their job would be
to visit all the lonely and distant stations in that province to encourage and help fellow missionaries wherever
they could. To encourage and build up the Chinese Church was also part of their ministry and one which
George was well qualified to do. Gansu separated Mongolia from Tibet. Remote and mountainous, it had a
population of 10 million, half of them Moslems.
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They were based at Lanzhou, the capital of Gansu, a city surrounded by hills that rise tier by tier to the great
Himalayan Mountains beyond. The Yellow River rises in those mountains and Lanzhou is situated on its
banks at the western end of a fertile plain 5,000 feet above sea level.
When George and Jessie first went to Gansu there were only about 74 Chinese church members in the whole
province, half of whom were in Lanzhou. Beyond Gansu stretched the vast province of Xinjiang where any
missionary who started work there had to travel many long miles before they
reached another mission station. Far away on the Soviet border at Urumchi Mr. George Hunter worked alone
for some 50 years. From Lanzhou it took 54 days travel to reach Urumchi. Travel was either on horseback
or on foot or by mule cart or mule litter.
1903 was a reasonably quiet year in the often turbulent north west and George took the opportunity of getting
to know his far flung `parish' and the workers for whom he was responsible, even though at that time only
temporarily.
At Xining on the Tibetan border he found Mr. and Mrs. Ridley carrying on a difficult and often discouraging
pioneer work. George was no stranger to pioneer situations and his visit must have been a source of
encouragement to the young workers. While there he also visited, together with Mr. James Hall, the famous
Tibetan Kumbum Monastery situated not far from Xining. They had excellent opportunities of preaching the
Gospel even in the monastery itself, and sold many Christian books in various languages to the thousands of
pilgrims who were always to be found making their way to Kumbum.
George and Jessie were in Gansu for two years and were then asked to take over the work on a more
permanent basis. George was appointed Field Superintendent for the north west, so they returned at the end
of 1904 to Chefoo to visit their two youngest boys Jim and Alf, who were in school, and to bring back with them
the luggage they had left in Shanghai two years before.
While there, they re-visited the stations on the Grand Canal before starting on the long journey to the north
west. They would realise that this move to such a far distant province and one with a more healthy climate,
would also mean less frequent visits to see their children at Chefoo. Mothers (at least) in the humidity of the
Yangtze valley were expected to go away for the worst of the summer to Chefoo, which was regarded as a
health resort. But this was not possible from the far west. Lanzhou was to be their home for the next fifteen
years.
In 1905, back in Lanzhou permanently now, George could not forget the lonely pioneers at Xining, where for so
long there had been little visible result for the work they did. As soon as he could he took another trip to see for
himself what had happened in the two years since he was last there. He wrote to Shanghai: "The work is
more encouraging than it was when we were here in 1903. The people come about freely and the Lord's Day
meetings are well attended. The group of enquirers (8 men and 10 women) give promise that the little church
of three members will soon be enlarged in numbers.
ESTHER
Meanwhile in England Esther had been preparing herself to return to China as a missionary. As well as going
through the basic Bible and medical training which the CIM provided in those days, she also took a midwifery
course, and by the end of 1906 she had been accepted as a candidate to sail with other women candidates on
18 September on the SS "Roon".
A big public meeting was held in Exeter Hall, London on 11 September when nineteen young people (8 men
and 11 women) were farewelled to leave for China within the next week. The men's party left on 14 September
on the P & O ship SS "Mooltan" which connected at Colombo with the SS "Delhi" for Shanghai, and four days
later the party of young women left London for China also.
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Among the men was Arthur Moore, later to become George Andrew's son-in-law. They arrived in Shanghai on
23 October and were quickly sent off to Ganjing to the Language School before the women's party could reach
Shanghai! I don't know how well Esther and Arthur knew each other before this. They must have occasionally
met at farewell or other CIM meetings, but they certainly had no opportunity to see each other in Shanghai.
They probably did not see each other until late 1907 when they both met in Lanzhou after Esther was
designated to work with her parents in Gansu, and Arthur was appointed to go to far away Urumchi to join Mr.
Hunter in his lonely station. Until he was more used to life and conditions in those far north western areas,
Arthur was to be guided by George Andrew in preparation for penetrating to distant Xinjiang.
Esther travelled up to Gansu under the care of the Misses Garland, two Australian sisters who worked together
in South Gansu under Esther's father as Superintendent. Many years later when my daughter, Dorothy Moore
(later Stephens), who was Esther's granddaughter, was doing her nursing training in Melbourne, one of her
close friends was the daughter of Mr. Green who was a nephew of the Misses Garland.
I don't know how Arthur got there, but it was not long before he and Esther were mutually attracted to each
other and, within a year they had announced their engagement. They planned to be married as soon as
possible after the two years the Mission required for pre-marriage language study was complete.

GEORGE JUNIOR (GFA)
1908 proved to be an eventful year for the Andrew family. Not only was Esther to marry Arthur Moore at the
end of the year in Shanghai, but George Junior was returning to China as an accepted missionary candidate of
the CIM. At the same time, among the women candidates coming out was George's fiancée, Fanny Riley.
Fanny was also the child of CIM missionaries and had been just a year behind Esther at school, so she and
George had known each other from childhood.
George Junior (whom I shall call GFA in future to distinguish him from his father George) and Fanny arrived in
China in October 1908 and went to language schools in Ganjing and Yangzhou. Ganjing was close enough to
the coast for GFA to get time off to attend his sister's wedding in Shanghai on 11 December. With her two
younger brothers on holiday from Chefoo, Esther rejoiced to have not only her parents, but three our of her four
brothers at her wedding. Only Arthur Andrew was missing.

ALL TOGETHER IN GANSU
George and Jessie travelled down to Shanghai with Esther and Arthur in November, and arrived in early
December. The Andrews had many friends in Shanghai, but so did Arthur Moore who had lived there when he
was a detective in the Shanghai Police Force, so the wedding was a happy social event and the young couple
were made much of.
When it was all over, GFA returned to Ganjing to finish his language study there, and George and Jessie and
Arthur and Esther travelled back to Gansu during early 1909. By the time they settled back in Lanzhou Esther
was pregnant so it was decided they should stay there until after the baby's birth rather than taking the long
journey up to Urumchi where medical help would not be available. GFA finished at Ganjing and joined his
parents and sister later in the year at Lanzhou.

EVENTFUL YEARS IN GANSU
In September, before GFA arrived, George and Jessie again took the long trip to Xining on the Tibetan border
to visit Mr. and Mrs. Ridley who worked there alone.
Apart from his normal visitation programme to
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missionaries in isolated places, George had another purpose. He wanted to see if the Ridleys would be willing
to have GFA living with them to help as much as he could, but also to be under their guidance as senior
missionaries until he married Fanny and was appointed to a station of his own from which to work. The
Ridleys were delighted and, after a few days of Bible study and prayer with them, George and Jessie started on
the trip back to Lanzhou.
On the way they had a nasty accident which might have been more serious had it not been for a new frame that
had been built for the mule cart the day before they started. The cart rolled into a gully turning completely
upside down. It was only the strength of the frame supporting the cover of the cart which prevented them
being crushed. As it was, Jessie was seriously hurt on the left side where she came in contact with a box.
The cart was pulled back on to the road, but Jessie was in agony as they continued on over the rough roads.
George too suffered from bruises and his head pained him for some considerable time after having been
doubled under him during the fall. They were thankful to get back to Lanzhou where they could have medical
help.
In 1911 GFA travelled down to Chengdu in Sichuan to marry Fanny Riley and bring her back to Gansu. The
Ridleys were going on furlough from Xining so Esther and Arthur moved there to take their place, and when
GFA and Fanny arrived, they were asked to stay on and help in Lanzhou. GFA took charge of the Boys'
School and Fanny helped with the work among the women.
In early 1911 Mr. Arthur Lutley and a Chinese evangelist were invited to visit some of the stations in Gansu for
evangelistic meetings, and the Lord richly blessed them as many unbelievers were converted, and many who
had backslidden in the church repented and came back to Him. Perhaps this was all preparation for some of
the upheavals which were soon to come.
In mid-1911 a Moslem uprising in the Xining area threatened the lives of Arthur and Esther and the two children,
Percy, about 18 months old and Jessie, only three months old. The firm stand taken by the authorities finally
suppressed the rebellion, but immediately afterwards all over China the spread of the revolutionary movement
began to be felt and, because of nasty incidents in some cities, many missionaries were advised to leave for
the coast. Those who remained found it difficult to work and in Gansu most of those who did not go to the coast
gathered in Lanzhou until the trouble blew over. George and Jessie found themselves once more surrounded
by children and grandchildren as Esther and Arthur together with Percy and Jessie, joined GFA and Fanny on
the Lanzhou CIM compound. Fanny was expecting their first child in April 1912, and Esther and Arthur were in
Lanzhou until May of that year. With Lanzhou overcrowded and the impossibility of doing much outside the
city, George and Jessie took their furlough and were away from February 1912 to February 1914.
In May 1912 George was the main speaker at the CIM annual meetings in London where he brought before
that crowded audience the needs and triumphs of the work in far away Gansu. On the platform with him were
some of the newly accepted candidates for that year who were to give testimonies of how the Lord had led
them. Among them was Arthur Andrew, the third of George and Jessie's children to feel the call of God to
missionary work in China. Arthur did not sail for China until September 1913 and his father was the speaker
at his valedictory meeting on 5 September in the YMCA at Tottenham Court Road. George recalled that it was
at just such a meeting many years before that God had called him to China.
Back in Lanzhou in February 1914 George again took up his duties as Superintendent of the province. Arthur
and Esther were back in Lanzhou again as the Ridleys had returned to Xining from furlough. Their third child,
Marjorie Everall, had been born on 12 March 1913 so was almost a year old. Jessie was nearly three and
Percy four and a half. GFA and Fanny's second child, Aileen Margaret, was born a few weeks after her
grandparents' arrival. A month later Arthur Moore was asked to escort young Mr. Percy Mather up to far away
Urumchi to work with Mr. George Hunter. He was away for three months.
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THE GREAT WAR
World War I broke out in July 1914 and had its effect on CIM missionaries no less than on the rest of the world.
Many young men felt they should offer their services to their country and there was much division of opinion as
to whether the call to missionary service should or should not supersede their call to defend their country. The
decision was made that any who felt they should join up were at liberty to do so but, if they did, they must resign
from the Mission on the understanding that they could reapply after the war was over.
Each case for
re-acceptance would be considered on its own merits. Among those who joined up at that time was George's
third son Arthur, and over in England his younger brother Alf also joined up as soon as he was old enough.
In October 1914 Christian churches in Beijing called for prayer by all churches for peace in the world. In
Lanzhou George Andrew received a telegram asking him to arrange a meeting in the city, so he visited the
Governor of Gansu and discussed it with him.
"A meeting was held in the Cou Cong Tang Ancestral Hall and the reverence shown by officials of all ranks,
both military and civil, was most striking, showing that during the past few years the Chinese are less
prejudiced against Christianity.
"The meeting took place between 2 p.m. and 3 p.m. on Sunday, 18 October. Mr. Gou, one of the Christians,
acted as chairman, prayer was made by George Andrew Senior, and Scripture reading by Mr. Shen, another
Christian. An address was given by Mr. Zhong, a Christian business man, and then Mr. Guai, the Governor's
representative was called on to speak. He gave a very appropriate address for the occasion, after which Dr.
King closed with prayer."
In June 1916 Alfred Andrew, the youngest of George and Jessie's children, was killed in action in France. He
was one of sixteen Chefoo boys who gave their lives during World War I. It was a terrible blow to the parents
in far away Lanzhou. Jessie had some kind of presentiment that he was gone before they received the news
of his death. "During the morning" she wrote, "it came over me that my dear laddie was either dead or in great
danger and I had such a cry. Oh this cruel, cruel war! How many more young lives are going to be
sacrificed?" She found it hard to realise he was gone. As for George; "Poor dad, he feels it intensely" she
wrote to Esther, "last week he could hardly speak to anybody."
Esther, who would have been such a comfort to her parents, was probably in Qingjiang with Arthur by this time,
as he had been asked to take charge of a temporary language school for the few men students who were
coming out during the war. GFA and Fanny were still in Lanzhou though GFA spent a lot of time travelling in
Gansu and Xinjiang.

POST WAR MOVEMENTS
In 1919 George and Jessie travelled with GFA and Fanny and their three children to the coast to go on furlough
again in England. The Moores must have already gone earlier in 1919. George and Jessie were in England
until February 1922. They had been missionaries in China for over forty years and were still much in demand
for speaking at meetings. At the CIM Swanwick Winter School in January 1921, the report stated that "the first
of a series of talks on the life of a missionary was given by Mr. George Andrew who spoke from personal
experience on what is involved in the pioneer's task of `blazing the trail'".
GFA and Fanny returned to China that same month and he very soon became involved in the earthquake relief
work in Gansu. Fanny and the children were all at Chefoo. Arthur and Esther were also back in Gansu at
Liangzhou where their little daughter Dorothy was born in May 1922. Doug had been with them on furlough
and returned to Gansu with them, but Percy, Jessie and Marjorie were all at Chefoo Schools.
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George and Jessie reached Shanghai in February 1922, but their age and long years of service made the
Mission hesitate to send them back to the rigours of Gansu again. In May they were sent to Shunde in the
province of Chili, but by September 1923 a notice in the Shanghai letter announced that Arthur and Esther
Moore had been transferred to Shunde from Liangzhou as the Andrews were needing help in the work.
George was 66 and Jessie 65 and not very strong. A year after the Moores joined them they were retired to
live in the more bracing and healthy climate of Chefoo.

GEORGE AND JESSIE RETIRE
So George Andrew's long and fruitful ministry as a Field Superintendent in three different provinces of China
came to an end. He had held the position for 32 years. Mr. Arthur Lutley who knew him well, said, "perhaps
his most fruitful ministry was as a friend and guide to his younger fellow missionaries and to Chinese Christian
leaders. It was on account of his unique gifts in this respect that he was chosen to act as Superintendent in
three different provinces. He was however so humble and unassuming that he was quite willing to remain in
the background, and because of this many did not realise his gifts and practical wisdom until they needed to
seek his wisdom and advice."
Certainly in all the provinces in which they worked, George's visits to other stations were greatly appreciated by
his fellow missionaries. As one of them said, "We looked forward to his visits. His own transparent honesty of
purpose, singleness of aim and absolute freedom from self seeking, often enabled us younger workers to rise
above difficulties which previously seemed insurmountable."
The homes in which they lived in Chinjiang and Lanzhou in particular were always happy places with a warm,
loving welcome for travellers from far and near, as George and Jessie did everything they could to make them
comfortable. Percy Mather said it was just "like a bit of heaven" to receive such a welcome after his long
journey from the coast to Lanzhou.
George Andrew's last service in Shunde was to conduct the funeral service of his little granddaughter, Dorothy
Moore. Jessie had gone ahead to Chefoo, but George was to come later with the luggage, and it was during
that time that little Dorothy, only two and a half years old, contracted a disease which took her off after only a
day and a half's illness. What a shock it was to the whole family, and what a hard thing for her grandad to have
to do as he prepared to leave his home and his work in Shunde. It was here, with all their other grandchildren
already at school in Chefoo, that little Dorothy's presence had brought them so much joy. The service in front
of Arthur and Esther's home was in Chinese led by George, and then two of the Chinese servants who had
loved the little girl, and two other missionaries, carried the casket to the grave in the garden of the home she
had played in so happily.
George only stayed with them long enough to comfort and help his daughter in her sorrow and then moved on
to Chefoo. Jessie was staying with GFA and Fanny and they had broken the news to Percy, Doug, Jessie and
Marj. Their little sister was very precious to them all and it was a hard time for them which none of them ever
forgot.

JESSIE DIES
Jessie was not well and her strength decreased rapidly until she died on the 20th February 1927, a little over
two years later.
On 3 March 1927 George was writing to Esther after her mother's death. "Arthur (Esther's brother) arrived from
Tianjin before the coffin was closed. Mother's face had lost those marks and lines of pain, and she looked so
content. I took the opportunity of speaking to Arthur at the side of the coffin, but he made no response. May
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the Lord bless and save him." He spoke of hoping to see them at their station (Linmingguan in Chili) ". . but
not this spring. I hope you had a good journey back and found all well on arrival. I have not said how much
I appreciate your kind invitation to Linmingguan. We will be able to talk it over when you come to Chefoo." He
added, "I have sent cards to Mr. and Mrs. Liddell and Mr. and Mrs. Luxon as you desired". This was a
reference to the parents of Eric Liddell who were missionaries in the Presbyterian Mission in Manchuria.

AT CHEFOO AND IN TOUCH WITH THE FAMILY
George found work to do amongst the schoolchildren and was often called upon to give a message at the
Assembly. I have met a number of girls and boys who were there at that time and who still remember "Saint
Andrew" as they affectionately called him, and his short pithy messages on some word from the Scriptures.
He took one verse from the Proverbs each week for a long time, and spoke with
such clarity and in such an interesting way that fifty years later some of his
messages were still remembered.
When I was in Edinburgh in 1981, I met Bernard Walker who had been at school
when George Andrew was living at Chefoo.
"He was a wonderful old
gentleman", he said, "whom we children all loved, and who with his upright
figure and grey hair and beard, walked around Chefoo like some ancient
patriarch. He always had sweets in his pockets which he handed out one at a
time to any child he might meet on his walks. On one occasion my brother
Bobby at the age of eleven broke his leg and was put into hospital where "St.
Andrew" visited him every day and taught him to play chess, with the result that
Bobby became the best amateur chess player I have ever known. He could
play and win even when blindfolded if his opponent told him how he had moved,
and as far as I was concerned, he could beat me in six moves straight!"
Bernard's sister, Dorothy Toop said, "Old Mr. Andrew took school prayers every
Wednesday morning, and usually spoke on a verse in Proverbs. He was such a saintly man of God with
beautiful white hair and so gentle. Everybody loved him at Chefoo. We lived right next door to the Andrew
family at Chefoo and saw him often. He always had sweets in his pocket! He made a tremendous impression
on me as a school girl."
Doris Briscoe and Olive Rouse who were both schoolgirls at that time, vividly remember "St. Andrew" in his
years of retirement at Chefoo. They also remember that for about six years he spoke to them daily, briefly, but
relevantly on the Book of Proverbs, taking just one verse at a time and bringing out its meaning. One was on
"A soft answer turneth away wrath" and he commented that often we are like a dog; "he barks at you and you
bark at him",
Grace Harris and her husband were on the Chefoo staff when George was living there. Grace's sister Isobel
Taylor writes, "I was not there myself but I have heard some choice stories about him from those who were.
One was that at the weekly CIM prayer meeting he (saint as he was!) got up and prayed , "Oh Lord, save me
from becoming a wicked old man". It was Isobel who when teaching a class in Kuling in 1948 with our son
Frank Moore as one of her pupils told them a story about "St. Andrew". I didn't hear the story but Frank came
to me in great excitement afterwards and said, "Mum, was my great-grandfather a saint or something? Miss
Taylor told us a story about St. Andrew and then she said "and that was Frank Moore's great-grandfather."
After Jessie died, George moved in with his son GFA and Fanny. GFA was on the Boys' School staff by this
time and his children, as well as Esther and Arthur's children, came to know their grandad well. In the summer
when the sea at Chefoo was as calm as a lake, he would float off shore for long periods, praying as he did so,
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rejoicing in the quietness and the beauty where he could be alone with his Lord. Onlookers could only see his
beard, his tummy and his toes, and fears were sometimes expressed that he might drift out to sea. He always
ate an apple a day taken in thin slices.
Percy's sister Jessie Moore was still at school and often took long walks with him and found his conversation
fascinating. When he met children on the compound he not only gave them sweets, but was likely to ask them
what thought God had given them from the Bible that day, and then share with them something he had
received from the Scriptures. The second coming of the Lord was never far from his thoughts, and he
anticipated He might come during his lifetime.
Jessie and her cousin Leslie Andrew were baptised in the sea at Chefoo, and it was George Andrew who was
asked to prepare the young people for their baptism in classes some weeks beforehand. Jess was baptised
by her uncle GFA, but it was her grandfather George Andrew who stood on the beach and gave a short
message from the Word of God before those to be baptised entered the water. It was a time which was very
special and one which Jess never forgot. She left Chefoo with her mother Esther on 15 September 1929 and
as the ship sailed across the bay opposite the school, they distinctly saw him on the coastal road watching
them and pointing upwards. It was Jess's last glimpse of her grandfather.
Esther and Arthur Moore with Jess joined Percy in Canada in late 1929 leaving Marj and Doug at school until
they returned. George wrote faithfully to his daughter and gave her news of the two children at Chefoo,
knowing that that would be what her heart longed for.
Marj had had a health problem and he assured Esther he had seen her many times. "She seems improved in
health" he wrote, "I see more of her than of Duggie, though I light on him now and again too. He was here last
Sunday week for dinner, tea and supper and enjoyed himself. He appears to be in good health."
George remembered Percy's birthday on 15 October, his mind going back to the day twenty years before when
he had helped to bring him into the world. He was concerned for the group of Chefoo boys who were sharing
a flat together in Toronto, perhaps specially for his own two grandsons, Percy and Leslie Andrew, GFA's eldest
son. "Are the ladies in charge of the house Christians?" he wanted to know. "Are the boys studying anything
to fit them to make the best of the opportunities in their lives? Do they attend any business or other classes, or
do they study at home in the evenings? I want to see them excel."
He had been writing his "Reminiscences of J. Hudson Taylor", and sent some to Esther to give to interested
friends in Toronto. "I am thankful to say I continue in good health," he added, "The Lord richly blesses me and
opens various avenues of service. Let us live to be useful, Lord!"
His December 1929 letter to Esther expressed his rejoicing that Percy was applying for the Toronto Bible
College as a student. "He is being prayed for", he said. Later he wrote "Give my warm, warm love to Percy
and Jessie. Tell Percy how rejoiced I am in the good news you send of him. And let him follow on step by step.
We do not always get light on the distant future but we are sure to get it for the next step. He is following a good
Master Who is worthy of all we have. I would like to see him now and Jessie too."
His own future was much in his mind. He was living with his son GFA and Fanny, but they were due for
furlough in the summer of 1930 and he wondered what he should do. If he went home with them to England
and came back to live with them in China where his three remaining children all lived, he felt it might cause
trouble with retired missionaries who would like to retire in China, but for various reasons were not allowed to
do so. Of course he could go home and remain at home as others did, but his heart was in China and he had
few links at home now. If he stayed on in China, where would he live? Would the Mission be happy about a
retired missionary taking up a room in a Mission Home? It was all very confusing.
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GEORGE ANDREW PASSES ON
Little did George Andrew know that his "mansion in Heaven" was already waiting for him and that before two
months had gone by he would be there in the presence of his Lord. He sat down and wrote the whole thing to
Mr. Hoste, the Director of the Mission in Shanghai, and received a very understanding letter in reply. "We think
on the whole the plan to remain in China is the best one, the more so as Mr. and Mrs. Moore will be back in the
autumn. We suggest for your consideration that you should live with them in Linmingguan, the climate of
which is as you know healthy; while medical assistance can easily be obtained if necessary at Shundefu. In
this way there would be only a brief interval between the departure of your son and the return of Mr. and Mrs.
Moore.
In sharing this with his daughter in Canada, George wrote, "I am sure I shall be welcome to stay with you,
perfectly sure. But I have not yet decided what I shall do. The Lord will answer prayer and if I leave China I
want to leave satisfied that He is guiding - just as satisfied as I am that He brought me to China. Continue to
pray for your old dad."
At the beginning of 1930 he knew it would not be long before he would be called Home. In a real sense he was
standing with his hand on the gate ready to go and be with Christ. In his last letter to Mission Headquarters he
wrote, "What a good Master we have. His servants shall serve Him and they shall see His face."
On Monday 3 February, he was the speaker at a meeting in the Brethren Hall where Mr. Arthur Rouse attended.
While there he was suddenly taken ill and, as they were taking him up the hill to his son's home he said, "Every
step now is a step to Glory". GFA said, "His last days were beautiful in the extreme, so in keeping with his
whole life, and he was glad to go. He did not suffer much and was conscious till the day before he died.
He died at 4:40 p.m. on 10 February, 1930.

IN MEMORIAM
The China Council, of which he had been a member for so long wrote of him as "a man of transparent character,
simple faith and genial personality, who endeared himself to a wide circle of friends. By his steadfastness of
purpose and godly life and zeal in preaching the Gospel, he was an example to us all."
Mr. Hoste wrote to GFA from Shanghai on 11 February 1930, "In past years it was my privilege to know Mr.
Andrew well, and I shall not forget the manner in which , I suppose twenty years ago, he and Mrs. Andrew on
returning from furlough, expecting to resume their work on the Grand Canal, willingly complied with the request
that they should superintend the work in Gansu. They might easily have declined on the ground that they had
already served a number of years in Guizhou and were fairly entitled to the less strenuous service in Northern
Jiangsu. As you know, they travelled far and wide in the province, notwithstanding the fatigues and often
physical suffering owing to the means of transport up there, to say nothing of the severity of the climate during
several months of the year. Having at that time been in personal correspondence with the province, I know
how deeply valued the ministry of both your honoured father and mother was. His bright faith, true kindness
and Christian love, combined with sound sense, made his ministry specially helpful to workers often run down
and sorely tried in their lonely, difficult service. . . . May we have grace to follow him as he followed his Lord."
I have always understood that George Andrew had lived all his time in China independent of Mission funds. I
have no proof of that. When he died all he possessed was left equally between his three surviving children.
GFA who was one of the executors of his will, writing to Esther said, "Altogether there is about £2,000, but as
the better part of it is in War Loan Bonds, and probate will have to be obtained at home as well as in China, it
will be at least six months before anything can be touched. When everything is clear, we should have about
£550 each in War Loan stock and £2,000 here."
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The foreign cemetery where George and Jessie Andrew were buried has now been turned by the Communists
into a public park in the modern city of Chefoo. The graves have all been moved to another site, but because
there are now no stones to mark them, it is hard to trace them.
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THE SECOND GENERATION

ARTHUR AND ESTHER MOORE

AND

INCLUDING

GEORGE FINDLAY (GFA) AND FANNY ANDREW

AND

JOHN ARTHUR
(Briefly as a missionary and in business after the war)

Return to Table of Contents
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ESTHER ANDREW - 1884 - 1960
Esther Andrew, who became Esther Moore, was my much loved mother-in-law who taught me much of what a
missionary should be and what the wife of a Field Superintendent should be.
She was the eldest daughter, and the only daughter of George and Jessie Andrew, and though at the time of
her birth they were living and working in Guiyang, the capital of Guizhou Province, she was born in Chongqing
in Sichuan Province on 14 November 1884. I have been told that she was the first baby to be registered with
the British Consul in Chongqing.
Esther spent her early years in Guiyang where her brother George Findlay Andrew (GFA) was born 2½ years
later on 14 July 1887. One of her earliest memories was of sitting on Hudson Taylor's knee, eating an apple he
had given her. She went home with her parents on their furlough in 1890 and, in Manchester on 5 December
of that year, a second brother, Arthur John, was added to the family.
On their return to China, Esther's father was appointed District Superintendent for the missionaries working
along the Grand Canal. The family went to live in the city of Yangzhou which is situated on the Canal in
Jiangsu Province.
According to the Chefoo School records, Esther commenced her school life in 1890, but this cannot be correct
as she was at home in England with her parents at that time. Probably 1890 was the date when she was due
to start after her 6th birthday, and her name would have been on the Chefoo lists accordingly. It was probably
the Spring of 1891 in September when the school year began that she really did begin her school life. Ella
Reid (later Ella Ritchie) was her school friend right through her days at Chefoo, and remained one of her close
friends to the end of her life. Ella married Will Ritchie, who became the Postal Commissioner in China, and
their lovely home in Chengdu, Nanjing or Hongkong, no matter where, always had an open door and a warm
welcome for Esther. Whenever she was near enough to accept Ella's pressing invitations, Esther enjoyed the
brief taste of luxury and leisure that Ella's home could give her.
Another long life friend was Mrs. Clinton who was Esther's "school mother" from the time she commenced life
in the Girls' School in Chefoo. After they had both been widowed and were living in the CIM Home in Toronto
in Canada, this friendship became even more precious to them both and they found comfort and strength in
being able to share old memories and present problems, and to pray over them together.

BOXER REBELLION
Esther was 15 when the Boxer Rebellion broke out in China. Many missionaries and their children, and many
Chinese Christians lost their lives at that time, but to Esther and her friends at school it was more of an
adventure than otherwise. Each night they went to bed with their bags packed ready to leave, with rowlocks
under their pillows so that if they had to leave in a hurry, they could go straight down to the beach where the
school rowing boats were kept in readiness. Out in the bay a big US ship was ready to take them off to Japan
for safety. It all sounded like fun and they were always a little regretful that it never happened!
On one occasion when Mrs. McCarthy, the wife of the headmaster, was taken ill, Esther was asked to look after
their small daughter Eva. Eva McCarthy later became a missionary herself and taught Esther's own daughters
in the Chefoo School. Esther excelled in music (piano), and won many of the school music prizes. When a
student was needed to play for some special occasion it was usually Esther who was called upon.
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BACK TO ENGLAND
In February 1901, when Esther was 16 she sailed on the SS Prince Heinrich for England with her
parents and four brothers. Jim had been born in December 1892 at Yangzhou, and Alf, the youngest in
Guiyang when George and Jessie were back there on a long visit in 1897. When their furlough ended in
March 1902, only Jim and Alf returned with them to China. Esther, now 17 remained in Manchester,
George nearly 15, went to the Priory School in Bridlington, Yorkshire, while Arthur, who was only 11
went to live with his mother's sister in Kirkham in Lancashire.
I don't really know what Esther did in those 4½ years in England before she returned to China as a
missionary except that she did have some training in midwifery. As a candidate for the CIM she would
also have had to have two years in the Womens' Training Home in London before she was accepted for
China. This was a course planned to give basic Bible teaching as well as an introduction to life in the
CIM and to life in China.
I don't know how or when she became convinced in her own mind that God wanted her back in China,
but I know that she never doubted that call of God. She was accepted by the CIM in 1906 and was one
of the 19 new workers farewelled at Exeter Hall, London on 11 September 1906. With the ten other
young women going out she sailed on the SS "Roon" on 18 September, arriving in Shanghai on 28
October. Here they were quickly equipped with the things they would need at the language school at
Yangzhou. Each new worker was interviewed by the leaders of the Mission and, in a few days they
were on their way up the Grand Canal to a city that had been familiar to Esther since childhood. There
were still missionaries there who remembered her and loved her.

GANSU POSTING
On 24 May 1907, Esther was delighted to learn that she had been designated to work with her parents in
the far off province of Gansu in the north west of China. Her father, George Andrew, was now the Field
Superintendent for Gansu Province, and he and Jessie were living in Lanzhou, the capital of Gansu.
Esther was escorted there from Shanghai by one of the two Garland sisters who had worked for many
years in Gansu. Her escort's spartan way of life did not always strike Esther as strictly necessary in
every situation. Years later, when I was a young worker under her care, she insisted I have a cushion
and a rug in my sedan chair to make life a little easier. She said there was "no need to make martyrs of
ourselves unnecessarily."
It was in Lanzhou that she met Arthur Moore again, and as their lives from that time became one, I will go
back to trace Arthur's life up to the time that he too arrived in Lanzhou.
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ARTHUR MOORE
EARLY LIFE
Arthur Moore was born in Wolverhampton on 6 April 1878. He was the son of James Moore and Helen
Everall, born in Chester and Wolverhampton respectively, and the grandson of Joseph Moore whose
wife ( James' mother) came from Spain. Arthur's maternal grandfather was Charles Everall, who is
named in James and Helen's wedding certificate as a "coachman". James was twenty and Helen only
eighteen when they were married in the Parish Church of St. Mark, Wolverhampton in Staffordshire.
The date was 18 February 1868.
Joseph and his wife had four other sons and one daughter, but apart from James, the only other two we
know anything about are Thomas and Joseph.
Thomas , who was born in Chester, married and had one daughter, Margaret, who married a Mr. Bethell.
Their only daughter Anita, who called herself a "cousin" of Arthur and Esther Moore's children, married
rather late in life and settled in Gloucestershire with her farmer husband, Vernon Merritt. They had no
children.
Joseph went to Canada and married there. They had three sons, Harry, Earnest and George. I have
heard that Harry had a son called Cecil and Earnest a son called Roy, but apart from that I know nothing
of the Canadian Moores.
James and Helen Moore had eleven children of whom Arthur was the fifth. Older than he were James,
Joseph, Mary and Gertrude. Younger, were two brothers, Stephen and Percy, and four sisters, Edith,
Florrie and the twins Daisy and Lil. Arthur was very fond of his younger brother Percy, and it was a great
blow to him when he was accidentally drowned. He named his own eldest son Percy after him.
James Moore was a master gardener, and when Lord Leverbrook began his model village at Port
Sunlight in the Wirral, he invited James Moore to be his head gardener. This was the first of this type of
village for working people in the United Kingdom. The homes of the factory workers were laid out round
a formal garden area with fountains and statues and, at the far end, the Lady Lever Art Gallery, a
magnificent building with its dome and Corinthian pillars.
Arthur Moore must have grown up in one of those homes, and he often spoke of his delight in the lovely
English countryside as he rode his bicycle through Chester and along the roads of North Wales.
Strange that while my father spent his early years in South Wales (Brynmaur and Nantyglo), Percy's
father was exploring the scenery of North Wales!
Arthur Moore was strong and energetic and well built, and at that time his delight was to take part in
Rugby matches. Later he became a member of the Everton team and his whole life became centred in
the weekly matches.
As he grew older he seems to have had a yearning for travel, perhaps inspired by the close proximity of
the docks at Liverpool, with shipping coming and going from every part of the world.
At the age of
twenty two, he decided to see the world so signed on as a steward on a ship sailing to America. The
vessel was an 8,200 ton steamer called the "Cymric" and, going to New York. Arthur signed on on 3
August 1900, but by 11 September he was back in Liverpool signing off! Apparently he had had enough
of life as a ship's steward although his conduct and ability were both stated to be "very good".
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SHANGAI POLICEMAN
From life on the ocean wave, Arthur turned his
attention to travel in another form. The next time
we hear about him is that he was in Shanghai as
a detective in the Shanghai Police Force.
In
later years he kept his children and
grandchildren, and indeed many others,
spellbound by his stories of that period of his life.
He told of chasing dangerous criminals in the
underworld of Shanghai.
He chased two
Chinese down one street and, when he caught
up with them, stopped them in mid flight by
grabbing each by their pigtails while he sat down
suddenly on the pavement behind them,
dragging them both down with him.
On another occasion a search was being made
for a particularly dangerous criminal. Word was
received that he was in a certain Shanghai hotel.
So late that night Arthur and two other detectives
went there to see the manager. He told them
three men were occupying adjoining rooms but
he did not know which was the leader. The three
detectives decided to take one door each and, at
a given signal, each would charge his door. At
the signal, Arthur smashed through his door with
such force that he went right through the
mosquito net covering the bed, landing on top of
the man lying there. He proved to be the man
they wanted, and was so taken by surprise that
he had no time to draw the gun hidden under his
pillow. In a very short space of time, all three
were taken off to the Police Headquarters.
The Police Force in Shanghai did not believe in "all work and no play", so they built up their own Rugby
team of which Arthur Moore was one of the most enthusiastic members. Every Saturday afternoon, a
match would be arranged between the Police team and any other team they could find to compete with.
Sometimes it would be a local Chinese team and sometimes one made up from the ships lying in
Shanghai harbour. The game was always held on the Shanghai Racecourse and always drew a good
number of spectators.
At that time, the world Headquarters of the China Inland Mission was centred at Wusung Road in
Shanghai, and Rugby fans at the CIM always took keen interest in the weekly rugger match. One who
never failed to attend if he was free was Mr. D.E.Hoste who had taken Hudson Taylor's place as Director
of the Mission. Himself a Cambridge "blue" nicknamed "the Tiger" in his day, his greatest relaxation
was to get down to the racecourse on Saturday afternoons to watch the match. He soon began to
recognise the members of the Police team and Arthur Moore, with his broad shoulders and strong
physique, early caught his attention. He delighted to watch him work his way through a scrum or shoot
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a goal with force and precision. On one occasion he watched him break a goal post with the force of his
kick! He began to pray for this young man whose name he did not know, asking God that He might
commit his life to Him and use that strong body of his in His service.

CONVERSION
It was some time later that Arthur Moore, when walking along one of the main streets of Shanghai was
stopped by a young Australian and offered a Christian tract. He took it, but his first impulse was to
crumple it up and throw it in the gutter. On second thoughts and, perhaps a little curious to know why a
"decent looking chap like that" should spend his time giving out Christian pamphlets, he stuffed it in his
pocket. Later that night he read it and always looked back on that experience as the first step towards
his becoming a Christian.
The young man, whose name was Fred Arnott, was a member of the CIM. He had been brought to
Shanghai from the interior of China on suspicion of having contracted TB. While he was under
observation he helped in one of the Mission offices during working hours, but his leisure time always
found him out on the streets with a bundle of literature praying that God would lead him to the right place
and the right people. He died in Shanghai and one wonders if he ever knew what one tract had meant in
the life of Arthur Moore.
Another man who influenced Arthur's life at that time, and who became a lifelong friend, was Mr.
Meredith Hardman, the Business Manager for the CIM in Shanghai. Because of the difficulties in
obtaining many essential goods in the interior of China, the Mission kept a store of things in Shanghai.
Mr. Hardman was in charge of this department and spent many hours making up orders for missionaries
in the far interior, and trying to post them off at the cheapest rates.
He was there to advise new workers what they would be wise to taken inland with them, and he was
always available to help pack the boxes. These sometimes had to be taken on long journeys lasting
several months and utilising river boat, train, wheelbarrow and mule cart as well as other means of
transport. His days were full but one of his out-of-hours activities was to lead a Bible study for English
speaking business men or others in Shanghai. It was an outreach of the Free Christian Church, and was
a great blessing to many lonely young men facing the dangers and temptations of life in a foreign port.
Notices of the meetings were placed in public places, and it was probably one of these at the Police
Headquarters which led Arthur to the Lord in 1903 when he was twenty four years of age. Arthur never
forgot the three texts Mr. Hardman used to convince him on that occasion:
Isaiah 53:6

The Lord laid on Him the iniquity of us all.

John 3:16-17

God so loved the world that . . whosoever believes in
Him shall not perish but have eternal life.

John 5:24

He that heareth and believeth has passed from death
into life.

It was a tremendous moment for Arthur Moore, and one which he never forgot. To the end of his life he
never ceased to marvel at the grace of God that reached down and found him when he was utterly
indifferent, and drew him to Himself. "Saved by grace" was his life text, and that was all he wanted to be
put on his gravestone when he died.
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No sooner saved than Arthur wanted to serve his new Master with all the strength and enthusiasm that
he put into everything he did.
Noticing that members of the CIM neither smoked not drank, one
afternoon he hurled his beloved pipe into the Huangpo River determined not to be outdone by others in
his devotion to the Lord.
He joined the Free Christian Church and took part in all their activities but, as he watched missionaries
come and go from far off places in China, there grew in his heart a desire to take the message of the
Gospel to those places where no missionary had ever been, and where millions of people had still never
heard.
He had long talks with Mission leaders and, following their advice, decided to resign from the Police
Force and go back to England where he could get some Bible training before applying to the CIM to
return to China as a missionary.

PREPARATION TO BE A MISSIONARY
Arthur returned to England where his parents were still living in the Wirral and, in September 1904 he
entered the Glasgow Bible Training Institute (GBTI) as a student. He was there for two years and as he
began to realise for the first time what a wonderful book the Bible is, he read and studied it avidly.
His whole GBTI experience was a time of spiritual growth and, from that time he became a "man of the
Book", basing all he said and did on what he felt God was saying to him through the Scriptures and the
Holy Spirit. Thirty years later, when I first met him, I felt from that first occasion that he was a man to
whom God was a reality, and who lived in obedience to Him and His Word.
By July 1906 Arthur was coming to the end of his time at the Glasgow Bible Training Institute. By this
time he was convinced that it was not only his personal desire to return to China, but that God was
actually calling him to do so. He applied to the China Inland Mission and was accepted to sail later in
that same year. In September a valedictory meeting was held in Exeter Hall, London, to farewell
nineteen new workers who were going out to China with the China Inland Mission. Eight of these were
men, among them Arthur Moore, and among the eleven women was Esther Andrew.
Men and women were carefully segregated in those days. They sailed on different ships and arrived in
Shanghai on different dates. Arthur and the other young men reached Shanghai on 23 October and
were quickly sent off to the Men's Language Centre at Anjing so as to be well away before the ladies
arrived on 28 October.
Esther Andrew and the others with her were sent to Yangzhou on the Grand Canal to spend six months
studying the Chinese language and customs, so there was absolutely no opportunity until well into 1907
for her and Arthur to meet each other. Whether they had any interest in each other at that time I do not
know, but they must have had some contact at the many farewell meetings they all had to attend before
leaving England.

GANSU
24 May 1907 was an exciting day, both at Anjing and at Yangzhou as Mr Hoste visited both Language
Schools to meet and pray with each new worker and to tell them the decisions they had been coming to
in Shanghai about their future sphere of service. Ever since their acceptance by the CIM, the leaders
had been giving much time and prayer to these designations, and of course the young people
themselves had been doing the same.
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Now, as they met Mr. Hoste, they were prepared to believe that the decisions made in Shanghai were
the "mind of the Lord" for them.
Esther Andrew was delighted to know that she was to join her parents in Gansu to work for a time at
least under their guidance and leadership. Arthur Moore was equally delighted to find he had been
appointed to the farthest outpost of Christian work in China.
Far away in the north west of Sinjiang Province beyond Gansu, Mr. George Hunter had been working
alone since March 1906, and Arthur was the one who had been chosen to join him there. He was
overjoyed at the opportunity to penetrate parts of China where few missionaries or other Westerners had
ever been, and to preach the Gospel in as yet untouched areas of that vast country. Before he joined
Mr. Hunter however, he was to spend some time with the George Andrew in Lanzhou to get used to the
different dialects of the north west and to learn more of the customs of that part of China.
So, before the end of 1907, both Arthur and Esther found themselves settled in Lanzhou. Lanzhou is the
capital of Gansu Province and the China Inland Mission had made it a centre of outreach to other parts
of the province. Mutual attraction soon drew them together and it was not long before Arthur plucked
up the courage to ask George Andrew for his daughter's hand in marriage. The story goes that when
he asked George if he could marry his daughter, George looked at Arthur with a twinkle in his eye and
said, "You had better ask her".
Engaged couples were not supposed to live on the same station until after their marriage. Chinese
customs allowed little or no communication before marriage and, even the strict rules of Victorian
England were still too loose for Chinese standards. So, early in 1908, Arthur was sent off on a long
journey to do evangelistic work up on what was called "the Panhandle". He was accompanied by a
Chinese evangelist, and they travelled for 21 days through Liangzhou and Ganzhou to Suzhou. It was a
long, arduous journey, but still a great deal less than the distance he would have to travel to reach Mr.
Hunter's station in Dihua. They gave out tracts, sold Christian gospels and, in the cities, went from shop
to shop, sometimes preaching to big crowds of curious people who gathered in spite of the hostility of
some who were alarmed to see a foreigner in that remote region. Arthur found it a wonderful opportunity
to learn and use the Chinese language.

WEDDING BELLS
Back in Lanzhou, Arthur and
Esther began to make plans for
their wedding.
Mission rules
expected young people to wait for
marriage till they had been in the
country at least two years. This
was to ensure that both (but
especially the lady) would have
time to be familiar with the
language and customs of the
people before being thrust into
the responsibilities of a mission
station and family life.
Arthur and Esther had been in
China almost a year before they
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met in Lanzhou, and his long trip to Suzhou had taken up another big segment of their two years, so they
planned to be married in December of 1908. As it was necessary to be somewhere where there was a
British Consul to make the wedding legal, they decided on Shanghai. Esther's brother George and his
fiancée, Fanny Riley, had been accepted in London by the CIM and should be arriving in Shanghai in
October, and her two younger brothers were in school in Chefoo, so they hoped the family might be all
there for this first wedding.
All these plans of course were subject to approval from headquarters. Letters went back and forth,
permission was given, the date was set for 11 December in Shanghai, and they set out on the long trip
from Lanzhou to Shanghai. George and Fanny were given permission to absent themselves for a few
days so that George could be the Best Man, and Jim and Alf came from Shanghai for the Christmas
holidays to join their parents there. The only one missing was Arthur who was still in England. Sixty
years later he still remembered that he was the only one not at his sister's wedding.
Mr. Hoste, who had prayed so earnestly for Arthur Moore's conversion, had a share in the service, but
the one who performed the ceremony and pronounced them man and wife was Mr. Hardman who had
led Arthur to the Lord. Twenty six years later he did the same for Percy and me.

THE START OF A FAMILY
Whether they had a honeymoon or not I don't know, but by the time they arrived in Lanzhou weeks, if not
months later, Esther knew she was pregnant. It was probably at that time that their whole future had to
be rediscussed.
For Arthur Moore as a single man with no attachments, to take a long trip to Dihua
where Mr. Hunter was, and to be so far away from medical care, was one thing. But it was quite
another thing to go there with a wife and young children. To Arthur's disappointment, his designation
was changed, but he never lost his interest in that distant city or the work that George Hunter was doing
there.
On 15 October 1909 Esther gave birth to their first child, a son whom they named George Percival. He
was named George after Esther's father and Percival after Arthur's brother. The midwife who was the
district nurse at that time, was to be with Esther when the baby was born. She was sent for in what
seemed to be good time, but travel being what it was in that part of the world, she was not able to get
there till after the birth had actually taken place. Esther herself was a midwife and knew what to do, so
with her instructions and the help of medical books, George Andrew delivered his grandson. There
were difficulties with the placenta, and years later Esther told me that one of her most vivid impressions
of that night was of drifting in and out of sleep after her baby was born, and seeing the old Chinese
woman servant sitting by her side, holding on to the umbilical cord lest it slip back before the placenta
came away.

SETTLING IN TO LIFE IN LANZHOU
In her book "Through Jade Gate" Miss Mildred Cable describes Lanzhou.
“Lanzhou is reached through a maze of narrow gullies. It is beautifully situated on the
swiftly flowing Yellow River and is backed by the Blue Lotus Hills. Its streets are wide
and crowded and its population cosmopolitan. A splendid iron bridge has replaced the
old bridge of boats which until quite recently spanned the great flood. The Borden
Memorial Hospital was on the opposite side of the river from the main CIM compound,
and the CIM-run Boys' School was at the foot of the Blue Lotus Hills. During the
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summer months the journey from Lanchow to Peking could be accomplished in about
thirty days by rafts floated on inflated goat and bullock skins roped together. In winter
the river is frozen over and can be crossed on foot."

For the next year the Moores remained on in Lanzhou where they were short staffed, and Arthur was
asked to take charge of the Boys' School. He did some teaching himself every morning from 9 till 10:30,
then worked in the dispensary for several hours. In the afternoon he preached in the "preaching hall" or
led Bible studies with the church people, or went out on the street preaching and selling Christian
literature.
Apart from all this he was responsible for the secretarial work for the whole province, keeping accounts,
writing and answering letters, shopping and despatching goods to distant stations. It was a full and an
interesting life and, I think it was at that time he set up a standard of discipline for himself from which he
never afterwards departed. He felt that had he been working for an earthly master, he would have had
to keep regular hours and to account for the salary he received. As the servant of a Heavenly Master,
he should do no less, so although he could order his time as he pleased, he set himself regular hours of
work and refused to consider his own leisure or recreation until he felt he had given the Lord His due.
When I knew him in later years, he always had a text hanging over his desk, "Study to show thyself
approved unto God, a workman who needs not to be ashamed". I felt he tried to live by this rule.
As Esther recovered from her difficult childbirth, she found much joy in her new role of motherhood, but
she also helped in the work among women for which her mother was responsible. By mid 1910 she was
pregnant again, expecting her second child in March 1911. With a home and a small child to care for;
language study and exams to prepare for; preparation for women's meetings; and morning sickness
again, it could not have been an easy year for Esther.
Her brother George Findlay (GFA) who had also been sent from Language School to Gansu, was
working with Mr. and Mrs. Ridley in Xining. Towards the end of the year he came through Lanzhou on
his way to Chengdu in Sichuan Province where he and Fanny were to be married in February 1911.
They were married in the home of Ella Ritchie, Esther's old school friend. The Ridleys were due
furlough, so GFA suggested that Esther and Arthur take over the work in Xining on the Tibetan border
until they returned. Anxious to get settled before the birth of their second child, they prepared to move
to Xining as soon as possible and, by the end of January 1911, they had completed the long journey and
were ready to throw themselves into the work.

XINING
It was the first time they had been alone in charge of a big station. Arthur was 32 and Esther 27, a
young couple with a small son of fifteen months and another child expected shortly. Xining was a big
Chinese city near the Tibetan border at an altitude of 7,500 feet. It was about 900 miles due west of
Beijing. About twenty miles from Xining and across the border in Tibet was the very famous Buddhist
monastery of Kumbum.
One of the first evangelistic trips Arthur took after settling into Xining was to this monastery. Every year
on the 15th day of the Chinese New Year, a great Butter Festival was held at Kumbum which drew
people from far and near. This was the largest monastery in Tibet apart from Lhasa, and at the time of
Arthur's visit it was estimated that some 4,500 lamas lived there, and nearly 100 living Buddhas. The
main temple stood high on a steep slope, and its roof of pure gold worth thousands of dollars, could be
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seen for miles shining in the sun. If it had not been for the surrounding high mountains which closed it
in, it would have been visible for a much greater distance. Many attempts
have been made through the years to capture the temple and its precious gold roof, but it was almost
impregnable, and its priests were prepared to fight for it.
Two or three times a day the priests and living Buddhas met in the massive prayer hall for prayers, and
those who have heard them say it is like the humming of a swarm of bees, a sound never to be forgotten.
The fifteenth day of the New Year was one of only two occasions when the huge forty foot high
gold-plated image of Buddha was unveiled. On the day before the festival commenced, thousands of
pilgrims were arriving from all points of the compass, and from very long distances.
Many of them measured their length on the ground as they travelled, going down on hands and knees as
they knocked their heads on the ground, then stretching their hands forward as far as possible, they
made a mark on the ground with their fingers. They got up, put their toes against the mark and went
through the whole performance again. When they reached the monastery, they circled the building in
the same way before entering, and then again after entering, circling the great image. Deep holes were
worn in the boards through the thousands of pilgrims who had worshipped in this way for generations.
At 6 p.m. when the Great Butter Festival commenced, thousands of people moved into the monastery
and made their way around past the thirty-eight or more images which had been carved entirely out of
butter. The centre of each piece was a huge image of Buddha surrounded by fancy designs in many
colours, and each lit up by hundreds of brightly burning butter lamps. The whole thing blended
beautifully together and tastefully with the many lights, making a dazzling scene.
Arthur was delighted to find that the Tibetan people were friendly, and bought Gospels and other
Christian literature very readily, both in Chinese and Tibetan. Even the lamas bought Gospels and
Christian literature in large quantities, and Arthur felt that their readiness to buy showed "a marked
change in their attitude to the Gospel". On the last day of the Festival, Arthur and his Chinese
companions were kept busy from morning till night both preaching the Gospel and selling literature.
REBELLION IN XINING
Back in Xining it was soon time for Arthur to take Esther back to Lanzhou for the birth of the baby.
Jessie Mabel was born on 16 March 1911 and, when Arthur and Esther returned to Xining with two small
children, they little realised the dangers into which they were taking their young family.
It was 1911, China's year of revolution, when the Manchu dynasty was overthrown and the Republic
established. All over China there was unrest, and Xining, though so isolated and so distant from Beijing,
was no exception. On 26 June the city was in a turmoil. Great yellow proclamations were posted up at
the south and west gates, and in a great many of the surrounding towns and villages. They called upon
the people to "kill the foreigners", and the "Ten Evils" they represented were clearly stated for all to read.
Arthur's letters tell the story of those days:
Each day the excitement grew until the people were worked up to a high pitch of fear.
Our servants were advised to leave us, the milkman refused to supply us with milk,
Return to Table of Contents
and the country folk from whom we buy eggs would not sell any more.
The general
topic of conversation was how we were to be killed. We were first on the list, then the
Chinese Christians, then the two government officials and the businessmen who had
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dealt with foreign firms at the coast. Finally all who wore narrow sleeved garments
and had anything to do with foreigners were added to the list. The scholars at the big
schools and the Post Office clerk and other employees, were also threatened.

There were rumours that nearly a thousand men were prepared to carry out the
slaughter, and the second day of the sixth moon (or, failing that, the sixth day of the
moon) was fixed as the day for it to begin. The rebels who are all members of Secret
Societies, have their own "Emperor" who is attired in royal robes. All the rank and file
have fancy clothing with a tiger's head in the centre of the jacket and the words
"Soldiers of the Western King" embroidered on the head. The meaning of the tiger's
head is "fierce" or "stop at nothing", which pretty well expressed their intentions.
On 28 June the Xining Prefect called on Arthur to say there was no need to be afraid as he had sent out
men to arrest the rebels. He was very kind and polite and said that if the danger increased he would
invite the family to the Yamen where they would be protected. The city was put under curfew from 8:30
p.m. and a number of the rebels, including their emperor were eventually captured so that order was
restored.
During the strain and anxiety of this period, Arthur recorded in his diary the Scriptures that God had used
to strengthen them. On Friday 30 June, when the city was in such a tumult, and it looked as if they
would lose their lives, the text in their daily readings was "God, Who delivered us and does deliver, in
Whom we trust that He will yet deliver". On the following day the word was "Abide thou with Me, fear not,
for he that seeks your life seeks My life, but with Me thou shalt be in safeguard."

REVIVAL IN XINING
Life returned to normal and, by the end of July 1911, Arthur and Esther and the church at Xining were
preparing for the visit of two evangelists to the district. One was Mr. Albert Lutley of the CIM who had a
God-given gift of evangelism, and the other was Mr. Wong, a Chinese evangelist.
"From the beginning" wrote Arthur, "we felt that the speakers were filled with the Holy Spirit and with love
for the souls of men". Three meetings were held each day, two in the mornings and one led by Albert in
the afternoons. Arthur was impressed by the quiet and gracious way in which the evangelists reminded
their hearers of the claims Jesus Christ was making upon them to live more holy and consecrated lives.
"It has been a real time of heart searching before God," he wrote, "and a time of humbling when we have
been brought face to face with our own shortcomings, and our need of greater dependence on God".
It was at the afternoon meeting on the Tuesday, when Albert Lutley was speaking, that one of the
Christians, a man called Jinye got up from his seat weeping bitterly and crying out to God to have mercy
on him. It was the beginning of a work of the Holy Spirit in many hearts. Christians came forward to
confess to dishonesty and other sins and asked forgiveness from God and man. One man paid off
some outstanding debts as soon as the meeting was over. "A great many were in tears", wrote Arthur,
"as the Holy Spirit revealed the hidden things of the heart to each one."
Meetings continued all that week, and the Holy Spirit continued to work and to reveal things to the
church which needed to be put right. Towards the end of the week, some of the boys from the Boys'
School connected with the church came forward to confess sin and ask forgiveness. Some of them
came from non-Christian homes, and Arthur felt they were going to need a lot of support to continue as
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Christians. To his surprise the Moslem parents of one of the boys agreed to let their son become a
practising Christian.
So Christians were cleansed and sinners were saved, but to Arthur and Esther perhaps the greatest joy
was to see what God was doing in their own servants. On the final evening of the meetings, when it was
all over, and Esther was in the kitchen, the cook came in to tell her his heart was very troubled. He had
wanted to give his life to God during the meetings but had put it off, and was afraid it was too late.
Esther called Arthur in and, together in the kitchen, they all knelt before the Lord, while the cook poured
out his heart to God, confessing sin, seeking forgiveness and asking the Lord to take over his life. It was
a wonderful finish to the meetings they had prayed so much about, but they were still not satisfied, and
felt there were many who should have responded to God's voice and had not done so.
Christians being revived meant that many of them caught the vision of witnessing to the non-Christians
around them so, in October and November of 1911, they began to reach out to others. At that time
farmers from all over the Xining district were bringing in their grain to the big granaries in the city. Arthur
and many of the church people took the opportunity to preach and sell literature to these people who
would soon be returning to the country districts.
The preaching hall was open daily and an old Christian named Liye sat there most of the day ready to
chat to anybody who came in to drop their bundles for a while and rest. One day a man named Bei, an
exile from Beijing, came in. He continued to come daily and one evening made a commitment to the
Lord. Arthur's comment was that he had become a "new creature in Christ Jesus", and the change was
not only inward but outwards as well. Round his neck and ankles were iron rings and chains that
branded him as an exile and a criminal. He was dressed in rags and had been in the habit of begging
his way from door to door. Now he found a job, washed his face, wore clean clothes, tidied his hair and
never tired of telling people what God had done for him. He wished they could all be like him "except for
these chains". The church, watching his life and testimony, felt it would not be long before he would be
ready for baptism, but when troubles broke out around the city again, he disappeared, but not before a
free pardon had come for him from the Emperor and his chains had been removed. Nobody knew what
became of him, except that they heard he was a Manchu and may have felt himself safer somewhere
else.

THE REVOLUTION - 1911
By the end of 1911 the situation all over China had become increasingly unsettled. Many missionaries
had to leave their stations for the comparative safety of the coastal cities. In Xi'an, the capital of the
adjoining province of Shaanxi, a number of missionaries were killed, and in the Xining district
anti-foreign elements began to make themselves felt again.
A big band of brigands from the West
Valley determined to kill the foreigners and burn the mission home. There was a general feeling of
unrest throughout the city and George Andrew, who was watching the situation carefully from Lanzhou,
felt that rather than being scattered in isolated places it would be better for missionaries to gather for a
time in one of the bigger centres.
Arthur and Esther with Percy, now two years old and Jessie nine months old, joined Mr. and Mrs. Snyder
from Guide and travelled together to Didao where Christian and Missionary Alliance missionaries had a
work. The move was made only just in time for, two days after they left, a three hundred strong band of
brigands were on their way to Xining to put their plans into action.
The military leader in the city heard about them and went out with a company of soldiers to meet them,
with the result that about forty of the rebels were captured and beheaded and the rest scattered, afraid to
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show themselves again. Another band planning to plunder and kill in Xining actually got to within less
than two miles of the city, but heavy snow and the dark night caused them to lose their way. By the time
they had collected themselves together again, the officials in the city had heard about them and set out
to arrest them. Those who were caught were beheaded and the rest fled.
From Didao Arthur wrote, "We have been surrounded by many rumours and have been cut off from all
communication with the coast and the outside world, but God has kept us in peace." They remained in
Didao till February 1912, and then as the future still seemed uncertain, it was felt that some at least
should try and get through to the coast.
George and Jessie Andrew were already in Tianjin with some of the lady workers who were due to leave
for furlough. Money was hard to get, and after trying in vain to obtain silver for travelling expenses, they
began to feel that God was closing the door. Nobody wanted to leave unless absolutely necessary and,
as Arthur wryly commented, "A company of missionaries not having consular orders to leave takes a lot
of convincing to move them from their posts, even when there is an element of danger."
Arthur and another man went across to Liangzhou to escort some ladies from there to Lanzhou as travel
was dangerous because of the roving bands of brigands. While at Lanzhou they took the opportunity of
going on to Xining to visit the church people and to make arrangements for their work if it seemed unwise
to return yet. Arthur wrote of that trip, "In all we travelled about 766 English miles on horseback in less
than a month, and only once met with a company of robbers. There were thirteen of them and they
looked bent on mischief, but the Lord delivered us and they left us unmolested",
On returning to Lanzhou from Xining, they found that a peace telegram had arrived from Beijing, so,
instead of moving on to the coast as they feared might be necessary, they waited a few days for the
news to be confirmed, and then all went back to their own stations, thankful to the lord for allowing them
to remain in Gansu. Arthur got back to Didao to find Percy and Jessie both down with the measles, so
the family stayed there till the children were fit to travel before returning to Xining.
From Xining Arthur wrote that "our absence has been a real blessing to the Christians. It has taught
them in a new way their dependence on God." Church services were well attended, the school had
been carried on faithfully by Chinese teachers, and Mr. Du, whose conversion they had rejoiced over
during the Lutley/Wong meetings, was showing up as a strong Christian leader in spite of opposition
from his family. Arthur reported that "when the troubles broke out, Mr. Du went home to stay, but his
family beat him up for coming to the church and turned him out. His younger brother hit him across the
chin with a spade, making a big gash that will mark him for life."
The new government was trying to make changes with the overthrow of the Manchus but, as Arthur
wrote in his letters, "Reform comes slowly here. Nobody seems very keen to part with their queues
(pigtails), nor to stop binding their girl children's feet, both of which are now illegal. The officials no
longer worship at the temple, and they have put off all the finery peculiar to officials of the last regime,
but it remains to be seen if the people will give up their old ways easily."
Word came from Didao that Mr. David Eckvall of the Christian and Missionary Alliance with whom they
had stayed, had died there. "This is a great blow to Gansu, for we can ill spare a worker. We now have
only twenty workers in the whole of Gansu (fifteen are CIM) and four of these go on furlough in the
coming autumn. Only Mr. and Mrs. Preedy are holding the fort in Lanzhou, that busy centre. Our
hearts are sad for Gansu. So much work for so few workers."
On 6 May Arthur wrote that "our dear little girlie had been very ill during the last few days with bronchitis
and something else we could not diagnose. For two days it looked as if we would lose her, but the Lord
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heard prayer and blessed the means used, and today she seems much better." It was not easy to be far
from medical help when one of the children was ill, but these things made them very conscious of their
dependence on God and God alone.
In August 1912 eight people were baptised in Xining, among them Mr. Du who had been so much
persecuted by his family.
He had been throwing himself wholeheartedly into the work of selling
Christian literature and preaching the Gospel to others. Arthur and Esther's two servants were also
among those baptised. On the one hand there was much blessing, but on the other they were very
aware of strong opposition from the enemy of souls, and new believers found themselves coming under
pressure from many directions.

RETURN TO LANZHOU
The Ridleys returned from furlough at the end of 1912, and the Preedys were due to leave, so Arthur and
Esther were asked to go back to Lanzhou and take over the secretarial work the Preedys had been
doing.
By this time Esther was seven months pregnant with their third child, so they left Xining on 2 January
1913 with Percy, three years and nearly three months, and Jessie one year and nine months. In true
Chinese fashion they were escorted out some eighteen li (six miles) by Mr. Ridley and a number of the
church people. The journey was to take them a week, and it could not have been an easy one in the
middle of the winter, by cart on icy roads with a pregnant woman and two small children.
To make matters worse, Jessie was developing what Arthur described as "T'ien chuang (Tian zhuang)"
which in my vocabulary would have been smallpox. Apparently she had a sore face when leaving Xining.
It became progressively worse until, by the seventh, Arthur described it as "very bad", and by the eighth,
her face and head were covered with sores.
All this would have been bad enough without the other
difficulties they had to cope with. These included travelling till after dark on a number of occasions,
twice having to cross rivers which were flooded and unsafe, and on one occasion having the mules slip
on the ice and fall with the chair in which Esther and the children were travelling. Arthur's only comment
in his diary was "Mule fell, chair turned over, nobody hurt." And writing to somebody later he described
the trip as "a fairly good one" ! !
The weather was bitterly cold, and the little party must have been more than thankful to reach Lanzhou
at last on 10 January. Thinking about them as I knew them in later years, I can see that neither Arthur
nor Esther ever made much fuss about hardships in travel, but I can see that Arthur was always
thoughtful for Esther's needs and careful to make her journey as comfortable as possible.
On 21 March 1913 Marjorie Everall was born. Miss Baxter, a member of the Mission who had training
as a midwife, was there to help Esther, and Arthur's diary records that "about midnight my dear Lassie
was not feeling too well, so we fixed up her room and Miss Baxter stayed with her. We retired about 2
a.m. and slept awhile." On the 21st he wrote, "Woke about 4 a.m. and went in to help Esther. The dear
Lord was very good to us and graciously helped my precious Lassie. Baby Marjorie Everall wa born at
5.05 a.m. Everything passed off splendidly and by 8:30 a.m. my dear girl was comfortably settled in."
Lanzhou lay in a valley about ten miles long and six miles wide, encircled by hills that rose tier upon tier
to the great mountains behind them. At that time it was noted for its opium and tobacco. A visitor to the
city at the time the Moores returned wrote that "it is very beautiful with the Spring wheat in ear and
flowering trees and plants everywhere. The people are prosperous and seem to have plenty of money,
but they are also very conservative, and rather distrustful of us and our message."
The Moores were
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delighted to find that a student named Han from Xining was working in the Post Office. He was quite
open in his witness as a Christian, although his father in Xining had opposed him at first. The previous
Postmaster in Lanzhou, a Mr. Tudhope, had also been a keen Christian with whom the missionaries
were very friendly. He had been transferred to Dihua, and Arthur missed him in Lanzhou.
About this time Mr. Hoste began writing to Arthur again about the possibility of them going as a family to
Xinjiang. This was somewhat of a surprise because, although they had never forgotten that their
original appointment had been to that distant province, they had become so immersed in the needs and
opportunities in Gansu that they had rather lost hope of ever getting there.
Now Mr. Hoste's letter
raised their hopes once more, and Arthur wrote back, "If you feel the way is opening up for us to go there,
we would very much appreciate a letter telling us what your plans are . . . So far as we are concerned, we
only want to be in the will of the Lord, whether here or in Dihua or elsewhere".
By July 1913 Arthur was sending to Hankou and Shanghai for large supplies of literature, Gospels and
Acts in various languages (including Arabic), and for any free Christian literature which might be
available.
He was getting ready to take an evangelistic trip up into Xinjiang, with the possibility of
returning later to take Esther and the children to work up there. In a letter to prayer partners he wrote, "It
will be a long journey of some fifty four travelling days each way, touching as many unoccupied cities,
larger towns and villages as possible as we go. The last Protestant mission station, Liangzhou, is seven
days journey from here, so you can imagine what a vast country I will travel through, and the unique
opportunities I will have for preaching and to distribute the Word of God."
As it took six months to get goods from the coast to Lanzhou, Arthur was none too early in sending his
order, even though it would probably be into 1914 before he actually commenced his trip. He felt he
should not leave until George and Jessie Andrew returned from furlough to take over the oversight of the
work again. As that would be the end of 1913 he hoped to get away soon after to be able to spend as
much time as possible with Mr. Hunter in Dihua. He looked forward to discussing the work with him, and
to find out more of the conditions into which he would be taking his wife and three small children.
A new spirit was beginning to be felt all over China. Writing to Mr. Stark in Shanghai, Arthur said at that
time, "Whatever else the Revolution may have done for the Lanzhou district, it certainly has removed
much of the prejudice against us and against the message we preach. The people always were good
listeners, but today they are even better and far more keen to purchase the Word of God. Our meetings
are better attended than ever before. People seem to be wanting something "foreign" and there seems
to be a desire among many classes to want to talk to us abour western things. They know China needs
something she has not had up to now, but whether it is education, a strong army or navy, or something
else, they are not sure. The fact remains they are very willing to listen to the foreigner and to possess
the "foreign" books we have for sale, hoping they may find the answer to their individual problems".
Church attendances were increasing all the time and, at their own expense, the church members
enlarged the chapel to seat three hundred people instead of one hundred and eighty. By the end of the
year some two hundred and eighty were present at every Sunday service and Arthur was feeling the
need of a place to seat six hundred.
George Findlay Andrew (GFA) Esther's brother, with his wife Fanny and eighteen month old son Leslie,
was now living in Lanzhou where George was in charge of the Boys' School on the compound. George
and Jessie Andrew returned to take up the Superintendency for the north west, and the Learner family
were also living at Lanzhou to assist with the church work.
Percy was four and Jessie nearly three, and both of them could remember something of their life in
Lanzhou. Jessie remembers a table with brass corners in one of the rooms. She once climbed on a
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chair which was on top of the table and tried to touch the ceiling, but slipped and fell, knocking her head
against one of the brass corners. It was her grandfather Andrew telling her that she looked like a
wounded soldier with her bandaged head that comforted her eventually. She also has vivid memories
of a neighbour's dog chasing her and biting her so that the skin was broken. Arthur lay her down and
sucked the wound to draw our any poison, lest the dog should have rabies which was very common in
China in those days.
Percy's memories are of the donkey which his father bought for him to ride. He fell off on one occasion
and broke his right arm. It had to be re-broken and set three times before it was right again, but in the
meantime Percy had learned to use his left arm almost as easily as his right. Arthur often took him out
on some of his weekend trips to adjacent villages. He never forgot his friendship with John, the pastor's
son in Lanzhou, who must have been about the same age, and years later when he was a missionary
himself, he could recall some of the games they played together.

DIHUA AT LAST
Percy Mather was a young man from Lancashire who had been stationed in the province of Anhui since
he had left the language school. Feeling a call to work with Mr. Hunter in the far north west of China, he
wrote to Mr. Hoste in 1913 offering to go and join the lonely pioneer in Xinjiang. By the end of 1913 Mr.
Hoste had agreed for him to go and suggested to Arthur Moore that he escort him from Lanzhou on the
long 1300 mile journey to far distant Dihua.
It took Percy Mather two months to reach Lanzhou, but the trip ahead was to take a further three months
over terrible roads and with few mission stations en route where they could stay. In his diary for 1 March
1914, Percy Mather wrote, "I am enjoying one of the happiest weekends I have ever had with Mr. and
Mrs. George Andrew, real Lancashire folk, bright, warm hearted, cheery Christians. Their married son
George came out to meet me bringing a note of welcome from his father. I tell you it was worth coming
for that welcome, and the singing here has been glorious, a foretaste of Heaven."
On 2 March Arthur Moore and Percy Mather set out on the first stage of their long journey, a stage of
some one hundred and eighty five miles to Liangzhou. By covering anything from thirteen to thirty miles
per day it took them eight days to get there. Liangzhou like Lanzhou stands at about five thousand feet
above sea level, but all the seven nights en route from Lanzhou were spent at altitudes of up to ten
thousand feet. Most of the way they were close to and travelling parallel with the great wall of China.
They took with them Mr. Meng to help with evangelism, and also with them as far as Liangzhou was Miss
Eltham who had been appointed to work there and was glad to have their escort. At each stage they
took opportunities to preach to the crowds who would listen, and to sell Gospel portions for which there
was a great demand. Miss Eltham had quite a ministry among the women.
At Liangzhou they delayed two days to repair one of the carts, but they were glad of the rest and, as this
was the last mission station until they reached Dihua some fifteen hundred miles away, it was good to
catch up with their friends there again.
From Liangzhou to Ganzhou was another one hundred and sixty nine miles, which they did in seven
stages of from seventeen to thirty miles each. As before they had a good reception at each place as
they stopped to preach on the streets and, in a few places, they actually met solitary Christians from
other provinces whose work had brought them to these isolated places.
Ganzhou was not unfamiliar to Arthur Moore as he had been there before his marriage to Esther. He
wrote to Mr. Hoste that whereas on his previous visit he and his Chinese companions had been cursed
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when they appeared on the street, this time they were treated with respect and people seemed prepared
to listen to their message. "It was quite an inspiration to us to see so many standing round while we
preached, and one could not help but feel that these larger places should not be left without a witness for
Christ." Ganzhou had a population of about twelve thousand, with another one thousand in the
suburbs.
From Ganzhou, the next six stages took them to Suzhou, a distance of some one hundred and fifty
seven miles. At one place they passed through they went on the street to preach and Percy Mather
produced his violin and began to play. In a few minutes hundreds of people began running from all
directions. They were perfectly quiet, listening while he played, and when he stopped, called out "Fine!
Fine! Play again!" It was a good introduction and their message was listened to with attention. In that
same town they heard that there was a Belgian Roman Catholic priest living, so the two men went to call
on him. He welcomed them warmly, gave them all a good meal, and so appreciated Percy Mather's
playing that they spent the evening together singing hymns.
This part of their journey from Ganzhou to Suzhou was by no means uneventful. One of their carts got
stuck in the mud and it was two hours before they could get it out and, because of the dearth of inns or
any accommodation for travellers, at one stage it took them twelve hours to reach an inn because of a
heavy sand storm. They were lost in the storm twice before they found the inn at last.
On the following day, they travelled for almost a mile between rows and rows of grave stones, said to be
the graves of soldiers who had died in a fierce battle some fifty years before, between Chinese and
Mohammedans. They had been warned that there were many wild animals in the district, but they saw
nothing but deer and a few foxes.
The last part of their trip into Suzhou was in a snow storm, with the consciousness that their food
supplies were badly in need of replenishing. Arthur's letter to Mr. Hoste tells the story. "We had nearly
run out of bread and what we had was dry and hard. Our butter too was almost finished except for s
small supply we were keeping for the Gobi Desert trip. A young Tibetan came to us and asked if we
were interested in buying any butter. He then brought in a small skin containing about nine pounds of
reasonably clean, fresh butter which we took. Later the innkeeper offered to make us some bread, and
made enough to carry us through the rest of our journey to Suzhou. We had some rice with us which he
made into "xi fan" (rice gruel) but this is not very satisfying to hungry men after a hard day's trip, specially
us northerners who are used to a good solid meal of "qiao mian" (fried noodles). I am mentioning this
to show that even in these desert places God can and does supply our needs."
In Suzhou they found many opportunities for sharing their message both with crowds on the street, and
in private homes to which they were invited for that purpose. Arthur wrote again to Mr. Hoste, begging
him to urge people to pray that missionaries of the Gospel might be sent to these far off places where
even the nearest mission station at Liangzhou was too far away for them to be able to do much.
Suzhou to Anxi was an eight stage journey, and at the end of the first seventy li stage, they reached the
Great Wall at a small place called Jiayuguan. The wall of the eastern suburb of this place is actually part
of the Great Wall, and it is here that they reached the border between China and Xinjiang. The town
itself could only boast about thirty families, some two hundred people, but because it was a border town
there were about the same number of soldiers stationed there as well, and also customs officials.
Arthur and Percy stayed the night and next morning at daybreak, made their way to "The Door", famous
all over China as the exit into the unknown.
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XINJIANG PROVINCE
All those going "out of the mouth" had to first enter the Customs House where their names were
registered and they paid one hundred cash each. The "door" was then opened to them and everybody
passed through. On the other side was a huge pile of stones, every one of which had been thrown
against the wall by a traveller coming through the gate to "try his luck". Arthur said, "They first choose
a good stone and then throw it at a certain part of the wall. The sound it makes as it falls to the ground
determines the man's luck. We watched them do it and heard the sound as it fell, a sharp metallic sound
regulated by the distance it falls from the wall, and the substance upon which it falls. Many a longing
look was cast back at the wall as the travellers pursued their way. They all hope to return but very few
ever do see their old home again. Inside the gate they are "at home", but once outside they have broken
away from all they hold dear to them. Their return depends on the fortune they make. If it is large
enough they go back, but if not they live and die in Xinjiang.
On the walls of many of the inns across the desert we came across the following lines:
Having gone out through the Gate
My eyes are never dry from tears.
I look ahead and see only the yellow Gobi,
I look behind and the evil Gate is closed.
Though my body be far away from home, my heart is there,
For at home is my wife, a beautiful flower.
She loves me and I love her.
Without money in hand it is difficult to come home.
Once through the Gate all that many of them face is bitterness, hardship and sorrow, and, without
money, they cannot go back for fear of `losing face'".
Arthur and his party had only gone some thirty five li (12 miles) when the carter told them that the axle of
the back cart had broken just where the hub of the wheel fits on. Arthur could see at a glance that they
would not get far without a new one. They managed to go another five li to a small place where there
was only one occupied house. Percy Mather and Mr. Meng stayed there with the cart and mules, while
Arthur pressed on to another bigger Moslem village where he hoped to be able to either buy a new axle
or get help for the others to be brought on. Easier said than done as there was not a piece of timber in
the place, nor a carpenter. They were able however, to hire a farm cart to go out and bring the others
from where they were still waiting by the side of the road. It began to look as if the only thing they could
do was to go back to the "door" or even to Suzhou to get another axle, but in the end the innkeeper sold
them the one off his own cart which could be made to fit theirs.
They pressed on to Anxi, stopping long enough at many of the small villages and towns they passed to
sell Christian literature and to preach to the large crowds who seemed keen to hear.
In one small
village of only fifty resident families, Arthur reported "more than ordinary interest", and Mr. Meng had
been much encouraged by a Chinese gentleman who had sought him out as being a fellow Christian
and asked many questions about the Gospel. At another place they were sought out by two men who
had received Gospels from Mr. Hunter years before, had read them and wanted more.
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The last day into Anxi was a difficult one. It started with high winds and clouds of dust making travel
difficult. Then within ten li of the city, they came to a river which looked both deep and swift. The first
cart got across alright, but when the carter of the second one refused to let his animals stop to drink, they
turned down stream, began to sink in the soft sand and, in their struggles, pulled the cart in after them.
The wheels sank in up to the axles, and the shaft animal was half buried in sand and covered with water.
He could only get his head above water occasionally because of the weight of the cart, and one of the
leaders was also struggling for his life.
Arthur continues the story:
"Our carter who had gone on ahead of us stopped when he heard the
shouting, and the two of us went back to the crossing. We found the
two carters swearing at each other while the horses were still struggling
for their lives. We very soon had the young carter back in the water,
the harness cut and the poor half drowned beasts free on the bank
enjoying a dust bath instead of a water one. Then we had to get the
cart out, no easy matter. We got the boxes off first, and then lifted the
body of the cart to the bank, but what a job we had to get the wheels out
of the mud! We finally did it by taking one off its axle and using the axle
to pry the other wheel out of the mud in which it was firmly stuck. It
took us over one and a half hours and all in the midst of a strong gale
and sand storm."
At long last they found themselves entering the city of Anxi, one of the great cross roads of Central Asia
where travellers from China, Mongolia, Tibet and the far north west all meet.
It was too good an
opportunity to miss, and they decided to spend a few days there to preach and sell literature.
An unusual and interesting experience they had here, was to meet the famous explorer Sir Aurel Stein.
Born in 1862 in Budapest, he was at this time about fifty two years of age. He had been carrying out
explorations in Central Asia for the Government of British India for some fifteen years. At Anxi he was
staying in a temple outside the West Gate. Hearing that two westerners were in the city, he sent his
servant to invite them to have dinner with him.
Years later Arthur Moore told us about that meal. He and Percy had only their Chinese gowns to wear,
so after trying to get rid of some of the dust that seemed to have penetrated all their things, they
walked across to the western suburb. There they found Sir Aurel in a dinner suit, with the table
beautifully laid out with white starched cloth and serviettes all ready for the meal. When they apologised
that they had nothing more appropriate to wear, their host told them that he found it easy
to get careless when alone for so long in the desert, so, even when alone, he always dressed for dinner
as he would have done at home.
Percy described the menu: "carrot soup, fried potatoes, meat balls, custard pudding, stewed apricots
and currant buns. We drank soda water made from sparklets." Arthur found the conversation the most
interesting.
"He entertained us admirably with an account of his travels and his
excavations along the Great Wall of China. He also gave us a most
interesting talk on the history of ancient China in connection with
Chinese Turkestan.
We felt like privileged students listening to a
great teacher, and we learned more from one of the greatest travellers
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in Chinese Turkestan in a few hours than we could have done in as
many years if left to ourselves. We were specially interested to know
that the Great Wall does not end, as everybody thinks, at Jiayuguan,
but much further into Central Asia, and it was more to protect the Great
Silk Road, the ancient trade route between China and the west, than to
keep other nations out. The wall was guarded against Mongol and
Tibetan robbers who frequently came down to attack traders along the
road. I wonder if the Apostle Paul may not have heard of the trade
route to China and planned to carry the Gospel along it before he was
directed instead to Europe?"
I have in my possession two volumes of the "Ruins of Desert Cathay" written by Aurel Stein which were
Arthur Moores and in which he preserved a personal letter written to him after their meeting on this
occasion.
Arthur and Percy were strongly tempted to stay longer in Anxi, encouraged by a long talk with the military
official there who seemed genuinely interested in the Gospel, and by a warm invitation to visit and
preach the Gospel in all the villages within one hundred li of the city. But with Mr. Hunter eagerly
awaiting them at the other end, they did not feel they could stay too long.
Their next main stage would bring them to Hami, and instead of taking the direct route, they decided to
detour somewhat to take the Gospel to villages where the Name of Jesus had never been heard. It
took them nine days instead of the normal two, but they revelled in being God's ambassadors in so many
small places in the middle of the Gobi Desert.
Here they had misadventures too. Getting up one morning to make an early start, they were dismayed
to see two of their mules leap the pole that acted as the inn gate and gallop away into the desert. They
managed to get one back, but the other completely disappeared and, at the end of two and a half hours,
was still missing.
At daybreak they all scattered in different directions to try and trace the animal.
Arthur had gone some ten miles or more when he saw a horseman coming towards him. It was the
carter riding, not a horse, but the missing mule. He had found it some forty li away, taking refuge from
wolves who had been following if for some considerable distance.
Return to Table of Contents
They sold so much literature on this detour that they ran out of supplies and another sand storm delayed
them for two days before they got back on to the main Anxi-Hami road. Hearing that the next place only
had a broken down house in which to stay, they gathered sticks and wood along the way to make a fire
when they got there, and were thankful they had done so when it began to rain heavily. It was one
o'clock in the morning before they reached their destination. They made themselves a hot drink and
tried to make themselves comfortable in the carts for the night. They were glad to see the dawn and,
after another hot drink and some bread, they pressed on to the main road. Other carts joined them
there and a long cavalcade of gold diggers, business men, carters and missionaries all travelled on
together.
THE GOBI DESERT
Anxi was on the edge of the Black Gobi which separates Gansu from Xinjiang. Other travellers have
described it as "a limitless expanse of gray grit mixed with small pebbles, a plain so windswept as to
have lost its sandy surface which has been carried away by the gales and deposited elsewhere."
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Arthur's party still had five more stages before they were to reach Hami, a large oasis town famous for its
watermelons. Years later in Shaanxi, whenever we ate watermelons or other melons, Arthur would
always talk of the wonderful "Hami gua" (Hami melons) which grew to perfection up there in the Gobi.
In writing about this part of their trip, Arthur said, "It was while passing through the desert that we were
able to see for ourselves the hardships and sufferings endured by the poor men who had left home and
friends to seek their fortune in Xinjiang. They carried all their possessions on their backs and had to
take with them whatever food they needed as there was nothing to buy along the way. They also had to
collect wood and sticks to build themselves a fire for cooking food as the innkeepers helped nobody and
spent most of their time smoking opium."
Even travellers like themselves had to do everything for
themselves, though sometimes innkeepers sold them wood at a price.
At Hami Mr. Hunter, who had come to meet them, had already been waiting a month, but had made the
most of the time preaching to the many travellers who passed through. Tall and well built, with a dark
grey beard, after eight years alone it was a great experience for George Hunter to be with two other
members of the CIM who were young men still in their thirties. "Oh but it's grand to have you young folk
here", he said. "It does my heart good just to see you and hear you talk."
Eighteen years later I met him in Shanghai on one of his rare trips to the coast. He sat next to me at a
meeting in the prayer hall and asked to share my Bible. Old and grey by then, but still distinguished
looking, I felt it a great privilege for a new inexperienced worker like myself to sit and converse for a brief
moment with a man who had become a legend in his own time.
They stayed there another five days and Arthur's party were glad of the rest. A heavy storm blew up
which hindered them getting out on the street, and when it was over they moved on to cover the
eighteen days travel still ahead of them to Dihua. Arthur now found himself out of the more familiar
Chinese speaking places and among a mixed population of Turks with a minority of Chinese both
Buddhist and Muslim. George Hunter could communicate with the Turks and Arthur and Mr. Meng with
the Chinese so they worked together to preach the Gospel.
From Hami they came to the lower ranges of the Barrakul Mountains which they crossed in a snow storm
and came out on the northern side to a plain peopled by "Kassaks", a tribe whom Arthur was told
originated with the Turks, but may also have been related to the Mongols whom some of them strongly
resembled. Arthur described them as "a hardy race who live a nomadic life. They are great thieves and
delight to steal horses, sheep and cattle, but Mr. Hunter tells me that their standard of morality is much
higher than the Turks."
Reaching a place called Guchengzi, they spent the weekend there. Arthur described it as "a place
which seemed to be prospering commercially, perhaps because it is the first place touched by business
men from Tianjin coming across the desert on camels carrying their goods.
The streets of Guchengzi were crowded all day, and many of the immigrants from China proper stayed
and took up farming there. All the way from there to Dihua Arthur could not help noticing the large
numbers of opium smokers and gamblers who congregated in each place.

DIHUA (URUMCHI)
They reached Dihua at last on 30 May in a dust storm that prevented them seeing what seemed to be
beautiful country. Mr. Hunter had gone on ahead so as to have everything ready to welcome them, and
they also received a warm welcome from Arthur's old friend the ex-postmaster from Lanzhou, Mr.
Tudhope.
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Arthur's first impressions were that "Dihua is a big place with a Chinese city and a Manchu city as well as
a large south suburb, the population of which is mainly Turks. There is also a large Russian concession
with a Russian consulate and many Russian business firms run by Russian Turks who do big business
bringing in goods, American, German and English, from Russia." The population of Dihua was said to
be one hundred and forty eight thousand at that time.
It was with a great sense of thankfulness to God that Arthur looked back on the experiences of that long,
three months journey since they left Lanzhou. Having accomplished their purpose of bringing Percy
Mather safely through to the place where he was to live and work, he and Mr. Meng planned to take only
a brief three weeks for rest and preparation before setting off on the homeward journey.
The folk in Dihua tried to persuade them to wait until the worst of the summer heat should be over, but
they felt they must start back as quickly as possible. Rumours were coming through of the havoc being
wrought by a band of brigands under the leadership of "White Wolf" who had already been to where the
Mengs lived in Minchu, and were now making their way towards Lanzhou. "The thought of what our
wives and children might suffer at their hands made us the more determined to get back as quickly as
possible", Arthur wrote

RETURN TO LANZHOU
Because of the heat and the flies "which gave neither man nor beast any rest along the road north of the
Tian Shan" they travelled by night most of the thirty eight stages back to Suzhou in Gansu.
Because of this night travel, Arthur had an accident that prevented him from being able to walk at all for
a week, and kept him feeling unwell for over three weeks. That night was a very dark one and there had
been a thunderstorm just before they reached a stream which they had to cross. The carter crossed the
stream at the wrong place in the dark and got entangled with some logs on the other side. These had to
be cleared away before they could get back on to the right road. Arthur leaped from the cart in the dark
to help and, not seeing the logs, was severely scraped by one of them along the right shin and ankle.
Later it swelled quite seriously and he felt he might have blood poisoning.
It was 10 July before they reached Hami again. They stayed for two days but found the weather so
unbearably hot that they seldom left the shelter of the inn. Three or four days after leaving Hami, the
weather became cooler and they ran into storms and rain. In one place they found themselves fighting
against a gale which made it almost impossible for the mules to pull the carts. They dared not stop as
there was no shelter at all, but they did at last reach the end of the stage. Of the seven carts travelling
the same route, theirs was the only one to reach the stage that morning. Two others came through in
the afternoon, and the rest were stranded in the desert forty li away.
As Arthur said, "it is no fun
travelling over the Gobi in a gale."
The heat had made all their bread turn mouldy, so that even the dogs would not eat it, and they had to
throw it away.
As the innkeepers provide nothing and they had to have their own supplies for the
eleven days from Hami to Anxi, the two men found themselves faced with at least seven days without
bread. By persuading the innkeepers each day to sell them a little, they managed to keep going, but it
was thirst rather than hunger which now became their problem.
The rain and the gales that had made things cooler for a time, had passed over and the heat of the
desert was so intense that Arthur said they felt as though they were in an oven. They longed for a
change, but when it did come, it was a hot wind that only increased their thirst. When they eventually
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reached Anxi they "sat down and finished eight fair sized pots of Chinese tea before our thirst was
satisfied."
From Anxi to Suzhou and again from Suzhou to Ganzhou they had further difficulties because of the
swollen rivers and the many bog holes along the roads. The last day into Ganzhou was specially
dangerous and two of the lead animals were swept off their feet by the strength of the current before the
men were able to get them through safely.
The last stage from Liangzhou to Lanzhou, when they were back on familiar territory, was fairly
uneventful except for one incident when crossing a river. The animals were clear but the cart got stuck
in a deep hole. They had great difficulty in getting it out and when they did they had to unload all the
boxes and dry out their clothes which were thoroughly soaked. Fortunately the sun was hot and things
dried quickly, but it was a good two hours before they were on their way again.
They arrived in Lanzhou on 20 August, having taken only two months instead of three on the return
journey. This was because night travel meant they did not spend so much time preaching and selling
literature as they had been able to do on the way up. In any case they had sold almost everything they
had taken with them. Arthur had been longing to do this trip ever since his designation to work with Mr.
Hunter seven years earlier. He felt deeply grateful for the privilege of having been able to take the
Gospel to those far distant places where few messengers of the Gospel had ever been.
While they were still on their way back to Lanzhou, World War I was declared, and this was going to
affect all their lives in the days ahead.
Mr. Meng, the Chinese evangelist who worked for the Christian & Missionary Alliance, and had
volunteered to go with Arthur to Dihua, had proved to be a brother indeed. He was concerned about his
family and made his way from Lanzhou as quickly as possible back to his home. White Wolf had been
operating all through that area, and when he reached his home he found his wife and children had taken
refuge out in the country.
When he found them he was terribly distressed to find his children so thin and changed, bursting into
tears at the sight of their father. His wife told him the story of what they had been through. "One day,
when we were in the country, the "White Wolves" came. People fled into the hills, but with four little
children I could not do that, so we took refuge in a cave. Suddenly a brigand came into the cave and
seeing us, pointed his gun at us to shoot us. I had a child in my arms and called out to him, `Old
grandfather, please spare my life and pity my children.' He made no reply and seemed about to shoot. I
called out again `Please, old grandfather shoot me but spare my children.' While I was still speaking,
another brigand came in and dragged the first one away. After they had gone, the children and I found
our way to a pottery kiln where we hid till evening, and then we fled to a big forest in the mountains. Alas!
Snow fell and the children nearly froze to death."
On the following day, the White Wolves left the neighbourhood and they were able to return to their
home. Mr. Meng wrote to Arthur of how thankful he was to God for His care over them.. "Had it not
been for God's care, I should probably not have seen their faces again. Some valuable things in my
house were lost, a box of books and some bookshelves were burnt, but thank God my wife and family
are safe. A great many people in the city and district were killed, others hung themselves and others
drowned themselves. In all, about a thousand people died. On the day my wife and children fled, she
saw some people cast away their two little children because they could not care for them. One was four
and the other two, and they were crying as my wife passed. When she came back, she saw that they
had frozen to death. Many shops in the district have still not opened, and everything is very expensive
so that many people have nothing to eat.
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PLANS FOR GANZHOU
By the end of 1914 Mr. Hoste was again writing to Arthur about the possibility of him and Esther taking
up work at Ganzhou. Ganzhou was the largest and most important city northwest of Liangzhou, and
Arthur and Esther were delighted at the thought of starting work there. However, they felt there were
several things to take into consideration before they made a move, one being that they had already been
in China for eight years, and their furlough was overdue. Even if they delayed furlough for another year
it seemed foolish to travel to Ganzhou and settle in, only to pack up and leave again almost immediately.
The other problem in Arthur's mind was the dearth of workers in Lanzhou at that time. George Andrew,
Esther's brother, had been unwell for some time, and the doctor wanted him to get right away for some
months. That would leave the Boys' School without supervision, and Arthur felt he should not even
take a preliminary trip to Ganzhou until George returned.
Arthur also still had two language exams to take. Though his long journeys among the people had
made him an expert Chinese speaker, he still had to satisfy the requirements of the Mission language
committee. By the middle of 1915 it had become obvious that Ganzhou must wait for the time being.
Not only was Esther's brother unwell, but her father's health had been causing them alarm also. Mr.
Hoste wrote to George Andrew suggesting that he and Jessie proceed to the coast for medical help, and
that Arthur and Esther postpone their furlough for another year until the end of 1916 to take charge of the
work in Lanzhou.
By November 1915 Arthur felt he could take time to visit Ganzhou again. He spent three weeks there
with a Chinese evangelist and together they saturated the city and suburbs with the message of the
Gospel. Arthur felt the people were bound by superstition and idolatry. There were many temples in the
city as well as special shrines that attracted many visitors from distant places.
In the Hall of the Sleeping Buddha, was a huge figure of the buddha about one hundred and twenty feet
long and forty feet high. The people of Ganzhou believed it to be the largest in the world. In the city
there was also a "chorton" or tomb of a famous `living buddha' who had died in the district. Arthur
returned to Lanzhou with a great burden that the "Lord of the harvest" would thrust out labourers into the
harvest field.
Arthur was still only at Liangzhou on the way home, when letters reached him concerning a severe
accident Percy had had. This may have been the one when Percy fell off his donkey and broke his arm.
If so, it may have been more serious than Percy's own memories seemed to recall. Later in the year,
when Jessie Andrew was writing to Esther about their youngest son Alf having been killed in action, she
commented, "You will know how Dad and I feel as your own dear laddie has so lately been at death's
door." Arthur wrote in his diary while still in Liangzhou, "Feeling for my poor laddie and Esther. May
God bless them."
During that final year in Lanzhou, Esther opened a Girls' School there, with seventeen girls in
attendance. The Boys' School already had over fifty scholars and was much appreciated by the people
of the district. By the end of 1915 Mr. Christie of the Christian & Missionary Alliance was writing to
Arthur, "May the Lord richly bless you and Mrs. Moore in all your preparations for going home. We shall
miss your family in Lanzhou."
They had already been in China for nine years without a break, but it looked as if they had delayed too
long. It was obvious that the war in Europe was by no means at an end, and travel with young children
would be dangerous and foolish. Mr. Hoste wrote that so few young men were applying to the Mission
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because most were at the War, that it was hardly worthwhile opening up the men's language school at
Anjing. He suggested that Arthur and Esther go to Chinjiang on the Grand Canal to occupy the Mission
Home there. The few young men who needed help with the language could live with them and study
under Arthur's guidance. So by mid 1916 they were packed and ready as a family to move to Jiangsu
Province

QINJIANG AND SHANGHAI
The journey was made by mule litter as far as the railway terminus in Henan, at first over precipitous
mountain tracks, and then through the dusty loess soil of North Shaanxi and Henan. Nights were spent
in primitive inns, but Arthur and Esther had travelled often enough in such conditions to know how to
make themselves and their little family warm and comfortable. From Henan they travelled by train down
to Shanghai and then on to Qinjiang, or possibly they got there without having to touch Shanghai first.
There they stayed until February 1917 when the young men under their care were sent to other parts of
China and Arthur and Esther went on to Shanghai. This was to be their base for the next two years when
the war ended and they were able to take furlough in England. Arthur helped in the Transport
Department, meeting ships and taking people to their trains, keeping in touch with all the comings and
goings of missionaries to the Headquarters in Shanghai which was in Woosung Road at that time.
Esther helped in the house and with the servants as she was able, but by this time she was expecting
their fourth child, so in April 1917 the whole family went up to Chefoo for a much needed holiday by the
sea, the first in eleven years.
Holidays over, and with furlough apparently as far off as ever, with the war in Europe still dragging on,
they left Percy and Jessie at school in Chefoo and returned to Shanghai for the birth of James Douglas
on 8 November. Arthur was asked to take over the Transport Manager's job, so they settled in to one of
the family flats in the Mission home and when Christmas came, Percy and Jessie came down from
Chefoo to spend the holidays with them there.
The year 1918 was a busy one for Arthur and Esther, and the news they were getting from home made
them anxious to get there as soon as possible. Arthur's father was old and alone, and Arthur felt
responsible to care for him in his old age. Too old to work any longer, and with no superannuation or old
age pension to support him, James Moore was now dependent on his children. Arthur felt that this
might mean their having to leave China for a period to provide a home and support for his father.
It was during this period of uncertainty that they met "Captain Barrett" for the first time. In later years I
often heard his name mentioned as the good friend whose gifts so often met needs unknown to him, but
known to God, Who prompted him to give. The whole story is a very interesting one.
Mr. Hardman was still leading services for the English speaking people in Shanghai on Sunday nights.
Into the service one night wandered an Irish seaman much the worse for drink. Mr. Hardman's Dublin
accent attracted him and he was there again on the following Sunday night. He was out of work, deeply
in debt and looked like the derelict he was rapidly becoming. But that Sunday night Mr. Hardman led
him to the Lord as he had led Arthur Moore years before.
Captain Barrett's life was completely transformed. He was able to get a job as Second Officer with one
of the shipping companies, and had soon paid off his debts and was saving money. He began to rise in
rank, and whenever he was in Shanghai, he never failed to call on Mr. Hardman to give substantial gifts
from his savings to the work of the CIM. He remarked one day that "It's amazing that the more I give
away, the more I seem to have left!"
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One day, when he was handing over quite a large gift to Mr. Broomhall the Mission treasurer, the latter
suggested that he ought to think about making one family his particular interest, as what he was giving
was more than enough to support a family. The idea pleased him, and Mr. Broomhall suggested he
take on the Moore family, which he did. When the war ended in 1918 and Arthur and Esther were
preparing to go home, Captain Barrett heard that there was some talk of their remaining at home. He
asked Arthur the reason for this, and when he told him he felt he must support his old father, the Captain
immediately said he would add to what he was already giving, sufficient to support his father too, so that
they could return to their work in Gansu. This he continued to do, and often added extra gifts which, as
Esther once told me, often met their need when the Chefoo bills for the children were as high as their
Mission remittance for the quarter.
Two more wonderful holidays were spent in Chefoo in 1918 and again in 1919 before they were able at
last to leave for furlough in England. Marjorie was school age and they left her at Chefoo with the other
two and took only Doug with them. It meant much to Arthur and Esther that they had been in Shanghai
so near to Chefoo for those first years of their children's schooling. Had they been in Gansu, the long
distances to travel would have meant long breaks between the times when they could see the children.
During the long summer holidays, they took a small cottage not far from the beach which came to be
known as "Moore's Fort". By early 1920, George and Fanny Andrew had been invited on to the school
staff at Chefoo, so the Moore children had their uncle and auntie close by, as well as their cousins in the
school.

FIRST FURLOUGH
Thirteen years without a furlough must be quite a record, broken only by Mr. Hunter up in Xinjiang.
Many changes had taken place, and on the way home Arthur and Esther broke their journey in France to
visit the grave of Esther's brother Alf, who had been killed in the war.
Furlough was spent in between bouts of deputation work, catching up on relatives and friends, visiting
Arthur's family in the Wirral, and Esther's in Manchester and in Derbyshire. Arthur wrote that they
"spent a very memorable holiday in 1919 with Doug on one of the farms in Derbyshire with some of
Esther's Eyre relations. Mrs. Bradbury, Esther's second or third cousin lived at Harrop Farm, Hope
near Castleton, and Esther's grandfather Abraham Andrew was born on a farm in the district.
The family owned the Speedwell Mine in Castleton, known as "the bottomless pit". I don't know if they
still own it, but it is famous for the blue stone known as "Blue John" out of which are made jewellery and
other things which tourists buy.
During my time in England, I spent some time trying to trace the connection between the Andrews and
the Eyres. The Eyres have a fascinating background which can be traced right back to William the
Conqueror.
I found there is no blood connection, but one of Abraham Andrew's younger sisters
married two Eyre brothers, first Joseph and then, after he died, his younger brother Vincent Henry. The
cousins with whom Esther and Arthur stayed in 1919 were grandchildren of Sarah and Joseph Eyre.
Mrs. Bradbury had a little daughter called Pollie at that time.
A link with John Wesley seems to run through the Eyre/Andrew family history. Esther's brother Arthur
told me that his grandfather Abraham must have been one of John Wesley's first lay preachers. When
Esther stayed with Pollie Eyre in 1949, she found that her name had not changed because she had
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married her cousin Tom Eyre. Tom owned a sheep farm at Hope, and Esther wrote that "there is a barn
on the Alport farm where long ago John Wesley himself preached at the Alport Love Feast. One of the
Eyre girls who is now a district nurse, has written a beautiful poem about the barn."

GANSU AGAIN
Back in China they spent a happy holiday with the other three children in Chefoo before returning to
Gansu with Doug. They were appointed neither to Lanzhou nor to Ganzhou as they might have
expected, but to Liangzhou, the farthest flung of the CIM stations except for Dihua where Mr. Hunter and
Percy Mather were happily at work together. Arthur and Esther returned to Lanzhou only to collect their
personal things which had been stored there since 1916.
With both Andrew families at home on furlough, Mr. and Mrs. Mann were in charge at that time, with Dr.
and Mrs. Parry and Miss Knox at the hospital and young Mark Botham in charge of the provincial High
School. Dr. and Mrs. Howard Taylor who were visiting stations in the north west were also at Lanzhou
when the Moores arrived.
They were all there on the December night when the devastating earthquake of 16 December struck that
part of Gansu.
In her book `The Call of China's Great North- West ' Mrs. Taylor described the
experience.
"It was a cold dark December night and Mrs. Mann's guests were gathered around the
fire in her sitting room. Her three year old daughter was asleep in a room near by, and
Mrs. Moore's little Douglas in a room across the courtyard. We had just been talking
over the Bible passage and were kneeling in prayer, when a strange disturbance began.
It seemed to be outside and overhead like the rumbling of heavy carts, or the thundering
towards us and then above us of a railway train. It was bewildering, but for a moment
we went on praying. Then the floor began to move and we knew! The parents rushed
for their children while the building rocked and the floor swayed, making it difficult to
reach the door. By the time we got out, the courtyard was rolling as if in a rough sea.
As we stood silent and amazed in the middle of the courtyard, there were sounds of
creaking timbers, falling walls and an indescribable groaning of great roofs. It all went
on for minutes that seemed interminable, then gradually the earth under our feet
steadied, the deafening roar passed away, and we knew the worst was over."
Lanzhou was not so badly hit as other places to the north and east, but as that has all been described in
my account of George Findlay Andrew's life, I will not repeat it here.

LIANGZHOU
Arthur and Esther with Douglas, moved on to Liangzhou and were there for the next three years.
George and Fanny returned in January 1921 to settle in Chefoo where he had been invited on to the
teaching staff, but the Gansu earthquake caused the Chinese Government and the Earthquake Relief
Commission to ask him to take charge of the relief operations. Until the end of 1922 he was fully
engaged in that work, while Fanny and the children remained in Chefoo. Esther's parents did not return
to China till February 1922, and then, because of his age and poor health, they were not sent back to the
rigours of the north west, but were asked to look after the work at Shundefu in Qili which is much nearer
the coast.
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Halfway between Lanzhou and Liangzhou is the town of Bibafan which Arthur and Esther would have to
pass through. They knew it well for they had often travelled that road on their way to Xining and the
Kokonor. It is the junction of the road leading west to Xining and Tibet, and the main north west "silk
route". This silk route was opened in the first century and went on through Xinjiang, south of the
Tianshan mountains to Kashgar over the high Pamir Range and down through Persia (Iran) to Antioch.
Silk from China went one way, and glass, tapestry and metals came the other.
The last day into Liangzhou and the first two days when leaving it on the other side, can be days of
torture for the foot traveller, because of the stony nature of the roads and even of the city streets. At the
time when Arthur and Esther were again travelling that road, it had become a "via dolorosa" for the
hundreds of refugees leaving Russia after the Revolution, trying to find security and a livelihood in
China.

VISIT TO GANZHOU
Neither Arthur nor Esther had forgotten Ganzhou to which at one time they thought the Lord might be
calling them. In 1914 when Arthur had passed through on his way to Dihua with Percy Mather, he had
been impressed by the readiness of the people of Ganzhou to hear the Gospel. Since that time not one
Protestant missionary had gone over that road again to take the Gospel. Arthur's heart was still
burdened with the need and the opportunities of those great cities between Liangzhou and Dihua, a
thousand miles further on. God had not forgotten Ganzhou however, and the prayer that had gone up
for that city as a result of Arthur's trip and his letters to prayer partners was answered abundantly.
At the very time when Arthur was returning from his long trip to Dihua, God was preparing a young
Chinese doctor named Gao to minister in that place. He had trained and was now working at the China
Inland Mission Hospital in Kaifeng in Henan. It was there that God laid on his heart the needs of the far
north west. In obedience to what he knew was a call of God, he and his wife packed up and moved with
their children to Lanzhou where he worked for a time under Dr. King in the hospital there. The call to go
further was not satisfied, and he was not at peace until he found himself at last in Ganzhou where he had
the assurance that he was where God wanted him to be. His wife joined him, and they settled there as
missionaries of the Gospel with no earthly means of support except what he could earn by his medical
work. They lived by faith in God and told nobody that they had neither funds at their disposal nor a
society behind them. God honoured their faith and, though they suffered many trials, they lived to see
the Church of the Lord Jesus Christ built up in Ganzhou.
This had all happened while Arthur and Esther were at the coast or at home in England, but as soon as
Arthur heard the story, he could not wait to go to Ganzhou and meet the young Chinese doctor who was
so obviously a "man after his own heart". By August 1921, he was once again on the now familiar road
that leads on and on to Central Asia. He recalled his first visit to Ganzhou in 1908, when he was
definitely not wanted by the local people, and he went from door to door "like a common hawker" trying
to sell his Gospel portions and sometimes being cursed on the streets until he felt it wiser to retreat. "Dr.
and Mrs. Gao have been able to break down this prejudice", he wrote, "and today the doors are open
and the opportunities are many; far more than these workers can cope with. It was a delightful
experience for me to be met some miles from the city and given a welcome and made to feel among
friends and brethren."
While he was in Ganzhou, Dr. Gao asked him to examine a number of candidates for baptism, and later
to baptise seventeen men and women.
Three of the men were aged sixty eight, seventy and
seventy-eight respectively!
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"We baptised these three old men and two of the women on the
premises, but took the rest of the believers outside the city to a large
river, so that they could bear an open testimony to all who cared to
follow. We found a deep spot in the river and there we baptised the
twelve younger men, one of whom was a Moslem."
Back in Liangzhou, Arthur and Esther were continually busy trying to reach as many people as possible
with the Gospel, and to reach every home with a copy of the Word of God. On 13 May 1922 Esther gave
birth to another little daughter whom they named Dorothy ("gift of God"), and Grierson for her second
name after Dr. Grierson, an old doctor friend from Arthur's old home in the Wirral.

FAREWELL TO GANSU
In 1923 Mr. Hoste asked the Moores to move to Shundefu in Qili to help Esther's parents in the work
there. By this time both George Andrew and Jessie his wife were failing in health, and since their return
from furlough the previous year, they had found the work too much for them, though they hated to give it
up. For Esther and Arthur the far north west had been home to them for so long that they could not
leave it without regret. On the other hand, Qili was only some two hundred miles south west of Beijing
and so much nearer to Chefoo where the children were at school. It was impossible to have them home
for holidays to Gansu where travel took up so much time, but at Shundefu they would be able to come
home for the long holidays, or Arthur and Esther could go to them.
So with mixed feelings the move was made and, for the next seven years Shunde and later Linmingguan
became home to the Moore family. George and Jessie Andrew only managed to
continue there
for another year and, in 1924, they retired to Chefoo to live. With George and Fanny already there, and
three Moore children at the school, once more the members of the Andrew clan were in close proximity.
The sudden and unexpected death of little Dorothy when only two and a half years old, made a lasting
impression on all of her brothers and sisters. Arthur wrote to the three in Chefoo to give them the
details.
"You will have heard long before this of our wee Dorothy's death. She
died last Sunday (19 October 1924) after only being ill for one and a
half days, and we are still not sure what her sickness was. I can't tell
you how much we miss our precious darling. She was so sweet,
always bright and happy and filled our home with sunshine, giving us
nothing but joy all her days. We do mourn her loss, but we know she
is with the Lord and He does all things well for His way is perfect.
About three hours before she died she was resting in Mother's arms,
evidently not feeling too well. It seemed as if the wee darling was
losing grip of the things of time and sense. Then suddenly she sat
upright, threw her arms above her head and shouted as loudly as she
could, "Jesus loves me, He who died!" Afterwards she looked at us so
strangely and with such a wondering expression. It almost seemed as
if she was asserting her right to the privileges Jesus had bought for her
on Calvary. . . . The service in front of our house was in Chinese led by
her grandfather, then two of the servants Dorothy was fond of and two
of the other missionaries carried the casket to the grave where we had
a service in English led by one of the same missionaries. We laid the
little casket in a grave at the foot of the garden where she spent so
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many happy days playing and running round. It is only till Jesus comes
and we can rest in the knowledge that our dear one is safe in His
keeping. She looked so sweet as she lay in her casket with a smile on
her face, a small red rose in her right hand and a bigger tea rose on her
breast.
Our dear friends of the American Presbyterian Mission
upholstered the inside of the casket with white silk and dressed her in
her white summer dress and sox. We could almost feel as if she were
about to wake up from her morning sleep.
The text on our daily calendar for the Sunday was `Strength and beauty
are in His tabernacle' Psalm 96:6. So the Lord has strengthened our
wee sweetheart and made her beautiful in His sanctuary. We may be
poorer as a family, but Heaven is richer with another jewel bought by
His precious blood."
For the next five years until their furlough in 1930, Arthur and Esther remained in Qili either at Shundefu
or Linmingguan. In 1929 the Mission asked Arthur and Mr, Robert Gillies to take an exploratory trip
through Manchuria to assess the needs and the possibility of the CIM taking up work there. As a result
it was decided that two experienced workers should occupy Qiqihar for about a year. Qiqihar was the
provincial capital, a city with a population of about one hundred thousand. It was situated about one
hundred and ninety miles north west of Harbin on the main railway line between Harbin and Russia. It
was felt that a year would give them sufficient time to more thoroughly ascertain the facts and conditions
of life in the province.
Return to Table of Contents
By 1930 their furlough was due again. Percy had left school in 1927 and because of the depression
which was causing a lot of unemployment in the UK, he had gone to Canada to find work, but by 1930 he
was in the Bible Training College of Glasgow in Scotland training to return to China as a missionary.
Jessie finished school in 1928 aged seventeen and a half, and for a year had taught at Qingdao on the
southern side of the Shandong promontory. In 1930 she went with her parents to Canada by ship.
Jessie had never swerved from her desire to be a nurse, so her mother helped her get into St. John's
Church of England Hospital for training before she and Arthur went on to finish their furlough in England.
By 1931 Marjorie had also finished her time at Chefoo and it was thought she might be able to live in
Scotland with "Auntie Grace", the Miss Downie, an old friend of Arthur's, who had done much to help
Percy while he was at the Bible College. So Arthur and Esther with Marjorie went up to Scotland to stay
with Miss Downie and to see something of Percy before he went on to London for his three months with
the Mission there. Marjorie was not happy in Scotland, and found it hard to fit in with Miss Downie, so
she went back to London with her parents and finally to join Jessie in Canada where she remained.

SHAANXI
On 5 July 1931 Esther and Arthur set their faces once again towards China, but this time they decided to
take the overland route via the trans-Siberian Railway. When they reached Shanghai, Mr. Hoste
invited Arthur to become the Field Superintendent of the Shaanxi province which had been without a
superintendent for some time. Xi'an, the capital was in the north and they had often passed through it in
their comings and goings from Gansu, but they were to live in the next largest city of Hanzhong which
was in the south of the province. To reach it from Xi'an meant a train trip to Baoji, a day on a bus to
Fengxian and then nine days over the Qin Ling range of mountains, either walking or on mule litters, as
the only roads at that time were narrow mountain mule tracks.
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The Mission was planning to send a large number of new workers to Shaanxi for "forward movement"
work. They were myself (Amy Weir at that time), Myrie Wood, who later married Jack Beck and came
from New Zealand, and Bertha Silversides from Alberta in Canada. We had already reached Shaanxi
and were settled at Chenggu with Miss Cooke before the Moore party arrived in Hanzhong.
By June 1932 the five young men were all in Shanghai preparing to set off with Arthur and Esther on the
long journey to South Shaanxi. They went by river boat from Shanghai to Nanjing, then by train to the
railhead at Tongguan on the borders of Shaanxi, Shanxi and Henan and from there by truck to Xi'an.
On by truck again to Fengxiang south west of Xi'an where they were entertained in the hospitable home
of Mr. and Mrs. Stevens who had lived and worked there for many years, and were old friends of the
Moore and Andrew families.
Fengxiang was the gateway to the southern mountains and Arthur set about the all too familiar task of
hiring mules and men to take them and their baggage over the mountains. The men would walk or ride
mule-back, but he had the litter for Esther. Up to that time no vehicular traffic had ever crossed the Qin
Ling which was some 13,000 feet high, and the only way to reach Hanzhong from the north was by
following the mule tracks. For the young men it was all a great adventure as they tramped along the
mountain tracks, slept in Chinese inns, ate Chinese meals and revelled in the glorious mountain scenery
which seemed to change with every new day. For Arthur and Esther it was an opportunity to get to know
the character of the young men whom they were to help to mould into good missionaries.
To come to the end of that long, nine day journey through the mountains, and at last reach the Ji Tou
Guan (Chicken s Head Pass) was always a highlight in the journey to Hanzhong. At the pass and as
they descended, the Hanzhong Plain was spread out before them. It was about 100 miles long and
perhaps 20 miles wide, surrounded by ranges of mountains and covered by towns and villages and
prosperous farmlands watered by the great Han River on its way to join the Yangtze (Chang Jiang) at
Hankou (now called Wuhan). The climate was semi-tropical. David Bentley-Taylor remembers that, as
he approached the city from the north one evening, he saw great flocks of crows fly towards the city from
the surrounding hills to take roost in the trees inside the city for the night. We learned that nobody was
allowed to kill them because, years before, when an enemy was quietly approaching the city to take it, it
was the sudden alarm that the crows gave which warned the city guards and saved Hanzhong.
As the young men approached the city which was to become their first home in the interior of China, they
felt they were in real old China. City walls and guarded gates, narrow streets crowded with simple
country people and shops selling every variety of local products. The population was probably about
150,000 and the CIM property was not far inside the West Gate down a quiet lane and with an even
bigger Roman Catholic property on one side and the Roman Catholic cathedral just up the street.
The Roman Catholics also had big vineyards out in the foothills where they made their own wine.
The two storey Mission houses were only a part of the big complex of buildings which made up the
Mission compound in Hanzhong. The big tiled roofed church could take about a thousand people at
conference times, and round it were guest rooms and Pastor's home as well as a room for the
gatekeeper, an office for the CIM local secretary and other rooms for storing church equipment and
stocks of Bibles and other literature for sale. The baptistry was not in the church but out in the centre of
the main church courtyard.
One of the two Mission homes was occupied by Miss Haslam who was in charge of a small girls' school.
She could also accommodate missionary guests passing through or those coming in for shopping or
other business in Hanzhong. The other house, which was an exact replica of the first, came to be known
as "The Super's House" as it was where Arthur and Esther were to live for the twelve years they spent in
Shaanxi before retirement in 1944. Here they would need to accommodate the five young men until the
71

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

summer heat was over and they could be sent out in pairs to some of the unreached villages that
abounded in the mountains surrounding the Hanzhong plain.
Those first days in Hanzhong were busy ones for Arthur as he set about buying extra furniture, beds,
desks, chairs and all the other things necessary for the sudden expansion of the household. He had to
find teachers and servants while Esther was coping with trying to understand a new dialect different
again from either the Gansu one or the Shanghai one. She had to visit the market to find out for herself
what was available for feeding her big family and how prices compared with other places. On her too fell
the burden of housekeeping, no easy task in the middle of summer with young workers not yet
acclimatised to the new conditions and different food of South Shaanxi. Tummy upsets, heat rashes
and other ailments kept her busy making special meals or dispensing medicines as advised by Dr. Xiao
whom they soon came to rely on as a friend indeed.
Dr. and Mrs. Xiao with his old mother and their five boys and two daughters (one of them his sister's child
whom he adopted) soon became close friends of Arthur and Esther, and through all the coming twenty
years when either they or Percy and myself, or both, were living in Hanzhong, they never failed to be our
greatest friends and trustworthy advisers through the good times and the bad.
Dr. Xiao's parents had worked for some of the early CIM missionaries. On one occasion when the
young Mr. Xiao, Dr. Xiao's father, had accompanied the missionaries down the river, he had been
washed overboard and drowned. Determined to help the young widow, the missionaries had taken
upon themselves the responsibility of the education of her son and eventually sent him to the Christian
Hospital in Gansu to train under Dr. King. He did well and later returned to Hanzhong to set up practice
for himself, using both Western and Chinese methods and medicine.
God prospered him and by the time the Moores arrived, he was well known as a leader in the Christian
Church and a skilled doctor who practised his Christianity by helping the poor and using his medical
skills to benefit rich and poor alike. He had built himself a two storey house and clinic not far from the
Mission compound. He and his family lived upstairs and down stairs was used for consulting rooms and
dispensary as well as kitchen, general living room and servants' quarters.
LIFE AS A `SUPER'
One of Arthur's first jobs as soon as he had put his own house in order, was to visit each station on his
field to make himself familiar with the work and the workers, some of whom he already knew, but others
he had never met.
I remember his visit to Chenggu where we three new girls were living with Miss Cooke, and how
impressed we were with our new Super. His friendliness and interest in each of us personally was
encouraging, but what meant more to me than anything else was his obvious love for the Word of God.
There were few Christians in Chenggu and nobody but ourselves to teach the Word, and I found myself
soaking in the deep teaching that Arthur gave us as he lead us in prayers each morning. I think that
since leaving Bible College and at the same time, leaving the years of teaching from Mr. Hogg in my own
Church, the dearth of such teaching had made me spiritually hungry, and I soaked in all that Arthur gave
us. I also admired the way in which he quietly fitted into each household and listened to what the older
workers who were his peers had to say. He was happy to accept their judgment in many things, but
could be quite firm if a matter of Mission policy was at stake. With Church leaders he had instant rapport,
and I think most of them were glad to have a man at the helm again. In Hanzhong, Dr. Xiao was a
leader in Church affairs, and Arthur soon learned to trust his judgment and to turn to him for advice.
In November 1932 Arthur called a Field Conference and made it clear he expected all workers in
Shaanxi to attend. This caused the first ripples of discontent. The opposition came from a group of
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older ladies who were all contemporaries of the Moores. They felt they knew the people and the work
and the needs of Shaanxi far better than the newcomers to the field, and were not convinced that they
needed a superintendent anyway.
Had they not carried the workload for many years withour
interference from a Superintendent? What was going to happen to their work if they were going to be
called away to attend conferences every few months? So they grumbled, but on Arthur's insistence all
turned up at the Conference, and all had their say in the discussions that took place. The eight new
workers were too young and inexperienced to take much part, but we enjoyed being together, and were
grateful for the strong leadership which was being given us. We were content to sit and listen and soak
in impressions.
That Conference on November 1932 was a very eventful one in my life and that of Percy Moore. We
met there for the first time and fell in love! Esther claimed she saw it all happen, and was not at all
surprised when mail began to pass to and fro between Hanzhong and Yangxian where I was transferred
after Conference to work with Miss Elsie Parr, one of the older workers. Percy and I were getting to
know each other and wanted to keep it quiet for the time being.
Arthur began to send the young men out to some of the villages, and Percy and John Fee were sent out
to one of the mountain villages north west of Hanzhong. They had only been there three weeks when
John began to feel ill and Percy decided he ought to be back in Hanzhong where Dr. Xiao could treat him.
By the time they reached Hanzhong, John was in a lot of pain. Dr. Xiao diagnosed it as appendicitis, but
because he was not a surgeon and hesitated to operate on a Westerner, Arthur sent a telegram to the
nearest Mission Hospital for both a surgeon and a nurse. In the meantime John's appendix ruptured,
but instead of rupturing into the abdominal cavity causing peritonitis, it ruptured into the intestine and the
poison passed away naturally through the bowel.
By the time Dr. Max Gray, one of the young doctors who had been in language school with Percy arrived,
the crisis was past. John's life was no longer in danger but his abdomen remained distended and, after
six weeks in bed, it was thought wise for him to go to the big Mission Hospital in Shanghai for further
treatment. Arthur quickly made the decision that as Percy was more fluent than any of the other young
men with the spoken Chinese, he should go with John to Shanghai. So with John in a sedan chair and
Percy and Max walking beside him, the three were sent off. John was never to return to Shaanxi. Percy
took him as far as Hankou and from there on he was able to travel alone the rest of the way while Percy
returned to Shaanxi.
In May 1933 another Conference was called and held in Xixiang where Walter and Reba Michell with
their baby daughter Joyce were living. By this time Percy and I had decided to become engaged, and
Arthur announced it to everybody at one of the Conference meetings. A wedding meant a trip to one of
the Chinese cities where there was a British Consulate and, because Doug was still at school at Chefoo,
and it would be an opportunity to see him too, we decided to go to Shanghai at the end of 1933.
We hoped to be married on Arthur and Esther's wedding anniversary, 11 December, and set off from
Hanzhong with that in view.
Besides ourselves and Arthur and Esther, we had two other Shaanxi
workers in the party who had arrived there before we did and had been engaged for some time. They
were Charlie Frencham and his fiancée Ruth. Dr. Xiao took the opportunity to travel to Shanghai with
us too, and when we reached Fengxiang on the northern side of the mountains, we joined up with a party
from Gansu, Mr. and Mrs. Moseley of the Christian and Missionary Alliance and Ivy Dix of the CIM who
was on her way for furlough. Doug and the Moseley children joined us in Shanghai as they had to come
from Chefoo a few days earlier.
The Shanghai housekeeper, Jeannie Anderson, had a talk with Esther and Arthur after our arrival to ask
of we would mind postponing the wedding till after Christmas as it would make it easier for her. So it
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was changed to 9 January. Esther and Arthur's bedroom in the Mission home became the centre for
family gatherings with Doug delighted to have his family there for the holidays.
I had few friends in Shanghai except for one or two girls who had been with me in Language School and
one or two older missionaries who came from Australia and I had met there. Graham and Elsie
Hutchinson were two of these, and he agreed to be my "father" at the wedding and they both tried to take
the place of my parents. The Moores knew everybody and, as many of the Chefoo staff and children
were there for the holidays, Percy caught up with old friends too and we were all invited out to a number
of homes in Shanghai for meals. Esther's brother George was there part of the time too, and by the
time the wedding day was over I was beginning to feel a part of the Moore family.
Esther and Arthur were always sensitive to the needs of younger workers and, with our wedding over,
they turned their attention to Charlie and Ruth who were to be married two days after us. Ruth and I
shared a room until I was married, and now Esther tried to help her over all the problems small and great
which can face a girl withour her mother on her wedding day.
Esther's mother's heart was something that I became very aware of in the years that followed. Her
thoughts were never long absent from the two girls in Canada and Doug in Chefoo, and it made her very
quick to sense when other young people needed a mother's help.

GEORGE FINDLAY ANDREW

(14.7.1887 - 24.8.1971)

Findlay Andrew as he became known to most people, though he started off as "George", must be one of
the most remarkable men who ever went to China under the China Inland Mission.
David
Bentley-Taylor's comment after reading through some of the records we have been able to obtain from
Leslie and others is, "I find Uncle George was a far greater man than I realised. It is a fantastic story of
adventure and achievement - really great."
He was the second of George Andrew's children, and through life he and his elder sister Esther were
always very close. Because I was Esther's daughter-in-law who lived and worked with her in the same
area of China (Shaanxi), I suppose I knew "Uncle George" as Percy always called him, better than I
knew the rest of the Andrew clan. That was partly because Esther often spoke of him or passed on news
of him, and partly because he was in China too, so our paths often crossed.
To Percy he was
something of a hero, as indeed I think he was to all his nieces and nephews. This was partly due to his
genial and happy nature which was never too preoccupied to find time for the younger generation, or to
give them sweets or extra pocket money when he felt they needed something to buck them up.
It was partly too perhaps because he was on the Chefoo staff at a time when some at least of his sister's
children, and some of his own were at school there. With parents far away in the north west of China, it
was wonderful to have the home of an uncle whom they knew and loved right there where they could go
whenever they were free. Then when holidays came, on the rare occasions when their parents, Esther
and Arthur Moore could get down to Chefoo, the two families had picnics and outings together which
were highlights often looked back on with nostalgia.
George Findlay Andrew was born in Guizhou Province in 1887. The following year, when the family
passed through Shanghai on their way to furlough in England, Hudson Taylor laid hands on the child and
prayed for him as he did for all the children of the Mission whom he met. They returned to Yangzhou
after furlough and George was at the Chefoo School from 1894 to 1900. He remembered later in life
that when he was about nine he had been called out of the classroom to hold the tape while they
measured out the site for the Boys" School by the sea.
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As an old man living out his last years in Saskatoon, Saskatchewan, his mind went back to his
early days at Chefoo.
"Last Sunday" he wrote, "I lived vividly through the sensations I had in the late spring of
1894 when as a late arrival I made my first entrance into Chefoo school life. I had to
walk the seemingly endless length of the aisle in the main schoolroom of the Boys'
School (at the foot of the Top Bank) during the Childrens' Service to take my place
among the "under tens" (this was pre Prep School days) at the front of the Assembly. I
was rising seven and trying to recover from a homesick, seasick voyage from Shanghai
where I had embarked after a hurried trip from the interior city of Yangzhou."
Dr. Robert Parry who later worked in the Bordern Memorial Hospital in Lanzhou, was at Chefoo as one
of GFA's contemporaries. He says,
"Owing to the great distance from our homes and the slow means of transport in those
days, we were among those who were unable to return home for even the long two
months holidays at Christmas. Many rules were relaxed during that time and every
possible effort was made to keep us happy. One such was permission for us boys to
climb in the rafters of the Box Room which promptly became our "ship". GFA had gifts
of leadership even in those days, and was readily made "skipper", but in after days he
was often teased about his order to "go full speed ahead and astern!"
In January 1901 when he was 13 he returned to Manchester with his parents and met the sister of his
father's mother (Esther Grimshaw). His grandmother's sister was 104 when he met her, born in 1797,
and she entertained him with stories of the Battle of Waterloo and the coronation of Queen Victoria. For
a year he attended the Priory School at Bridlington on the Yorkshire coast where his Uncle John now
lived. His full time education ceased then and he was employed for three years by Henry Bannerman &
Sons, during part of which time he attended Manchester Technical College, but gained no special
qualifications.
In 1907 George Findlay Andrew offered himself to the China Inland Mission and spent a year in training
at Newington Green in London. Then on 12 September 1908 he sailed for China aged 21. Three days
later Fanny Riley, who later became George's wife, sailed in the women's party. She too was a child of
the Mission and had been a student at the Chefoo School.
After six months' language study at the Men's Language School up the Yangtze at Anqing, George was
designated to Gansu where by this time his parents and his sister Esther were already living and working.
It took him two months to get as far as Lanzhou, the capital, and he was then sent even further inland to
Xining on the border of Tibet.
It was there that he really began his adult life in China, and he could never forget that beyond Lanzhou
lay Xining, 7,500 feet above sea level, with its rolling grasslands, Lake Kokonor at 10,500 feet, and
behind it all the background of the great Tibetan mountains.
He learned to approach the black tents of the nomads on horseback, whirling a lump of metal on the end
of a rope to create a circle of safety as their fierce dogs challenged him. He came to enjoy the staple
food of barley flour kneaded into tea and butter, though he struggled as politely as possible with mutton
cooked at an altitude at which water would not boil. "I remember when it has taken all the self control I
possessed to get the half cooked, quivering fat down my throat", he said.
Camping out in August he was wakened to find himself covered with snow and had to hunt desperately
for the droppings of the wild asses, or wild horses with which to make a fire in the treeless wilderness.
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Sometimes riding by the great salt lake with its island just visible across the ice, he would sling bladders
of butter on either side of his saddle, only to find to his dismay that what was on the sunny side was
melting in the rays of the sun, while that on the other side remained frozen.
Further south George saw the Yangtse and Yellow Rivers close to their source. "I have forded each in
their upper reaches when the beautiful crystal clear water came just to the horses' girths. One
memorable morning in 1910 I saw in all its pristine splendour, that towering peak of the A'nyêmaqên
Range which at one stage was thought might prove higher than Everest." Once he went above 17,000
feet (5,180 metres) and paid the price in frost bite and the loss of a toe on each foot, amputated without
anaesthetic. He became very much at home on horseback, racing with the Tibetans on his splendid
black mule. He had a special interest in lamaseries, particularly the famous one at Kumbum, 17 miles
from Xining where there were almost 6,000 lamas.
GFA's use of the English language when addressing a public meeting was often slightly archaic, and his
irreverent nieces and nephews never lost an opportunity to tease him afterwards if any of them
happened to be there. One of his sayings whic I often heard Percy tease him about, which always
caused mirth, was "Be that as it may, in the fullness of time, we arrived at the monastery of Kumbum on
the plains of Kokonor."
MARRIAGE
At New Year 1911, George had other things on his mind. He set off with two companions to meet and
marry Fanny Riley at Chengdu in Sichuan. It took 28 days to get there across the Min Shan (the Min
Ranges). Bishop Cassells, one of the famous "Cambridge Seven", performed the ceremony on 1
February 1911. The reception was held in the home of Mrs. Ritchie, wife of the head of the Postal
Service in Sichuan. As Ella Reid, Mrs. Ritchie went through the Chefoo Schools with Esther Moore
(GFA's older sister) and they were lifelong friends. There were six Chefooites present at George and
Fanny's wedding.

The Rileys had three children, the
eldest son was named Paul and
was killed in World War I, When
Fanny and her twin sister Jenny
were born, Mrs. Riley died as a
result of their birth. When dying,
she bequeathed her children to
Miss Kidd, the nurse who cared for
her. Miss Kidd later became Mr.
Riley's second wife and, after his
death, she married Mr. James of
the CIM but continued to take care
of the Riley children as well as her own James children.
It took 42 days to get back to Lanzhou as Fanny was carried in a sedan chair. 1911 was the year of the
Revolution and conditions all over China were very unsettled. In Xining where Esther and Arthur were
alone in June of that year, their lives were endangered by an anti-foreign uprising, and only by the mercy
of God were they saved from death and enabled to go for a time to Lanzhou until things settled down.
George's health seems to have been giving trouble at this time, and a brief mention of him in the Mission
magazine says that on 10 October he left for Beijing for medical advice. His absence from the work in
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Lanzhou at that time was probably made possible by the fact that Arthur and Esther Moore were still
unable to return to Xining and remained in Lanzhou until the following May. George and Fanny's elder
child George Leslie, was born in Lanzhou on 2 April 1912.
Mr. and Mrs. George Andrew Senior were on furlough and Arthur and Esther were transferred there on
the return of the Ridleys from furlough to Xining. The Learners took over from the Preedys and Arthur
Moore seems to have done the secretarial work for the district. George Findlay was in charge of the
Boys' School during this time, but ill health seems to have dogged him a great deal of the time.
At the end of 1914, Arthur Moore was writing to Mr. Hoste that
"my brother-in-law has been ailing for some time and, though the
doctor has been attending him, he is not much better and has now
been ordered a change from Lanzhou for not less than two months".
Acting on this advice, George left for Didao in January 1915. In June 1915 Arthur was writing again,
"As you were aware, my brother-in-law has been ill more or less for the
past year. He has taken several journeys and has benefited from the
change, but the old trouble is beginning to return and it is more than
likely that the doctor will suggest a change if these boils continue."
By Christmas 1913, the George Andrews Senior had arrived back in Shanghai and by February 1914
were back in Lanzhou, so that during 1914 the three families were all working in that city. That was the
year when World War I broke out and in October 1914 a telegram was received from the Christian
Churches of Beijing with the backing of the President and Vice President of the Republic, asking that a
meeting be arranged in Lanzhou to pray for peace.
Mr. George Andrew visited the Governor of Gansu to discuss the matter and a meeting was arranged for
Sunday 18 October. It was held in the Zuo Zong Tang Ancestral Hall "and the reverence shown by
officials of all ranks was most striking, showing that during the last few years the prejudice against
Christianity has lessened. The meeting took place between 2 p.m. and 3 p.m. on Sunday 18 October.
Mr. Gou, one of our Christians, acted as chairman. Prayer was offered by George Andrew Senior and
the Scripture reading was by Mr. Shen, another Christian. An address was given by Mr. Zhong, a
Christian business man and then Mr. Guai, the Governor's representative, was called on to speak. He
gave a very appropriate address for the occasion, after which Dr. George King MB closed with prayer."
George and Fanny's second child, Aileen Margaret, was born on 15 March 1914. Five months later
World War I broke out. John Arthur Andrew resigned from the Mission to join up. Alfred Isaac, only just
seventeen, joined up in England and was killed in action on 4 June 1916. GFA with a wife and children
to consider stayed on in Lanzhou, but decided to serve his country as well as he could while still fulfilling
his missionary calling.

GFA'S SPECIAL TALENTS
George Findlay Andrew had a remarkable capacity for friendship with responsible officials, a happy
knack of getting on with all kinds of people, and a good command of the Chinese language. The warmth
of his personality, his effervescent sense of humour and his fund of entertaining stories, endeared him to
everybody. People liked and respected him. They knew him to be an upright man, and they felt that
they could trust him, so he acquired a rather special, undefined position in society, unusual for a foreign
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missionary. When the newly appointed Governor of Gansu Province was murdered by Muslims in his
home at Didao, the room was boarded up, and the first person allowed to enter it a year later was GFA.
Dr. Robert Parry MRCS LRCP arrived in 1915 to work in the Bordern Memorial Hospital. He writes,
"When I arrived, George was already established in the missionary
community, at least as the adviser on the quality of any horse. As most
male missionaries owned a horse for convenience of travel, his advice
was usually sought. He certainly managed horses well, even spirited
ones, hence his reputation. Further, Moslem men are renowned
horsemen, and this brought him in contact with both officials and
traders. His prowess and horsemanship were well known locally and
gave him close contact with Moslem leaders, many of whom showed
this predilection for peaceful purposes and as part of their military
efficiency which was a recurring threat to the Chinese district. His part
time job as private tutor to the son of the Dashuai or Military Governor
of Gansu was quite a private affair springing from natural friendliness
and in no way official, but this led to frequent unofficial visits to the
Yamen and frequent casual contacts with all kinds of officials both
Chinese and Moslem, and he became well known."
"I recall the first day I arrived in Lanzhou, travelling on foot with all my
goods piled on a mule pack" Parry continues, "GFA kindly came out
some miles to meet me accompanied by the Postmaster. They were
both mounted and brought a third mount for me. In the excitement he
forgot to ask me if I was accustomed to horseriding (which at the time I
was not!) We were barely in our saddles when he suggested, 'Let's
have a race'. My steed was a known racer and we easily won, but how
I gripped with my knees and pulled on the reins!"
Lanzhou was strategically placed on the only land route between China and the Middle East where
Turkey was fighting on the side of Germany. The 3,000,000 Muslims in Gansu and their fellow Muslims
in Chinese Turkestan (Xinjiang) were strongly tempted to come to the aid of their 'brothers' in Turkey by
rebelling against the Chinese Central Government who were on the side of the Allies.
GFA was in touch with the British Legation in Beijing as he corresponded regularly with Miles Lampson
(later Lord Kilean). Soon he was reporting to him the attitudes of community leaders in Gansu, as well
as organising film shows and other propaganda to publicise Allied successes. He kept an eye too on the
movements of enemy aliens who seemed to be acting suspiciously in the area. Miles Lampson often
communicated with him in code, letting him know about travellers heading for Lanzhou and Central Asia
whose motives were uncertain. After Russia had been knocked out of the war, his services seemed to
the Legation more valuable.
"You could not possibly be more usefully employed than where you
are at present," wrote Miles Lampson, "It is a great advantage in these
times of stress to know that we have a reliable correspondent in
Lanzhou who will keep us informed and maintain a sharp look-out."
GFA did not have to do all the looking out himself either, as he employed his own Chinese agents. In the
end, thanks to his friendship with leaders on both sides, he was credited with having been the means of
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preventing a Muslim uprising against the Chinese. It was for this that he was awarded the OBE after the
war.
This double life of GFA's was most unusual, for on principle, the CIM avoided any such political
involvement, insisting that missionaries were in China, not as agents for their Governments, but to
proclaim the everlasting Gospel. I know that years later, when Percy and I were missionaries in China,
and the Communists took over, they accused foreign missionaries of being Government agents, an
accusation which we vehemently denied. However, since reading much of GFA's activities and
thinking too of the way in which we entertained GI's stationed at Hanzhong (and also gave hospitality to
many Europeans passing through Hanzhong, including Uncle George who at the time was some kind of
underground agent), the accusation was probably justified to a larger or lesser extent.
GFA wrote of a visit he paid in September 1916 to Ningxia where Mrs. Nystrom had been 'holding the
fort' alone since the Fiddlers who worked on the same station had gone on furlough. In spite of her
isolation, George found her well and happy and very busy visiting homes and working amongst the
women of the area. He spent a day in the Manchu city where the people had sunk into great poverty
since the Republic had been established. He wrote of going to the market and, with an old evangelist,
preaching for two hours 'to a large and most attentive audience'. He was entertained to a meal in the
home of one of the wealthiest Manchus, a retired official, and explained clearly to him the way of
salvation through Jesus Christ. During the whole day he met with no evidence of antagonism either to
the preachers or to the message they proclaimed.

FURLOUGH IN ENGLAND
GFA was at that time only at the beginning of his exploits. In 1919, after eleven years in Inland China, he
and Fanny with their three children and his parents, travelled together to Shanghai and on to England on
furlough. In May 1920 he spoke at the CIM Annual Meetings in London, and at Christmas time read in a
newspaper that on 16 December Gansu in North West China had been shattered by a terrible
earthquake.
On their way back to Shanghai he completed the writing of his book "The Crescent in North-West China",
posting the Preface back to England from Port Said. They had a lot of bad weather, and both he and
Fanny proved to be bad sailors, so spent a lot of time in their bunks. On the trip they lost three men
overboard at different times. The first was a young sailor, 18 years of age, who fell overboard at about
4:15 p.m. on 27 January. George says,
"He was a good violinist and was to have played for a dance tonight.
The ship stopped and cruised round for a time, but could not find the
lad, though they picked up the two lifebuoys which had been thrown
over. This was the lad's first trip. He was a merry athletic lad and a
great pet of the Captain's. Last night he was fiddling for the sailors on
the lower deck. His untimely death has cast a gloom over the whole
ship."
On the very next day something similar happened.
"At 2:15 p.m." wrote George in his diary "I was down in the cabin,
when the ship suddenly stopped. I rushed up on deck to find that one
of the Chinese third class passengers had jumped overboard. Two
boats put off and recovered the four lifebuoys thrown over, also part of
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the man's clothing, almost certain proof that the unfortunate man had
been eaten by sharks."
On 18 February they were steaming up the river to Saigon, 30 miles inland through beautiful scenery.
Return to Table of Contents
"Another Chinaman jumped overboard in the river! A launch set out
after him at once, but did not get him - not known whether he was
drowned of swam ashore."
After leaving Saigon the weather got worse and they suffered more than ever from seasickness until on
the 22nd George records that he went to the purser and asked for a change of cabin further forward,
where the motion of the ship would nor affect them so much. They felt much better after the change.
They reached Hongkong at 9:15 on the morning of the 23rd, and on the 26th they were anchored at the
South Manchurian Railway Wharf in Shanghai. Mr. and Mrs. Westnidge were there to welcome them,
and George's comment was 'lovely to be home again'.

BACK 'HOME' IN CHINA
He speaks of long talks with Mr. Hoste and that their "designation" was to be held over until a letter from
George Andrew Snr. was received at Headquarters. In the meantime, he and Fanny caught up with
many old friends in Shanghai including the Ballers, the Judds and the Herberts, all familiar names in CIM
circles.
On 12 March they left Shanghai for Chefoo taking with them the two Judd girls, Kathie and Maybeth.
They arrived in Chefoo harbour about 3:30 p.m. on the 17th and George recorded that "our ship was
immediately boarded by hundreds of coolies wanting passage to Vladivostock. Owing to these crowds
on the gangway, we were prevented from leaving the ship for an hour." There was a joyful reunion with
their own two children, Leslie and Aileen and with the Moore children and they found themselves very
quickly again absorbed into the life of the schools.
But life never remained uneventful for long for George Findlay Andrew! On Easter Monday, 28 March,
he received a telegram from Shanghai: "Griffith, Shunteh, ill could you go and give assistance?" He
briefly states, "Replied saying I would leave in a few days."
Leslie and Aileen were now living at home as day scholars at the Chefoo Schools and on the 30th they
had a picnic in the afternoon to celebrate Leslie and Aileen's birthdays as well as those of their nieces
Jessie (Meili) and Marjorie Moore which were also in March. On Thursday 31st at 8 p.m. he boarded
the SS Fengtien and by Saturday 2 April he was in Tianjin where his brother Arthur was waiting to meet
him. Arthur, though by this time 30 years of age, was still a bachelor, but he was very soon to become
engaged to the eldest of the Levitsky sisters, so while George was in Tianjin they were both invited to tea
with the Levitsky family.
George himself was staying at the CIM and a lot of his time was taken up getting passes to Beijing and
bookings on the train. He left in the early morning of Tuesday 5 April and Arthur went with him as far as
Beijing. There he went at once to the offices of the International Famine Relief Commission and got a
first class pass to Shende where he arrived at about 11 a.m. on the morning of the 6th to find Mr. Griffith
sitting up for the first time.
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RELIEF WORK
He received a warm welcome from both Mr. and Mrs. Griffith and he started in straight away distributing
grain to hundreds of famine stricken folk. The story of the next two weeks was all the same:
8 April "Another several hundred famine stricken folk received grain. Some pitiful sights among
them."
9 April "80 tons of grain arrived from Mukden."
10 April "A welcome shower of rain. Busy in the afternoon getting the grain from the station 800 bags."
11 April "Distribution of grain to Kufang people".
13 April "Distribution of grain to Paishan people".
14 April "Very busy writing out tickets".
16 April "Busy all day distributing grain and writing tickets".
21 April "Another big grain distribution".
22 April "Further grain distribution in a tremendous dust storm".
24 April (Sunday) "Left on the 5:55 p.m. train for Peking".
This surely must have been God's preparation for the future, for it was while he was still at Shunde that
he received five telegrams, one of them from the Governor of Gansu, beseeching him to come at once
and head up the field operations of the Lanzhou International Earthquake Relief Committee.
Only waiting long enough to get permission from Shanghai, but without returning to Chefoo, by 29 April
he was back in Beijing preparing for the long trip to Lanzhou. By 2 May all his preparations were
complete and he was ready to leave on the 11 p.m. train. An unexpected wire from Arthur said business
was bringing him to Beijing that morning, so the brothers met again and Arthur was there to see him off
on the night train. He reached Zhengzhou at 11 p.m. on the night of 3 May and spent the night at the
YMCA where "the accommodation and attendance is very poor." From Zhengzhou to Guanyindang by
train, and there he hired carts for the trip to Xi'an - two carts at $83. His diary records:
6 May (Friday) "Kwan Yin Tang to Miao Keo - 35 li (3 li = 1 mile) - very bad roads - Zhang Mao
(15 li)
7 May Zhang Mao to Chiaozigo (38 li) to Lingbaoxian (52 li). It was on this day that he passed
Mr. Gustafson travelling to the railway and also "passed the dead body of a man half eaten by
dogs - horrible!"
8 May Wenshangxian (60 li) less than they had hoped but "had considerable trouble crossing
the river owing to its being swollen by rain which fell in the night. Roads bad."
9 May A late start owing to rain again in the night. "Got to Dongguan at 4 p.m., changed axles
there and left again at 6 p.m. Soldiers were very rude and tried to set the beggars on to
us. The officials at Dongguan insisted on sending two policemen with us as escort!"
Wenshangxian to Huayingmao (95 long li) 9:30 p.m.
10 May Heavy rain prevented them from starting off, so George took the opportunity to write
letters. "In the afternoon Russell and Watson arrived from Xi'an and told us of Mr.
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Stevens having been seized in Fengxiang by a Captain Wu (one of Guoqian's men) and
held as hostage.
11 May Huayingmiao to Wunanxian (120 li). Very bad roads.
12 May Wunanxian to Shilitian (120 li)
mudholes."

"The last ten li simply awful, one long string of

13 May Arrived X'ian about 10 a.m.

HOSTAGE
They were now in Shaanxi Province and GFA gives an account of what followed,
"The contrast as soon as we entered Shaansi was most marked. The province seems
to be in a more lawless state than ever and the general feeling seems to be that ere long
there will be another big outbreak throughout the province.
When I arrived here I found Mrs. Stevens here and learnt from herself of the trouble
which has overtaken Mr. Stevens in Fengxiang. Owing to Mrs. Stevens being in such a
distressed state and feeling unable to write to you a clear statement of the facts, she
has asked me to write. It appears that a leader of the name of Guoqian, who has been
outlaw, brigand, government official and then rebel again, is now besieged in
Fengxiang by the Tu Tu of this province on the east, and the Gansu troops on the west.
Guo's right hand man appears to be one Captain Wei who is also besieged with him in
the city.
For some time past it has been apparent that there has been some
disagreement between Guoqian and Wei, and at one time (about the middle of April) it
was rumoured that Wei had promised to sell Gouqian into the hands of the Tu Tu.
However this did not come to pass. Toward the end of last month the Tu Tu seized the
father and other members of the family of Wei and it seemed as though the old man was
going to be killed. At this juncture (I think it was about the 28th ult.)Wei sent for Mr.
Stevens and told him that he was going to hold him hostage against the safety of his
father and, in the event of the old man having been put to death, Mr. Stevens life would
not be worth much.
Mr. Stevens had to write a letter to Mr. Shorrock of the Baptist Mission here, and Mrs.
Stevens was sent out of the city with it. She was not allowed to go to the mission home
for shoes or hat or money, but was escorted outside the gate and told to go. She was
fired upon by the besiegers and had a very hard journey here.
When the officials here were first interviewed about the matter, they stated that Wei's
father had already been shot, but last Sunday the Tu Tu acknowledged to Mr. Shorrock
that the old man and the other members of the family are being kept in safety. Mr.
Stevens has been able to send in several letters. He is being kept in confinement in the
headquarters of Wei and is not allowed to go to the Tang (mission home) though the old
evangelist is allowed to sleep in the room with him at night and Mr. Steven's servant is
allowed to prepare and bring him food.
I share the view of many others here that there is no immediate danger of his life.
Evidently there is great indignation throughout the district among the people by whom
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the Stevens are held in such high respect. From all accounts Mr. and Mrs. Stevens
have been most careful to abstain from anything which might seem to be interference in
the affairs of either one side or the other. This has been freely acknowledged by the Tu
Tu and other high officials here. Poor Mrs. Stevens is undergoing a tremendous strain
and only the Lord Himself can sustain her physically and mentally.
On Friday evening late, a telegram came to Mr. Shorrock from Peking (Beijing) which
reads: "Your telegram 5 May. Matter being vigorously pressed here. Would it be
possible to get in direct touch with the captor through British missionary Andrew shortly
passing Sian (Xi'an) on way to Kansu (Gansu). If so please arrange with him and inform
Legation. Alston." I propose proceeding on my way to Gansu tomorrow and travelling
with all possible speed to Binzhou. At Binzhou I can leave the main road and go over
the hills to Longzhou or Qianyang at one of which places I hope to see General Kong
who is the commander of the Gansu troops and who has been appointed by
Presidential mandate to command all operations against Fengxiang. I know General
Kong personally and will ask him to do what he can and in the event of the city falling, to
take all possible precautions to get Mr. Stevens out.
Since I commenced this letter, we have heard of a special messenger just in from
Fengxiang bringing a letter from Mr. Stevens. He writes that all the schoolgirls have
been got away to Mei Xian and that the besieging troops are now all round the city
within about two li of the walls, but that not much fighting is going on."

EARTHQUAKE RELIEF IN GANSU
Casualties from the fifteen minute quake on the night of 16 December had numbered more than a
quarter of a million. Whole towns collapsed and at Haiyuan alone 80,000 people had perished. From
Guyuan 24 cartloads of wounded people were taken to Pingliang where a missionary named Tornvall,
though not a doctor, had attained fame as a physician and surgeon and did all he could to ease their
sufferings.
Huge mountainsides had shifted burying entire communities and blocking river valleys, creating new
expanding lakes. The greatest danger was that these would overflow causing floods, not only in Gansu
but in heavily populated provinces far down the Yellow River (Huang He). It was decided to employ men
who had lost everything to cut channels through, and clear these lakes. They all had to be housed and
fed in remote mountain areas where fresh earth tremors were constantly occurring. These men were
paid well so that they could rebuild their farms.
GFA found himself in charge of 15,000 men working to release twenty lakes. His official assignment
was "to clear the valleys of the debris which blocks them, to push the mountains back into place, to
restore communications and to stabilise the economy"!! Under him were three missionaries,
"R.Koenrgswald formerly one of Uncle Sam's 'doughnut boys' but now with the
Christian and Missionary Alliance, R.Seaman from Australia of the CIM and
R.Jamieson from the Canadian Assemblies of God. A number of Chinese deputies
sent out from the Lanzhou Christian Church worked with them in taking charge and
oversight of the above operations. It was to the ingenuity and faithful service of these
men, and to the spirit of wholehearted co-operation between Chinese and foreigner that
the success of the undertaking was due".
So GFA wrote in one of his reports and
again in glowing terms he referred to the men who worked with him. "What a grand thing
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to come among such a people serving their material interests to the limit of strength and
means, and bringing them that glorious Gospel of redeeming love which brings comfort
in place of anguish, joy in place of sorrow and that deep peace of God which passes
understanding."
His base was at the main site at Qingzhangi where the cutting was a mile long and 200 feet deep. 3,800
men were employed there and one day's wages for them in the current brass coins weighed 12 tons.
He said himself that "something over 35 tons of cash was needed each day to pay the 15,000 men
working in the whole area." So GFA printed his own paper currency which could be exchanged in the
towns at a good rate! He who had never been trained for such tasks found that he could do whatever
needed to be done.
The earthquake area covered 13,000 square miles of NE Gansu and was 600 miles from the nearest
railway. Carts, horses, mules, donkeys and camels were all pressed into service, for it was a race
against time - and brigands.
"On the evening of 29 August" he wrote, "I returned late from a journey
round the area. Being tired I must have slept very soundly for, during
the night, Muslim robbers entered my room, drugged me with a special
kind of incense manufactured for the purpose, and decamped with
nearly all my belongings."
At each cutting the final release of water, watched by anxious thousands, was highly dangerous.
"When these huge lakes, two or three miles in length, really began to move, the power of the torrent of
water released was indescribable." It was not part of GFA's make-up to magnify his own part in that
dangerous work. When no-one dared to remove the dam across the mouth of the cutting he casually
remarks that "eventually this had to be undertaken by the foreigner in charge". The entire job had to be
done before the heavy winter frosts set in, and not till it was finished did he set off again for the coast to
rejoin his longsuffering wife and children.

ADVENTURES DURING THE BREAK FROM RELIEF WORK
"As work was impossible during the months of the winter frost, I took the opportunity to
make a trip to the coast to replenish supplies during the months when outdoor work was
impossible. I find from my diary that on the night of 28 November 1921, I was resting
overnight in the little town of Longde at the foot of the high Liupanshan pass which lies
at 10,500 feet above sea level. I was in the company of two high Chinese officials and
the three of us occupied the chief room in the inn. About 10 o'clock I awoke from my first
beauty sleep, having dreamed that someone I knew had just died, and that I had been
called upon to make a diversion from our direct line of travel to the railhead in order to
bury this friend. After a short time I fell asleep and strange to say, the dream continued.
I found myself riding my horses down a deep gully between high mountains, and when
I arrived at the destination, I was taken to a room with a door on one side and two
windows on the further wall, whilst in the centre of the room, on two Chinese stools, was
placed a large Chinese coffin. Just as I bent over to peer into the coffin to try and
distinguish the features of the heretofore unidentified friend, I awoke. I was so
impressed with this happening that on the following morning before departure, I said to
my two travelling companions, "Someone I know died last night."
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We continued our journey, successfully negotiated the high pass, and two days later
came to the prefectural city of Pingliang. As we were an official caravan, I went to the
Yamen of the Defense Commissioner to report our arrival and seek information
regarding the onward way. It was then I was advised that the city of Binzhou, four days'
journey along the road, was under siege by a large army of brigands and the road was
considered so dangerous that the Defense Commissioner refused to give his approval
to our proceeding.
Just as I mounted my horse in the courtyard of the Yamen, my attention was attracted
by a runner pushing his way through the crowd who presented me with a letter in a
foreign envelope. In those days in that area, foreign envelopes were restricted in use
almost entirely to foreign correspondence. I took the letter and found it addressed to
the missionary at Pingliang who himself was absent from the city and was prevented
from returning home by the hostilities which debarred our proceeding. I opened the
letter and found it to be a desperate appeal for assistance from the wife of a missionary
in the city of Longzhou which is two hard days' journey south-east of Pingliang, our
caravan having come in from the north-west. The letter stated that the lady's husband
was desperately ill and she was appealing to Pingliang as the city of her nearest foreign
neighbours.
After a rest of a few hours I set off for Longzhou and after very hard riding down the
very gully I had seen in my dreams, I came to the city of Longzhou to find the lady who
had written the letter in deep distress as her husband had passed on. She took me to
the very room I had seen in my dreams where the coffin was set forth exactly as I had
seen, and before she told me the time of her husband's death. I said to her, "Your
husband passed on between 10 and 11 o'clock on the night of the 28th of last month."
After carrying out the funeral services and doing what I could to console the widow and
her two children, I set off to rejoin my caravan in Pingliang.
On the return journey the weather broke. We ran into heavy snow. Wandering about in
what was virtually a blizzard, I came upon a sorry looking group of Russian refugees,
some 28 in number. They had made the long overland trip by foot across the borders
of Russia through Xinjiang and Gansu and were heading for the China coast. They
were a Red Cross unit under General Bouligon who had been attached to the Koltchak
army, but having been cut off from their base they had to flee. They were in a very sad
state when I found them and I took them on with me to Pingliang. There I managed to
get funds to hire a number of carts and to outfit them to the best of my ability against the
inclement weather.
So I found myself with a caravan of 28 carts and some riding
animals as well. This was too large a caravan to maintain indefinitely, but with the
agreement of all the members of the caravan, I decided we should push on and hope to
get through the fighting lines.
On the morning of 13 December, we left Pingliang and in the early afternoon arrived at
the village of Dingkou which was completely deserted."
They were planning to spend the night there but later in the day a muleteer who GFA knew came
through and strongly advised against it because of the almost nightly raids from bandits. He offered to
lead them to a safer place and by 9 o'clock that night they were comfortably settled in a large cave
opening out on to a well beaten threshing floor.
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They made a hot meal and then sat round talking and singing. George says
"Among the refugee group was a male quartet, and the memory of that night will live
with me to the day I die. Just at midnight in that little cave illumined by the light of three
candles, the whole party rose, uncovered, and joined in singing the old Russian
National Anthem." Then they all wrote their names on a slip of paper for him - a paper
he kept for the rest of his life. "Many of these names have since become well known in
Shanghai: General Bouligon, the leader who for many years was employed in the
Shanghai French Municipal Council; Dr. Kassakoff who became the founder of the
Russian Emigrants' Association and the man who established the Russian Emigrants'
Hospital in Shanghai; Colonel Tatarinoff whose son was employed for years in the
Traffic Department of the French Municipal Council; General Bouligon's secretary who
has had a marked career as a singer in the USA; Sister Olga Troubnikoff who entered
the service of the Church and became an abbess; Sisters Anna and Sophie
Cheseowea and Sister Tatiana Evans."
At 2 a.m. GFA and his "mafoo" rode off into the night to investigate reports of a brigand camp some 10
miles distant. Just after daybreak, without warning, men suddenly appeared from behind the rocks and
pulled them off their horses. They were bound and taken off to where the brigand commander was still
asleep. When he woke, GFA learned that he came from Tianshui in the south of the Province and, as
soon as he realised that George was the foreigner who had been doing such intensive relief work over
so many months of distress, his whole attitude changed to one of friendliness.
GFA at once brought up the question of the caravan, and a party was immediately sent to bring them in
without harm. The brigands tried to persuade them all to stay the night and accept their hospitality, but
GFA "drawing on past experience" urged that they were in a hurry and must press on. So by nightfall
they were a good ten miles from the camp. They found an open threshing floor where they could put all
their carts and animals. From the Russian refugees, George posted sentries, and then, thoroughly
exhausted after 36 hours on the road, fell into a deep sleep.
The night's adventures were not yet over. He was roused by one of the sentries indicating that
something was wrong, and he now heard what he thought were rifle shots and saw lights coming
towards them along the path they had travelled earlier. Thinking the brigands they had parted with had
now regretted letting them go, he took two of his Chinese men and went off to meet them. To his
surprise they met another long caravan like their own who had been following them in the hope that if the
first lot got through so would the second. The sound he had taken for rifle shots was the cracking of their
carters' whips.
The brigands had already robbed them of everything they possessed, even to
plundering the personal effects of the carters and muleteers who were usually granted immunity,
because "they brought business to the brigands". Two men had been shot and their dead bodies were
in one of the carts already frozen stiff, while one badly wounded man died in George's arms soon after.
The two caravans now joined forces and, when they set off again, there were no less than 40 carts in
one long caravan. They made a long stage of 40 miles to Lichuan "where we found safety and peace
behind the disciplined forces of General Feng Yuxiang" (The latter known as "the Christian General").
Over a period of some three or four years GFA was instrumental in bringing or assisting over 2,000 such
refugees from this northwest area to reach Shanghai, Tianjin or Hankou. The group mentioned above
reached Shanghai in January 1922 and some of them, as he said, became distinguished members of
the international community there. Tatiana Evans was the daughter of a Lancashire mill worker, and
GFA was able to get her a passport so that she could rejoin her parents in Siberia. Long after, she
married a French officer, and they entertained GFA in Versailles.
Many years later, when GFA was
an old man in Saskatoon, Canada, he re-read his diary for 1921.
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"I sat upon my verandah and relived the scenes of 1921 which were to
prove far more momentous in my life than I appreciated at the time of
their occurrence."
The work he and others had done did not go unnoticed by the Government of China. Mr. Mann, who
followed George Andrew as Field Superintendent for the northwest, had acted as chairman and English
Secretary for the International Earthquake Relief Committee in Lanzhou, while GFA and, at times Mr.
Roy Seaman, both of the CIM, worked at the reconstruction sites. GFA and Mr. Mann both received
from the President of the Chinese Republic the Decoration of the Third Class Jia He Zhang (Excellent
Crop), and another honour was given to Mr. Seaman.
A joint letter of thanks to the CIM for the services of these men was written by the Military and Civil
Governors of Gansu. The final paragraph said,
"In the days to come, the work you have accomplished . . . will speak
for you and so enable both foreigners and Chinese alike to know that
your achievements are by no means insignificant, and that your
honourable religion is to be congratulated on having such men."
Reunited with Fanny and his children at Chefoo, Leslie now ten, Aileen eight and James Mervyn born
22 October 1916 probably just commencing his school life, George did not have long to enjoy being a
family again. By June of 1922 he and Fanny were back in Lanzhou having escorted Mrs. Mark Botham
up for her wedding to Mark. They remained there until 1925 when GFA was appointed to the staff of the
Boys' School in Chefoo.
He continued his work in the Lanzhou Boys' School and in March 1924 a brief note in the Mission
magazine commented:
"It is interesting to learn that the Governor of Gansu has given Mr.
G.F.Andrew an unconditional donation of $20,000 towards the
expense of the Boys' School in Lanzhou."
By this time George and Fanny were the only remaining members of the "Andrew Clan" working in
Gansu. When his parents returned from furlough in 1922 they were relieved of the administration work
in the north-west and asked to go to Shunde in Cheli nearer the coast. By this time George was 65 and
Jessie 64, and in 1923 the Moores were asked to go to Shunde to help in the work there also, but we
have always felt it was as much to help Esther's parents in their old age.
In 1924 George was asked to escort Mr. Gibb of the Shanghai Headquarters staff on a tour of the
north-west. The Manns were returning to Lanzhou and so were able to bring Mr. Gibb that far, but GFA
met them in Xi'an and took over from there on. They ran into trouble from brigands almost at once. Mr.
Mann has written an account of it:
"Travelling in Troublous Times.
We left Xi'an on Tuesday. On the first and second day we saw nothing and heard very
little of the conditions ahead. Trade was at a standstill and there was not traffic on the
road. On the third day we arrived within sound of fighting. We could procure no inn that
night and the whole party (Mr. & Mrs. Mann and daughter, Mr. GW Gibb and GFA and
the servant) lodged in a butcher's empty shop. After many consultations and much
prayer we all decided to try and get through the next day by going as far from the
besieged city as we could.
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When our six carts loaded up early next morning, no one knew whether we were going
back or going forward. We had no sooner left than five pack mules and about twenty
men prepared to follow us and, since they were able to take short cuts, we had not gone
ten li before they were following hard behind our carts.
Just as they caught up with us our troubles commenced. We were wondering how and
where we should go, so Mr. Andrew and I walked about a hundred yards ahead of the
carts. When we were hoping we were in safety, we suddenly heard rifle firing in a
village to the north. We went past that village at a fast walk, and were glad when we
were clear. Every village passed brought us nearer the safety zone and we were
thinking thus when the carter gave a queer look behind and said, "They are firing." The
next moment the whizz of a bullet and the report of a rifle assured us he was right. The
carters at once decided to make a run for safety, and the mules were whipped to a
gallop. The roads were very rough, but we could not stop to think of that.
It appears that the brigands were in the village and must have been asleep after a
night's watching, for they came out gradually, just a few at first, but they gradually
increased in numbers until the rifle firing was continuous. They pursued us firing as
they ran, while we went as fast as the animals could travel. While we were all in a line
we did not present a very big target, but at one place we had to turn right across their
front to cross a bridge and then turn back again. I scarcely dared hope we should all get
safely round that place, but we did, and as we crouched as low down in the cart as
possible, we gave thanks to God.
Just then the mule of our cart got his legs entangled in the ropes of the leading tandem
mule. The bullets were coming so fast in our exposed position that we had to go on as
we were, and so we galloped till we got a little cover, when we rectified the trouble. We
ran in this way for more than two miles, when the firing stopped and we were able to let
the animals rest for a few minutes to get breath.
We learnt later that they ceased firing when they caught up with the pack mules and foot
passengers. The shot two of the muleteers and robbed all the men of their belongings,
taking the mules back with them. They got a big prize, as the mules were loaded with
valuables belonging to several officers in Xi'an. The pack mules which followed us
probably saved us, as otherwise the brigands would have pursued us further.
We were thankful and realised that our lives are in a fresh way not our own, but the
Lord's, Who saved us to be of further service.
Our real troubles commenced when we reached the railhead. The robbers in the hotels and on the
railway are more exasperating than the brigands on the road. It is a case of paying their squeeze and
trying not to feel angry."
It was not easy for the CIM to know what to do with a man of GFA's calibre, nor how to make the best
use of his many gifts. In Lanzhou he had for a time been the headmaster of the CIM school for Chinese
boys, and from May 1925 he spent four years on the staff of the Boys' School at Chefoo. When I came
to know him after 1932 I got the impression that in spite of many compensations from living in Chefoo,
those were not the years of his varied service which he enjoyed most. Possibly he stayed on for Fanny's
sake as life in the interior was getting too much for her, or it may have been for the sake of his children.
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By 1925 Leslie was 13, Aileen 11 and Mervyn 9. In July of that year GFA baptised Leslie and his niece
Jessie Moore and others in the sea. Jessie's father, Arthur Moore, wrote to her at that time,
"We have been so glad that Grandad (George Andrew Snr.) took
preparatory meetings and also spoke at the service on the shore. I'm
sure you would enjoy him and understand the meaning of baptism as
he is so clear. We were also glad to know that Uncle George baptised
you."
Maida Contento, who was on the Chefoo staff at the same time as George said,
"He was a very good teacher but it was a role which used up only a
fraction of his capacity as an innovator and adventurer."
While I was in Scotland in 1982 I met Dr. Bernard Walker who was at Chefoo when GFA was on the staff
there. His family lived next to them so he saw a lot of the Andrew children. He says GFA taught
geography. He was tall and good looking and always wore a leather coat which was much admired. A
link between the two families was that Robert Walker (Bernard's father), GFA, JOFraser and Arthur
Taylor, who was also on the Chefoo staff and later became CIM Secretary for Scotland, all sailed to
China together.
Bernard remembers GFA lecturing to the school on the Lamasery of Kumbum and on the earthquake in
Gansu. His memories of the children are more of Aileen and Mervyn than of Leslie who was older. He
told me Aileen was a very attractive girl and the boys all enjoyed looking at her but stood rather in awe of
her! Mervyn was nearer Bernard's age. He had a tremor in his hands so was teased by the other boys,
and the doctor told him not to drink tea, only water, because of it. This may have been something to do
with the brain tumour which later was the cause of his death.

FAMINE RELIEF IN GANSU - 1929
GFA's period of family life did not last very long. In 1929
"in response to an urgent appeal from the International Famine Relief
Commission of Peking, I was released from my teaching duties to
make a tour of investigation in Gansu where acute famine conditions
were reported."
He left Chefoo on 17 March 1929 and was gone four and a half months, caught up in a gigantic and
terrible drama, the memory of which haunted his dreams for months and even years afterwards, as he
once told us.
From the railhead in Henan he set out for the eleventh time on the 750 mile cart trip to Lanzhou. Once
in Gansu he found himself on "a veritable trail of death". The dead lay unburied on the roadside and in
the streets of the cities. Parents abandoned their dying children and stripped bark from the Return to
Table of Contents
trees to feed themselves. Even the dead were being eaten and, outside Lanzhou huge communal
graves were dug to try and dispose of some of the dead.
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"When typhus struck it was impossible to go outside without seeing
dead bodies. People were just dying in swarms.
Four CIM
missionaries and nine Roman Catholics died at that time; money
ceased to be of any value and at the CIM hospital in Lanzhou (where
Dr. Rand died) a thousand people were fed daily, while hordes of
destitute refugees wandered through the province. It was impossible
to relieve every one and yet we knew that every one we turned away
was doomed."
No wonder the horror of those days haunted his mind for years afterwards.
The only source of food was Xining district. Peas and barley were floated down the Yellow River in yak
and bullock skins and these, roasted and ground, mixed in equal quantities with water added, made a
really nutritious meal.
War augmented the problem which probably took two million lives. Near Xining GFA went to Danga
where, on 15 February Muslim bandits held the town for two hours and, during the time, massacred
2171 Chinese between the ages of 17 and 70. In retaliation the Muslim mecca of Hejou had been
devastated and its wonderful mosques as well as the CIM Hospital there, were completely destroyed.
GFA made his survey and then had to find a way out through these murderous armies. Rather than
return by the way he had come, he decided to go down the Yellow River to the railhead at Baotou, a trip
of 1200 miles. As he had to take with him 63oz of gold, the balance of the relief funds, he secreted part
of it in his belt and part was in gold bangles which he wore high up on his arm.
He hired a raft with a crew of five. It was made of 180 goat skins inflated and lashed to a framework of
poles. On this were erected two parallel shelters, low enough to offer little resistance to the wind. There
were two heavey oars at each end.
At that moment came word that Mr. Rist of the CIM was gravely ill with typhus 330 miles downstream at
Zhongwei. Realizing that there was not too much chance of anyone over forty recovering from typhus,
GFA asked Mr. Mann, the then Superintendent in Gansu, to give him a sealed envelope with advice in it
for Mrs. Rist in case her husband died. Miss Gomersal of the CIM hospital in Lanzhou volunteered to go
with him to help with the nursing. On Friday 5 July 1929 they were given a great send-off at the riverside,
tying up for the night ten miles downstream.
Next day GFA thoroughly enjoyed himself as they shot the rapids for forty miles through magnificent
gorges, where sheer cliffs on both sides offered little hope for anyone wrecked at spots like the human
cauldron or the wolf s jaws , or trapped in the numerous whirlpools. The crew, to ensure safety,
scattered bread on the raging waters to placate the dragon spirits.
In flatter country beyond, a strong wind forced them to tie up to the bank for the whole of 7 July, but it
died down after midnight, so at 2 am on Monday 8 July, they set off once more and actually covered the
150 miles to Zhongwei by sunset. The city was three miles from the river, so it was dark when they
reached the CIM house outside the East Gate. It had formerly been an inn.
They found Mr. Rist in a very serious condition, though he managed to recognize GFA and to say with a
smile, It s good to see old friends again.
Mrs. Rist was exhausted, so they persuaded her to go to
bed while Miss Gomersal and GFA stayed up all night with the patient. At 10:23 next morning he died
peacefully. Findlay Andrew went out to buy a coffin, but the big problem was where to bury their friend,
as the CIM owned no land in Zhongwei. During the morning the old Belgian Catholic priest came around
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to offer his sympathy to Mrs. Rist and, hearing from GFA of the problem, he offered them a corner of the
beautiful garden he had created many years before outside the city on the Lanzhou road. It was richly
stocked with flowers from home, and there they laid him sleeping among the flowers in the sure and
certain hope of a glorious resurrection.
GFA produced Mr. Mann s letter for Mrs. Rist and, after
reading it, she decided to accompany him on the raft to go to her children in Chefoo.
At the time when Mr. Rist died, Paul Contento was a fairly new worker living with them at Zhongwei. He
wrote:
“The situation at the time of the death of Lloyd Rist is still vivid. We had
managed to send on a telegram to Lanzhou for medical help and Miss
Gomersal volunteered to come. She must have been about thirty at
that time and highly respected as an efficient nurse. GFA volunteered
to escort her down the Yellow River by raft because it would have been
too dangerous for her to come alone. When George arrived at the
riverside, I rushed them by horseback to the city. Mr. Rist had been
getting steadily worse and was approaching the crisis. Mrs. Rist had
been quite depressed and was considerably cheered when George
and
Gammy
arrived. After she had taken charge Gammy told
George and me that Lloyd

s fever was already 105

and climbing,

but she kept him alive for three days with various drugs. He died on the
Thursday morning.
It was decided that Mrs. Rist should leave at once with George and
Gammy for escorts down the Yellow River to the coast where her
children were at the Chefoo School. George was just the right man to
console a stricken widow, and I am sure that the two weeks they
travelled together helped Mrs. Rist keep her sanity. She had always
been very dependent on her husband.”
On Friday 12 July they embarked from Zhongwei and travelled day and night down through the Alashan
Desert beyond Ningxia which Government troops had recently recaptured from the Moslem bandits
under the command of their young general Ma Zhongying. It seemed wiser to hide close under the bank
by day and to travel by night. But early one morning they were caught by a band of forty Turkish
speaking men camped right on the bank, who covered them with their guns. They were “rough and
swarthy, heavily dressed against the cold, and armed with huge knives.”
GFA parleyed with them from the raft, speaking Mandarin to two Chinese in the party. His friendliness
and cheerfulness made some kind of dialogue possible. They wanted money, but he managed to
convince them there was none “on the raft”. He did not feel it necessary to tell them he had a
considerable sum on his arms and in his belt, and also sewn up in a lambskin tied under the raft!
Then they decided to take him off for ransom, and they brought two horses down to the river bank for
that purpose. Negotiations lasted six hours, and eventually he persuaded them to take his field glasses
and some of his clothes instead. Two of the bandits decided to go with him as an escort, but that
seemed a small price to pay for freedom to continue their journey down the muddy river.
Their troubles were not over, however. A few miles further on, at 3 pm, they ran aground on a sandbank
and, at that moment, another band of brigands appeared on the bank and began to shoot at them! With
bullets whistling overhead and hitting the water around them, they hurriedly formed a barricade of boxes
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and crouched behind them and the two shelters while the crew struggled desperately to get the raft clear
of the sandbank. After twenty minutes they succeeded, but all through the night strong shots were being
fired in their direction.
By this time GFA was beginning to feel he should try to contact young General Ma to ask for safe
conduct through the Government lines. With this in mind, when they were stopped yet again next
morning by a lone sentry on the bank, he boldly asked where the commander s headquarters were.
“By a most happy coincidence I found that he had arrived at midnight at
a farmhouse which was just becoming visible to us on the horizon.”
One of the bandit escorts agreed to go with him there but unfortunately there were several old canals
between them and the farmhouse.
“We swam the first one, and climbed out on the opposite bank to be
welcomed by a volley of shots. Running at top speed we got across a
level bit of ground to the next canal, flung ourselves into the water,
crawled up the far bank and dashed on with the young General s
outposts all aroung us shouting and firing. By dodging from side to side
we escaped the bullets and at last, muddy, sopping wet and out of
breath, we stumbled into the first shack we came to.
A soldier
wrapped in a wadded quilt was lying on the crude brick shelf which
serves as a bed in Mongolian farm houses. Sleepily he turned towards
us, scanned my streaming face, noted the mud caking my hands and
knees and then, still staring gravely at me, he said,
Hello,
Headmaster Andrew!
It was one of GFA’s former pupils from the
school in Lanzhou, and he also knew the second man in the shack.
It was not long before the young General was roused, and in that
farmhouse I had one of the most interesting experiences of my whole
life. I dined with him and, for four hours we talked about a variety of
subjects. He was only 19, courteous and kindly, grave and careful of
his personal appearance, almost to the point of effeminacy. He was
head of a ragged but loyal army of 40,000 men...”
Cold winds of the Alashan Desert whistled through the chinks in the wall as GFA broke to the young
General the news that his father had been taken out and shot in Lanzhou.
Meanwhile, on the raft, Mrs. Rist was wondering what had happened to him and if she would ever see
him again, but in the late afternoon he returned in triumph, mounted on the General s own mule and
escorted by the very guards who had been firing at them. Two of the General s men were deputed to
see them safely on their way to the railhead at Baotou which they reached on 20 July. When at last they
got to Tianjin, GFA made his way to the Chartered Bank and asked to be taken into the Manager s
office. He then removed his coat, shirt and belt and out shot 60ozs of gold on to the desk!

SHORT RESPITE IN CHEFOO
By August he was back at Chefoo, surprised to find it hard to think straight after the long drawn out
horrid nightmare through which he had passed. He could still hear the cries of the abandoned children
in Gansu, children whose parents had tried in vain to sell them in the market. At dawn on Easter
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Sunday he recalled that he had to turn his back and run away from them “for there was nothing I could
do.”
But his accounts of the famine had galvanised many American Christians into action and soon funds
were pouring into the coffers of the International Famine Relief Commission. There was one condition
attached to this generosity. It was insisted that George Findlay Andrew must be given the responsibility
for its wise use, and so the CIM was once again asked to release him. He shrank from the task, but Mr.
DE Hoste, the General Director, agreed that he should take it up, even though some questioned whether
physical relief was really part of the missionary program. Mr. Hoste felt it was impossible to hold aloof.
“Relief effort, prompted by the right motive of missionary zeal, is an
interpretation in living terms of the Gospel of the Son of God Who
Himself spoke so eloquently through a ministry of loving deeds”, he
said.
6 February 1930 was fixed for his departure from Chefoo. Then his father was taken ill on 3 February
and GFA held his arm on that last walk up to the house.
Father was very anxious that I should not
delay my departure , he wrote later, and asked those around him to use their influence to get me to
go and leave him.
This however Findlay was not willing to do, and he was probably right for George
Andrew died on 10 February and the funeral was on the 12th. In deference to his wishes GFA left by the
first available boat for Tianjin, which was on the 14th. He took Fanny with him as far as Beijing, for he
feared that otherwise she would collapse, and there were other staff members who were willing to take
over her workload.

FAMINE RELIEF - 1930
Reports of fighting and banditry in Kansu were so bad that he decided to get his own one and a half ton
lorry. Paul Contento remembers GFA when he was working with the Famine Relief Commission. The
main problem was transportation. He and Mr. Rule of the C&MA brought up a truck with relief supplies,
but the roads were so bad the truck broke down and had to be pulled into Lanzhou by oxen.
During the course of his duties he often dropped in to the Lanzhou Mission Home. We discovered his
great capacity for retelling events or stories in his own inimitable way. Night after wintery night we would
sit round the fire to listen to George relating some event or happening while we hung on his every word.
One night Mr. Rule was sitting in the circle and George was silent. Suddenly Mr. Rule spoke up and said
“George, are you going to tell stories tonight? If not, I’m going to bed!”
With three companions and enough petrol for the three thousand mile round trip, GFA left Tianjin on 6
March travelling through Shanxi and Shaanxi to Pingliang in Gansu. From then on they were struggling
to stay alive, skirt battlefields, care for the wounded and keep the lorry going. At length it gave up and
he succeeded in hiring mules, six cows, two donkeys and twenty men to tow it ignominiously over the
last eighty miles to Lanzhou. It took them three days, but at last on 12 April they arrived at the capital.
With handsome financial backing and many willing helpers, both Chinese and foreign, he ambarked
upon a long summer of relief work in the hope of a bumper autumn harvest, which actually eventuated.
Operating in fourteen districts of Gansu, he employed 20,000 labourers in reclaiming farmlands, building
bridges and dykes, excavating springs in the mountains, and constructing hundreds of miles of roads.
Large stocks of grain were brought down the Yellow River from Xining, while convoys of mules carried
great quantities of silver between the camps without losing a single load.
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At three main relief depots, 10,000 people, mostly women and children, received daily rations. Findlay
estimated that by these means 100,000 people who would otherwise have died were kept alive until the
next harvest. “We planted a crop of buckwheat over a wide area and reaped it within fifty days.”
Following his principle of making personal contact with leaders, he could actually say,
“We received sympathetic assistance from all classes of society;
Government, business, private, rebel and brigand!”
When the great city of Tianshui fell to a bandit army in May and was given over to looting and massacre,
the relief lost $5,300, a very large sum in those days.
“I sent a personal letter to the Muslim leader of that horde, reminding
him of the friendship I had with his father and his brother, and
representing our loss of trust funds. He was not content till he received
notification from me that all the money had been refunded.”
When Anting was overrun in August, he lost $100,000 but got it all back within a week. As usual he said
very little about himself while paying tribute to missionaries and Chinese colleagues, two of whom
insisted on accompanying him one day when he said, “It was necessary for me to enter a city which was
under fire and being attacked by 13,000 brigands.”
With a good harvest in sight, he decided against establishing a permanent relief institution and closed
the centres on 31 August. He left Lanzhou on 8 September once again by raft, as he had sold the lorry.
Three other rafts crammed with women and children took the chance of travelling with him for safety.
Ahead of them several rafts were robbed and in some cases all the passengers were shot. On one
occasion they were trying to slip past a dangerous spot held by a large group of bandits, but at midnight
a strong wind blew them to the shore, and for three hours they had to stay there in dead silence until at
last they could move on.
On the 14th day they reached the railhead at Baotou, and after several months away he at last rejoined
Fanny at Chefoo, but his days at the Chefoo School were really ended.

RESCUE OF MRS HAYWARD AND MISS GOMERSAL
The Commission retained his services until the end of the year, so it was while he was sitting at his desk
in their Beijing offices at 10:30 am on 29 November that he received a telegram from Baotou to say that
a man had come in with the news that Mrs. Hayward and Miss Gomersal of the CIM had been robbed on
the river west of the city, and were in the hands of the bandits at some location unknown.
Mrs. Hayward had been sent from Lanzhou with suspected cancer and Miss Gomersal had offered to
accompany her on the raft. One was American and the other British, so GFA at once called the two
Legations who immediately seconded Lieutenant Kanaga and Captain Stables to assist him. That
same night he was the guest of Sven Hedin, the great Swedish explorer of Central Asia, who at once
produced fur mittens, sleeping bag and ground sheet for this unexpected return to Baotou in the middle
of winter. Two days later the three men were in Baotou and by 3 December the rescue operation they
mounted had not only plucked the ladies out of danger but enabled 1,000 Chinese travellers to escape
as well. “The Lord wrought wonderfully on our behalf and it is with a deep sense of gratitude to Him that
we lay down that night.”
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The dangers and tensions of the affair added to the dreadful cold in the trains, proved so exacting that
both Lieutenant Kanaga and captain Stables had to be taken to hospital on arrival in Beijing, but not GFA
who rejoined his family for Christmas at Chefoo.
Both Legations were delighted, as was the leadership of the CIM. “I thank God for you, dear friend”
wrote Mr. George Gibb, who was second to Mr. Hoste as General Director of the CIM. “ When I heard
you were still in Beijing a great weight was taken from my heart, for I knew you would exert all your
influence on behalf of our friends.” At home the Times carried his photograph and published two articles
about his relief work in Gansu. GFA’s own book, published by the CIM, “Perils in the Wilderness” is his
own account of the rescue of the two ladies.
After the hardships of 1929 and 1930 he was looking towards home, but not to England. When Percy
Moore (Esther and Arthur s eldest son) finished at Chefoo, and his parents naturally were looking for a
future for him in England, friends and relations strongly advised sending him to Canada where the
recession and unemployment was not as severe as it was in England, and he might more easily find
employment. So he was sent to the CIM home in Toronto under the care of Mr. and Mrs. Brownlee who
were in charge there at the time. They found a position for him in the Bank of Nova Scotia on the corner
of Bloor and Spadina Streets. The result was that in time he was joined by his sister Jesse and his
cousin Leslie (GFA s eldest son) with whom later, he and other Chefoo friends shared a flat. The rest
of the children of both families followed in due course and so commenced the connection with Canada
which continues to this day.
In twenty two years GFA had had only one furlough, so in 1931 he and Fanny with Aileen left Mervyn at
Chefoo and sailed for North America where his name was already well known. After an extended lecture
tour in the United States they returned to Shanghai at the end of 1931, leaving Aileen, who was
seventeen, in Toronto with Leslie.

FLOOD RELIEF 1932
On 9 February 1932 GFA paid a brief visit to Gansu to check on the famine position there, and then was
summoned to Central China where there was severe flooding in the Yangtse valley. Although still a
member of the CIM, he became assistant to Sir John Hope Simpson who had been appointed by the
League of Nations as Director of the Flood Relief Commission (at that time engaged in building dykes).
By 8 March he was in Hankou and this city became his base for most of 1932.
It was during that time that he was asked to look after an important visitor to China; no less a person than
the Rev. Hewlett Johnson, the ‘Red Dean’ of Canterbury, whose report in the North China Daily News
stated that
“in Hubei and Henan I was very fortunate to be under the expert
guidance of George Findlay Andrew of the China International Relief
Commission. He is alive to every aspect of the problems and is
unceasing in his labours. His long experience in the administration of
famine relief in the North West and his long residence in China,
coupled with his facility in the language, render his service at this time
invaluable.”
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Soon GFA was carrying enormous responsibilities in the
(Picture) GFA with Sir John and Lady Hope-Simpson,
Chairman of the Famine Relief Commission in Hankow
reconstruction of the banks of the Yangtse and its tributaries.
“I had 9,700 miles to look after from Yichang to Jiujiang and
along the Xiang River from the Yangtse to Chiangsha.” In May
a different kind of fame came to him. A Roman Catholic priest,
Father Sands, had been captured a year before by the
Communists in Hubei. GFA was asked to try and negotiate for
his release and in this he was successful. The British Consul
in Hankou wrote to him to convey to him “the admiration for his
patience and skill expressed by Sir John Simon, His Majesty’s
Principal Secretary for Foreign Affairs.” The Consul also took
the opportunity of thanking him “for the valuable assistance
and information which have always so readily given to us.” In
his reply, GFA said that “this period of residence in Hubei will
always be brightened by our very happy association.”
At about the same time he was helping the Americans to
secure the release of Captain Charles Baker who had been kidnapped four months previously on the
Yangtse River. On 31 May he was freed and although GFA gave all the credit to his four Chinese agents,
that was not entirely how others saw it. The American Consulate in Hankou and the American Legation
in Beijing both wrote to him in no uncertain terms. So did the State Department in Washington: I want
to express on behalf of the American Government sincere appreciation for the valuable assistance
rendered by you, and in particular to commend the excellent judgment, patience, resourcefulness and
untiring effort displayed by you at all times during the prosecution of this difficult case, and to state that
your services, which have received unstinted and widespread praise, will form the subject of a
communication to the British Government.
A cable from Sir John Hope Simpson simply said, Very
hearty congratulations.
Two months later a distressing telegram reached GFA: ‘Tornvall missing twelve days ago between
Pingliang and Xi’an. No trace whatever. Foul play feared. Your services may be needed.’
They
certainly were.
Gustav Tornwall of the CIM had been acting as business manager of the Famine Relief Commission in
Gansu. With him vanished Henry Eckvall of the Ford Motor Company in Hankou who was returning from
Lanzhou after a profitable sales visit. He had linked up with Tornvall at Pinliang travelling by car with
him and two other men to Xi’an. I think I am right in saying that both Tornvall and Eckvall were Chefoo
boys as their parents had been missionaries in China and, of course, Gustav Tornvall and GFA were old
friends.
GFA moved up to Beijing and on to Xi’an where he and his representatives made extensive enquiries in
the district. He discovered that Eckvall was carrying a large amount of money in gold, silver and dollars,
proceeds of his business deals.
Several Pingliang merchants had also entrusted Tornvall with
thousands of dollars for safe delivery in Xi’an. George had known both men well for many years, and he
spared no effort to find out what had happened to them. His report made it only too clear that six soldiers
had stopped them at 11 am on 23 July outside the West Gate of Xi’an where they had been keeping
watch for them for several days. They were taken out and shot that same night at a place clearly
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identified, though GFA was not prepared to give the names of witnesses and informants for fear of
reprisals.
In April 1933, Findlay Andrew again visited Gansu, taking Fanny with him as well as Mr. and Mrs. Scott.
Mrs. Scott was a cousin of Queen Mary, the wife of King George V, and Mr. Scott was a director of the to
Table of Cfirm of Butterfield & Swire. Travel conditions were improving so they went partly by rail, partly
by car and partly by air to Lanzhou and on beyond to Xining. He had four purposes in going:
1.

To check on the Xilan Road, a highway from Xi’an to Lanzhou, which the Famine Relief
Commission were building, but towards the expenses of which the Chinese
Government had contributed substantially. ‘I am particularly anxious not to forfeit any of
the confidence reposed in us.’

2.

He had received many invitations from Xining officials to come and see the roads they
had built ‘inspired by your example’. They had even constructed a bridge across the
upper reaches of the Huang He (Yellow River), many of the ideas for which had been
given to them by him in 1930.

3.

TV Soong, brother-in-law of Generalissimo Jiang Kaishek had entrusted him with a
special mission, and that was to make sure the Muslims of Gansu remained loyal to the
Chinese Government. Japan had annexed Manchuria and, as TV said to GFA, ‘We
have lost the north-east. We must take care not to lose the north-west.’ The two men
had often met in Shanghai and had become good friends.

4.

He had a scheme of his own to irrigate a well populated plain thirty miles east of
Lanzhou by laying a conduit through a five mile belt of sand to bring water from
mountains lying to the south. The problems of Gansu were still uppermost in his mind
as he had recently been entertaining the ‘Chairman’ of the Province who was rather
disinclined to return there. ‘I am trying to persuade him, and also to get the Government
to insist on his going’.

Scott was horrified by the rigours of travel in Gansu and marvelled at GFA’s skill in handling difficult
officials. He described him as ‘on close personal terms with most of the leading civil and military men’,
and remarked that his work in famine and earthquake relief had given him ‘a very prominent place in the
regard of all classes of people’. When they got back to Lanzhou many feasts were given in honour of
GFA.

GFA LEAVES CIM
It was in July 1933 that he ceased to be a member of the CIM. Why this happened is not altogether clear,
but it is remarkable that the Mission had retained his services for 25 years in spite of the fact that his
talents had long been mainly devoted to projects not directly connected with the evangelisation of the
people, or Church building. Fanny, by this time was not able to face the rigours of life in inland China,
and she had also become a strong advocate of British Israelism. GFA’s priorities had changed too, and
his close friends were now largely outside the CIM circles.
On 19 January 1934 GFA joined Butterfield & Swire, Mr. Scott s firm, which had extensive import,
export and shipping interests. For the next seven years he was their political liaison officer and Chief of
the Department of Chinese Affairs. I remember him telling us at the time, of his horror when he joined
the firm, at the way in which Chinese clients were treated by the European officials in the firm. Knowing
and understanding so well all the rules of courtesy and politeness in the Chinese culture, he promptly set
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to work to remedy matters. He bought Chinese table and chairs for the reception room so that his
Chinese guests could be properly seated. He arranged for tea to be brought to them so that they could
settle down to the lengthy business of polite small talk before the main business for which the client was
really there was ever broached at all. All this made a tremendous difference to Butterfield & Swire’s
position in the Chinese business world, and they were not slow to recognise the benefits they were
deriving from having GFA on their pay roll.
He not only had responsibility for an army of stevedores employed by the company in Shanghai, and for
negotiations with the Labour Unions, but he also kept in close contact with the National Government,
especially with TV Soong. The rich financial rewards of business life were attractive to him at that time
as he was anxious to provide more adequately for his children. Leslie returned to Shanghai and lived
with his parents in the International Settlement. Aileen and Mervyn were still in Toronto, but in 1936
Aileen too joined them in Shanghai.
Mr. Tom Lindsay, who was also on the staff of Butterfield & Swire, writes about that period:
“In the early thirties the Firm was making a very definite attempt to present itself to the
Chinese as being ‘of’ China and not just a foreign entity ‘in’ China, and so was trying to
make itself conform as far as reasonable with Chinese customs and etiquette. At one
level this involved making sure that the Chinese names used by foreigners were neither
absurd or obscene and would not give rise to laughter when presented to a Chinese.
GFA vetted these names but, with his nice sense of humour, he liked a leg to pull. A Mr.
Bell wanted his Chinese name and GFA immediately said, ‘Easy’,
Ting Ah Ling’, which could be a perfectly good Chinese name.
At the other extreme to name giving was correspondence with Ministries in the Chinese
Government. The official treaty method was for the foreigner to communicate with a
Chinese official through the foreigner’s consul. China however, was feeling that it was
outgrowing the restrictions of the unequal treaties and use of the old consular method
was liable to be met with perhaps some prejudice on the Chinese side. It was felt
therefore, that direct communication might meet with better results. GFA with his long
experience as a Chinese official in famine relief etc., knew how correspondence should
be conducted. He engaged a writer who knew official forms and then for a time the
Firm had the benefit of the advice of Mr. TK Ceng who had been high in government
circles and shortly left to become a Vice-Minister of Railways and later Consul-General
at Rangoon, looking after the Burma Road shipments.
GFA carried out most of the negotiations with the Seamen’s Union. This was a government
sponsored organisation. Its aim was as much to assist Chinese shipping companies by causing
trouble for foreign companies as it was to advance the interests of Chinese seamen. In the
event, I think the Union found that British shipping companies and especially Swires, were the
best people to deal with. For day to day contact the Union’s representative, Yang, would bring
in representatives of whatever section of the Union had a complaint such as firemen, teaboys or
the stewards on deck. Yang would thump the table, GFA would listen sympathetically and the
group would depart. Back would come Yang, and he and GFA would then resolve the dispute
as far as possible. Sometimes GFA would take up an individual seaman’s case with the Marine
Superintendent or the Superintendent Engineer, and this
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may well have given a seaman the feeling that there was at least one foreigner in the Firm who
understood his problems and his way of thinking. GFA used to remark ‘the Chinese are a very
reasonable people providing the reasoning is Chinese’.”
On 13 August 1937, the Japanese began the assault on the Chinese city and terrific destruction followed.
GFA became involved with the Chinese Red Cross and the International Relief Commission who
brought 100,000 refugees into the safety of the International Settlement. When TV Soong moved to
Washington, he left many of his personal effects with Findlay Andrew and I remember when we went to
dinner at their home while we were in Shanghai on our return to China in 1940, one side of their lounge
was filled by a huge glass case in which was a model of a ship. Uncle told us it belonged to TV. TV
also asked him to look after his house in the French Concession, so GFA arranged for reliable tenants to
occupy it, and he visited the place himself once a week. During these years he sometimes left Shanghai
to visit Gansu or West China or the North, probably acting for the Chinese Government as well as the
Company. In mid-November 1940 he wrote a very revealing letter to TV Soong in which he said,
‘Though I feel I am serving the interests of China in my present job, I sometimes long to undertake work
which lies nearer to my heart, so any time you want me just call me and I will come.’ However it was not
to be TV Soong who called him during the stormy years of World War II, but Winston Churchill.

WORLD WAR II
On 30 November 1940 Aileen married Alastair Macaulay in Shanghai. His firm stationed him in Chefoo,
so Aileen found herself living close to her old school. In January 1941 David Bentley-Taylor arrived in
Chefoo from Tianjin and became engaged to Jessie Moore, Aileen’s cousin. It was Alastair who passed
David as free from chicken pox to go to Shanghai for their wedding. Raymond Moore, Percy’s eldest
son and Jessie’s nephew, was also in Chefoo at this time just beginning life in the Prep. School.
GFA and Fanny and Leslie all attended Jessie’s and David’s wedding on 4 March 1941 and, four days
later his seven years with Butterfield & Swire ended. He and Fanny sailed for Los Angeles and went on
to Toronto to see Mervyn. In the Autumn they returned to Singapore and GFA quickly became involved
in ‘the work nearest my heart’. He was attached to the Ministry for Economic Warfare which was really
a cover for ‘Secret Operations Executive’.
Aileen died suddenly in Chefoo on 13 November 1941. She was 27 and expecting her first child. It was
thought she should have her appendix removed, but she suffered an embolism and never recovered.
She was buried in the CIM cemetery at Chefoo, close to where her grandparents were buried.
Three weeks later the Japanese bombed Pearl Harbour and then mounted their assault on Hong Kong
where Leslie now was. On Christmas Day the Colony fell and Leslie was interned in the Stanley Park
Internment Camp.
GFA and Fanny had already left Singapore for India when Singapore also fell to the Japanese. From
there they went back to China to Jiang Kaishek’s war time capital in Chongqing. Here GFA was
Return to Table of Contents
employed in the British Embassy, but they lived for a time in the CIM home. While there they received a
false report that Leslie had been killed in action and, by the time they learned he was a POW and still
alive, Fanny was beginning to show the strain of Aileen’s death and of Leslie’s supposed death.
Norman Pateman (CIM) commented, ‘I was very impressed with George’s unusual patience and
courage in what must have been a very fierce domestic crisis.’ Fanny got worse and in August 1942 he
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took her back to India for medical help. At Ranchi in Bihar, a panel of doctors assembled by the Viceroy
gave her six months to live. GFA had to return to his post as ‘Counsellor’ at the Embassy in Chongqing
and could do no other than leave her there in hospital. She was devotedly cared for and actually went
on living for another fifteen years, but in a state of complete mental confusion. Jessie was able to visit
her once in 1944 on the way home from Calcutta to England, and she felt she was getting every care. A
letter from GFA to his sister Esther in January 1945 speaks of Fanny’s ‘screaming fits being much more
frequent’ according to the report of the doctor (Taylor). Esther commented ‘what a blessed relief when
the dear Lord takes her home to Himself.’ On 18 May 1944 Mervyn died suddenly in Toronto from
meningitis following a tooth extraction. He too was 27.
So GFA had lost home and family (though Leslie survived and settled in Saskatoon with his wife Gladys),
and the war had robbed him of most of his personal possessions. With his background in rugged Gansu
he was not a man who needed much in the way of luxuries, and he soon became accustomed to living in
hotels - not the expensive kind, but humble ones where he was content with a plain room and his meals.
Esther and Arthur Moore were always close to him and they tried to see each other whenever possible.
In many ways it was Esther’s children who always regarded him with love and admiration, who made up
a little for the loss of his own children.
Paul Contento’s assessment of GFA was that
“George suffered from deep frustration and even much hidden guilt,
resulting from his sudden change of life style after his father died, and
he moved into the ranks of the higher middle class with the affluence
from Butterfield & Swire. The tragedies in his own family left their
scars on him. He seemed more like a man trapped in circumstances
not necessarily of his own making, but from which there was no
escape.”
Perhaps a comment in a letter from GFA to his sister emphasizes Paul’s opinion:
“I do sometimes so long that we could all get to some quiet spot at
home and settle down there, but of course this is rank heresy to Dad.
Things out here are getting difficult and one wonders where it will all
end.”
That was written in December 1929.
It has not been easy to find out what he was actually doing in Chongqing during World War II. He was
the First Secretary at the British Embassy, but we were told that was a ‘cover’. Though a civilian, he
apparently had a rank equivalent to a Brigadier General in Force 136. One of GFA’s contemporaries in
Butterfield & Swire and also in the Chongqing war years writes of him,
“GFA first served as Press Attaché of the British Embassy in Chongqing in early 1942.
He started the British Information Service there and published daily war news bulletins
in mimeographic form. Later on a reading room was opened up in the business centre
of the town, displaying magazines and photos.
He also persuaded the Chinese
Government to establish the Chinese Information Service in London and successfully
recommended Mr. George Yeh, who became Foreign Minister in 1950, as his
counterpart. London Swires have rendered some assistance to that office in the early
stage.
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In late 1942 GFA served as the First Secretary whose office was very much of military
structure. He had Major James McMullan (ex China Inland Mission and later acted as
agent in Chefoo for Jardines) as his assistant and a Captain Lansen as his ADC. His
staff at one time or another consisted of Lt. Col. Malcolm Smythe (ex Deputy
Commissioner of Shanghai Municipal Police), Major Gordon Harmon and other military
personnel. Lt. Col. John Cowie (of Dairy Farm in Hong Kong), once the Head of British
Military Mission in Chongqing, was one of GFA’s subordinates.
GFA was actively involved in Force 136, a small detachment formed by mainly British
businessmen and missionary workers operating behind the enemy line. One of their
functions was to harass the Japanese by, for example, blowing up locomotives and
dropping poison in the wells, often ignoring the Japanese retaliation to the local people.
GFA also liaised with Chinese Military about the time and place for such harassments,
either in conjunction with or in defiance of the Chinese guerillas.
GFA was so conscious of the damage which he had inflicted on the Japanese by
unorthodox methods that, when the Kuntsen ship in which he travelled
Seattle\Japan\Taiwan\Hong Kong stopped over at Japan for over ten days, he chose
not to land there lest he might be poisoned by the Japanese as he told me. This was in
the autumn of 1960, a good fifteen years after the war.
GFA often dealt with General Tai Li the Head of the Chinese Secret Service and military
intelligence people. He also accompanied the British Ambassador and General Carton
de Wyatt, Winston Churchill’s personal representative to Generalissimo Jiang, on all
important meetings with the Chinese senior officials. His expertise and wit had helped a
great deal in cushioning confrontations, eg when the British held up the JS/China
supply passing through India and diverted it for use at Kohima and Imphal, the west
most thrust of the Japanese army.
GFA’s importance began to wane in early 1945 when more ‘professionals’ started to
phase in shortly before Admiral Lord L. Mountbatten established his headquarters in
India. By that time his health and stress of work also began to take their toll.”
Several times in 1944-45 he stayed overnight with us in Hanzhong on his way to Xi’an as I remember, or
it may have been to Gansu. We never liked to enquire too closely in those days about the purpose of his
trips, and I don’t suppose he would have told us if we had. I do remember that when Jimmy McMullen
(Major?) Was killed in Xi’an, Uncle came through en route to Xi’an to take charge of his affairs, and I got
the impression that Major McMullen was on his staff. The McMullens were an old Chefoo family and he
knew them well. Later in December 1945, Esther wrote to us,
“We heard from George from Shanghai. He is in Butterfield & Swire house and has
Tom Lindsay with him and also Jimmy McMulla’s wife and child (little Jimmy). She
almost lost her reason over Jimmy’s death, but she has taken charge of the
housekeeping for Tom and George, and George says she will recover.
The
Ambassador in Chongqing got her and Jimmy down to Shanghai by air.”
When a six man Parliamentary Mission came to China from England, Uncle was asked to be their
interpreter and, at times, he also acted as interpreter for Jiang Kaishek.
After the war GFA paid one of his rare visits to England and was offered a knighthood, but he refused the
honour as he now had neither property nor deep roots in England. He returned to Shanghai holding
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various positions with his old firm of Butterfield & Swire until 1 July 1947. A letter from Esther Moore in
June 1946 said,
“Les has decided to stay in the Army and is leaving for South Africa. A letter from
George says Fan is just the same - no release from mental suffering. He himself is
pretty fed up with life in Shanghai - the labour problems seem pretty bad. Their
Assistant Manager broke down under the strain and had to leave for Australia. George
is longing for next year when he retires.”
After retirement from Butterfield & Swires he became Assistant ‘to the Director of the American Advisory
Committee which collaborated with the Chinese Ministry of Social Affairs.

POST WAR ACTIVITIES
From December 1948 he was associated with the International Refugee Organisation, first with
responsibility in Shanghai and then as Head of Operations in the Far East. When this was over, in
October 1950, he moved to Singapore where he served the Education Department as special liaison
officer with the numerous Chinese Schools on the Island. When Percy arrived in Singapore in early
1952, he was living at the Station Hotel, a lonely man, but still very useful to the authorities and with
many close friends, young and old. Whenever we were in Singapore during those years we always went
to see him and it was here that we first met ‘Sophie’ who became his close friend and who helped to give
him the warmth and affection which he so much missed.
Fanny died at Ranchi in 1957, and in 1959, when he was seventy two, he retired at last after 50 years
service to the Chinese people. Sophie was dead, and he went to Saskatoon to be near Leslie. He lived
in a variety of hotels until 1966 when he settled into the prosaic Patricia Hotel as his last home saying, “I
am 79 but sometimes I feel 179". However, he lived on for another five years. Percy’s sister, Marjorie
McLean and her children all tried to persuade him to move to Toronto near them, but he could not bring
himself to take the step. In 1967 he actually spent a time with Leslie in London helping Butterfield &
Swire to make up their Centennial book, and he visited his brother Arthur (Uncle John) in Cornwall at
that time, but nobody else.
In 1962 old friends were already urging him to write his autobiography, but he never did and there are
still many things in the life of this remarkable man which his family would love to have a record of. Mr.
Abbot Low Moffat, an American friend, writing to him from Washington on 27 January 1962 said, “I can
see why setting out to write an autobiography in cold blood might be a difficult and terrifying task, but it
would really be tragic if you did not write the major stories of your life’s experiences. There is such a vast
amount of history, drama and humour that no-one but you can record, and which should be recorded.
Won’t you try? It might even reconcile you to the Saskatchewan climate recalling and recording Gansu
etc. I would be more than glad to see what I could do about marketing your articles, although I am no
expert. At least I am nearer to publishers than you are. After I had received your letter I sat down and
just began to jot down items that I remembered from pre-1930 days, each of which would make an
interesting story. Here is that list (not in any order) (NB List unavailable when typing this manuscript.)
It was during his twelve year retirement that he completely recovered that Christian faith which at one
time seemed to have been clouded, and this I think was largely due to the prayers and loving loyalty of
Percy’s mother, Esther Moore, who by this time was retired in Toronto. He entered into a new joy and
peace. Earthquakes, famines, floods, bandits, refugees and two World Wars were all in the past, and
with them innumerable friendships and the many contacts of those tumultuous years. This left him with
a certain sadness in his old age, but he overcame it by turning back to what he had most valued in youth
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- the Lord Jesus Christ, the Gospel message and the CIM with its life of prayer and faith and its pastoral
care for others. “He made a great many friends in Saskatoon”, Leslie said, “many of whom treated him
as a Father Confessor, relying on his help and advice to solve many personal problems”.
In one of his letters to Percy during his latter years he wrote,
“In my very limited ministry here I have learned to pray more earnestly
for some of the saints of advanced years, that the Lord would be
pleased to hasten the hour of their departure. I know that my soul
longs to let go the grip on this life and to fall right in to the ‘everlasting
arms’ which are extended to receive. I thank God from the depth of
my heart for this period of quiet He has given me in this backwater,
where my own feverish activities and desires have been stilled to the
point that He has been able to teach me so many precious truths which
I could never have learned in the pressures of modern life. More and
more I learn to appreciate the ministry of the Holy Spirit and to try and
give Him that place in my life which enables Him to give direction and
guidance I need to do His will here upon earth.”

GFA DIES
In his last letter to Jessie and David written on 23 September 1970, Uncle George said,
“The Lord has been so good to me during the past few months, and has
taught me wonderful truths from His Word, building up the spiritual man
to offset the deterioration of the flesh. It is marvellous to experience so
literally the truth that for the child of God ‘the outward man may perish
but the inward man is being renewed day by day.’ My old carcase is
deteriorating momentarily but there is very literally a newness of life in
the inner man. I am praying that if it is His will, He will take me right
from my lounge chair here.”
He died a year later at the age of 84. Perhaps it is only now long after, that we are beginning to realise
how much was owed to him by such a large number of desperate people.
GFA died in Saskatoon on 24 August 1971 and, after the funeral service had taken place on 28 August,
was buried in Woodlawn Cemetery. The burial lot is among those occupied by the fallen soldiers of two
wars. Leslie wrote and described the service to an old friend of George’s in Taiwan,
“It was on 5 April, our first really nice day of spring weather, Dad decided he wanted to
take advantage of the fresh air and sunshine to walk down the street to visit his friends
at ‘The Bay’ and ‘Safeway’ stores. Crossing an intersection and mounting the curb, he
fell and broke his hip. It was at first thought he had tripped over the sidewalk, but his
doctor subsequently stated his opinion he thought Dad had suffered a mild stroke. He
underwent a hip re-pinning operation in hospital which was considered successful. But
lung and heart conditions did not permit continuation of therapeutic exercises to get him
back on his feet. In the middle of May he was able to get around in a wheel chair, but
still required medical attention and constant nursing care. It was agreed he could not
return to his quarters in the hotel, nor was it advisable for him to move to our home
owing to location of bathroom and stairs.
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He was moved to Saskatoon Convalescent Home where he was allotted a room (with
bathroom attached) to himself, and received nursing care around the clock. He was
free to join other patients for meals in the dining room if he wished, otherwise they were
served to him in his room. Dad seemed very happy with tis arrangement in the early
stages, and there were afternoons I was able to take him out into the garden to enjoy
the sunshine.
But his physical condition steadily deteriorated with the emphysema and his heart
causing him more and more internal discomfort. Eventually he became very
despondent over his failure to register any improvement in his condition, and it became
increasingly difficult then to persuade him even to eat. Deterioration became more
rapid, his blood pressure dropped alarmingly and he finally passed away about 5:30 pm
on 24 August. It was a happy release for him when the end came.”

CUTTINGS FROM THE PAPERS
In 1959 this article appeared in the Saskatoon Star Phoenix, showing that even in his retirement he was
making his mark:

GEORGE FINDLAY ANDREW, a very senior Chefusian is still going
strong in Saskatoon, Saskatchewan. Someone sent to the secretary a
most perceptive review by him in the Saskatoon Star Phoenix of the
book China - The Surprising Country by Myra Roper. Mr. ANDREW
agrees with it on the whole, with from his wide experience a dash of
scepticism here and there. Suite 4, Patricia Hotel, 345 Second Ave.
N.,Saskatoon, Sask.
His niece, MARJORIE MOORE McLEAN sent in the book page of the
Saskatoon Star Phoenix for 1 November 1965. In it, G.F.ANDREWS
reviews frankly Han Suyin’s book The Crippled Tree, and the
Saskatoon Star Phoenix explains, ‘G.FINDLAY ANDREW first met Han
Suyin in Hong Kong about 1950, and later met her frequently during his
tour of duty as liaison officer of Chinese schools with the Singapore
Government in the years 1951 - 1958. MR. ANDREW has lived in the
three far western interior provinces of China mentioned in The Crippled
Tree, Kweichow, the province of his birth; Szechwan, the province of
his wife’s birth and where they were married in 1911; Kansu, the
province where he spent 25 years as a missionary. He has lived, he
says, in nearly all the places mentioned in the book. During World War
II, he was in Chungking from 1941 to 1945 as Counsellor of Chinese
Affairs in the British Embassy, which brought him in close contact with
the leasing Nationalist Government officials from Chiang Kai-Shek
down, and also with Chou En-Lai and many of the Communist leaders
currently in the government in Peiping.
MR. ANDREW, O.B.E.,
F.R.G.S. has lived in Saskatoon since 1959.’
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LETTERS RECEIVED AND KEPT BY G.FINDLAY ANDREW AND SENT TO MEMBERS OF
THE FAMILY AFTER HIS DEATH BY HIS SON LESLIE.

Confidential
Home Office
Whitehall s.w.1
13th January 1920

Order of the British Empire
Sir,
I am directed by the Home Secretary, on behalf of the Prime Minister, to
inform you that, in view of the service you have rendered in work connected
with the War, it is proposed to submit your name to the King for appointment
as an Officer of the Order of the British Empire (Civil Division).
The Home Secretary desires me to ask you to be so good as to fill up the
enclosed form and return it to me in the accompanying addressed envelope at
your earliest convenience.
I am,
Sir,
Your obedient Servant,
G.G.Whishand,
Acting Secretary.
Order of the British Empire
The Reverend G. Findlay Andrew.
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12th August 1932
Sir,
I have much pleasure in conveying to you at the request of His Majesty s
Charge d
Affaires, the substance of a Note presented by the American
Ambassador in London to His Majesty s Principal Secretary of State for Foreign
Affairs, in which after expressing the sincere appreciation of the Government of the
United States of the invaluable assistance rendered by you on effecting the
release of Captain Charles Baker. Mr. Mellon, on behalf of his Government,
particularly commends the skilful and effective manner in which you conducted
your negotiations with the Chinese bandits as well as the excellent judgment,
resourcefulness and untiring efforts which you at all times displayed during the
prosecution of this difficult case.
I am also requested at the same time to convey to you the personal
congratulations of Sir John Simpson.
I am, Sir,
Your obedient Servant,
Meyrick Howlett,
Consul General
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3 Ping Tsang Hsiang,
Nanking, China
Jan 18, 1934
Mr. G.Findlay Andrew,
Messrs Butterfield & Swire,
French Bund,
Shanghai.
Dear Mr. Andrew,
Thank you so much for the very interesting story of Mr. Chen-Lin. I have made some notes of it in
a book of old stories which I keep.
I still hope that you will write something out yourself. I don t know whether the English magazines
such as Blackwoods, which publish more objective material than the American magazines, would be
interested in this type of writing.
I wonder if you are really interested in writing, if you would like to have a literary agent who would
look at your material, criticize it, make suggestions and place it for you. If so, I should be glad to give
you the name of my agent, Mr. David Lloyd, Paget Literary Agency, Inc., 415 Lexington Avenue,
New York City. I have always found Mr. Lloyd honest and reliable.
I am looking forward to February 8th for tiffin. I shall be at the Hotel Metropole on that day, reaching
there in the morning. You might leave a message for me there, letting me know the time and the
place.
Viceroy Camp,
Sincerely yours,
Pearl S. Buck (Signed)
PSB:AB
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12th July 1946
Dear Findlay Andrew,
I have been trying for some considerable time to pay somebody for a Tang horse which I
asked Grimsdale to procure for me some time ago. It was duly delivered to me, I think a year ago,
by General Carten de Wiart, he said that Grimsdale had paid for it. Grimsdale denied this and said
he had no idea who had. I tried the Embassy in Chungking, but the Ambassador could give me no
India
information, but on trying Grimsdale again, he said that he thought you might possibly have
procured the horse. I should be grateful if you would let me know anything about it that you can.
Yours sincerely,
Wavell.
Findlay Andrew Esq.,
C/o Jardine Matheson & Co.,
Shanghai, China.

Return to Table of Contents
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Foreign Office S.W.1.
In any further communication on this Subject please quote:
No. HG 1101/56 and address not to any person by name but to
‘The Undersecretary of State’
Foreign Office,
London SW1.
August 13, 1954.
Sir,
I am directed by Sir Winston Churchill to state that a claim against the Japanese
Government in respect of the kidnapping and ill-treatment of the late Mr. H.F.Dyott in China in
1939 has been revived in accordance with the provisions of Article 18(a) of the Treaty of Peace
with Japan. This matter has since been taken up with the Japanese Ministry for Foreign Affairs
who have stated that their investigations show no evidence that the Japanese Military authorities
were privy to the kidnapping.
I am also to state that the contemporary official records of this incident indicate that you
took part in the negotiations for the release of Mr. Dyott, and I am to enquire therefore if you can
furnish any information to which you can testify of your own knowledge, which might support this
claim. In particular it is thought that you may be able to corroborate a report containing a
statement made by a Yamen runner who had brought a message from the Chinese Captain of the
local self preservation corps at Peitangkou where Mr. Dyott and his kidnappers were detained by
Japanese troops. A later report stated that you had talked with this runner.
I am to add that any other information which you can furnish that would tend to confirm
that the Japanese were privy to the kidnapping or, at the least, that they did not show diligence in
preventing it, might, if you can subsequently testify to it, give valuable support to the claim.
I am, Sir,
Your obedient servant,
C.H. Hames (signed)
G. Findlay Andrew Esq.,
Dept. Of Education,
P.O. Box 746,
Singapore.
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645 Euclid Avenue,
San Francisco Ca 94118
September 11th, 1971
My dear Gladys & Leslie & Family,
Thank you so very much for your letters dated August 24th and September 9th and the
newspaper notice covering your late beloved father.
At times like this, words seem to be such futile empty things, so powerless to express
thoughts a message like this brings. However the whole Doodha family wish to say:
We do not lose the ones we love
They only go before
Where there is everlasting life
Where sorrow is no more.
And there the Soul will always live
And Peace is everywhere
We do not lose the ones we love,
God takes them in His care.

Amen.

I am enclosing a small check in remembrance of your dear Dad which please use for
anything you think best to express our love for a great man.
Yes, I do remember your Dad used to admonish me by telling me to throw all unnecessary
papers away. I have an album full of all the experiences Findlay and I and our co-workers did for the
League of Nations (under Sir John Hope-Simpson). I am surprised that he did not mention about our
efforts in effecting the release of Capt. Baker with the assistance of the USS Panay (and very
much against the action by the British Consul at Hankow) for two British subjects to rescue a Yankee!
Did you know that prior to the rescue of Captain Baker we also negotiated for the release of an R.C.
priest by the name of Father Sands from the Commies under General Ho Lung? That was quite an
eventful adventure because your Dad and I were under constant watch by Ho Lung s men in
Hankow and we received threats and demands for ransom money (a la cloak and dagger style!). I
took a very nice picture of the USS Panay which I sold to Life Magazine after the ship was sunk
by the Japs. We had loads of help from the U.S. Consul, General Adam, and also Consul Edmund
Chibb, etc., when we were negotiating for the release of Captain Baker. Edmund was forced to
resign from our Foreign Service at a time when the late Senator McCarthy was probing into the red
infiltration into the Government. You probably know Jack Service who was also fired, but later
reinstated. I saw Jack in Washington DC in 1950 when I was posted there for a year, during the time
when Jack was being tried. He was reinstated and cleared later and I believe was Consul at Calcutta.
He has retired and is residing somewhere in this area but I have not been able to obtain his address.
During our recent vacation up near Oregan, I learned that Jack gave a lecture on his experiences
with Mao and Chow-En-Lai during the was years in Chungking and Yunnan.
continued on next page . . .
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It was your Dad who introduced me to T.V.Soong and the Generalissimo. Then Percy
(your cousin?) Came to Hankow and your Dad was in Shanghai on a special mission, so Percy and
I had a grand time. I had to sign execution papers for the culprits who were caught stealing or
disposing of U.S.A. donated wheat and flour for the relief of the flood refugees during your Dad s
numerous trips to Nanking etc. to consult with the late T.V.
Our trip to Lanchow was the most exciting of all. At Pingliang (Kansu) in the month of
February the cold was very severe (22

below) and your Dad still insisted on wearing his cotton

pyjamas and slept in his canvas camp cot (which was far too short for him) and I slept in my heavy
clothes with two pairs of pants and woollen sox etc., and I was still cold!
If we do meet one of these fine days, Les, I can tell you many other exciting and dangerous
missions your Dad and I had in N.W.China. Nearly everybody knew him and loved him. We slept
mostly within CIM confines and R.C. compounds. I believe when we were still in Hankow that your
Dad arranged with T.V. to employ you.
There was an incident which I thought most interesting. That was when GFA went down to
fetch Sir John and they left Shanghai aboard a Chinese gunboat. I went down river to meet them.
Since the Captain and his crew were all Chinese they served only Chinese food. On board was the
Editor of the North China Daily News who was sceptical about the work performed by us and he
wanted to see for himself. I discovered that the Captain of the ship and many of his officers were
from Foochow and since I was born there I was able to speak that dialect much to the surprise and
admiration of the officers. I was given a cabin all to myself and I had ham and eggs for breakfast.
The others were served Chinese dishes and the Editor nearly threw his food when I playfully poured
a generous dose of soya sauce into his porridge.
Another exciting period was the visit of Co.Lindbergh and his wife (former Anne Morrow) when they
were sent by the State Department to assist us in taking pictures over the flooded areas which we
were unable to reach. They arrived in Hankow when a flood was in progress. The Colonels sea
plane was shipped up from Shanghai and it was anchored in the Yangtze on the first night in
Hankow. The flood waters reached 27 feet and the next morning there was no sea plane. It went to
the bottom and was swept downstream. The Lindberghs were recalled home and sent to South
America on another mission covering a disaster area.

Well Les, I really must conclude this letter - we have a visitor from H.K. coming for dinner
tonight.
As ever,
Frank (Doodha) Kay and family.
(Frank Doodha was GFA

s secretary)
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Butterfield & Swire Member of Swire Group,
Taipei Branch

88 Chung Hsiao West Road Section 1

(P.O.Box No. 111)

Taipei 100, Taiwan.
Cables ‘Swire’

Telex TP 622

Answer Back ‘Swire’

Telephone 373211

Mr. G.Leslie Andrew

30th November 1971

223 Sixth Street East,
Saskatoon, Saskatchewan,
Canada.
Dear Leslie,
Thankyou for your letter of 11th November, from which I am grieved to learn that Uncle
Findlay, your beloved father and my beloved mentor, passed away on the 24th August. It is most
kind of you in telling me about his last days in detail. In a way I am consoled to learn that he had
received the best possible care and I also feel that it was a release for him when the inevitable end
came.
Uncle Findlay, as you probably know, knew my late father very well and first saw me when I
was a schoolboy. He guided me and tamed me as a wild young man after I joined B. & S. He taught
and matured me during the war years. On many occasions he presented me, as a Sergeant-Major
in the Chinese Infantry, without the slightest hesitation to the many British Brass Hats. In fact I was
the only NCO permitted to enter his private office - almost a sanctum sanctorum into which
admission only a handful of selected ranking officers were permitted. Uncle Findlay and I spent a lot
of time together, travelling extensively. The past is but memories which I will cherish dearly, and my
regret is that I could not do a thing in Uncle Findlay’s last years.
With profound sorrow I am writing this letter on behalf of my colleagues and myself, to you
and the family as condolences, though it can only express very little of what I really feel.
Your letter reached me on the morning of the 23rd November and on the same day we
lowered the Taikoo House flag to half mast. On 24th November I inserted the sad news in the
English newspaper, the China Post, which I am enclosing herewith. I hope I remembered the names
of the children correctly. Incidentally the newspaper is owned by Mr. James Wei who is also Uncle
Findlay s friend.
If opportunity arises I will visit you and Uncle Findlay’s tomb in 1972. When I come home I
hope you will allow me to collect his briefcase which he told me years ago that he would like me to
have after he left. The briefcase is well over 30 years old, made with leather of a light brown or tan
shade. It had one compartment for a small typewriter and another with the shape and size suitable
for a bottle. In fact he also kept a corkscrew in it for many years.
With my best wishes to you and Gladys and the children.
Yours cordially,
Dawson (D.Kwauk)
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Article written by Rev. Roy Seaman who worked with GFA on earthquake relief.
G. F. ANDREW
G. F. Andrew was a man of all-round abilities: administrator, linguist, diplomat. He made
his mark chiefly as Supervisor of Earthquake Relief Work in Kansu during 1921.
The earthquake, which took place on December 16, 1920 was of immense magnitude,
devastating a vast area and causing an estimated 200,000 casualties. Hills were moved over a
large area going through districts like flowing water; leaving an awesome extent of debris.
About December 9, 1920, when a group of us were travelling towards Lanchow, the capital
of the province, we had passed by a small stream, about eighteen inches to two feet across, and
quite shallow. When next we saw it, it was a huge lake extending for miles, having been damned up
by falling hills.
The disaster cut off news from Kansu to the outside world for several weeks. But news
leaked out gradually and became known to a group known as,
The International Relief
Committee in Peking, who realized that it was necessary to make a way for the water to recede,
or there would be floods more devastating than the earthquake. Funds were provided, and G.F.A.
was appointed to supervise the work of digging channels for water to escape. According to my
recollection, there were about five diggings, employing altogether about 2,000 men. G.F.A. had his
headquarters at the main digging, which was at the stream which had become a lake. I was his
companion there for some months.
The debris above the water was an estimated height of 200 feet. About half way down, a
complete farmhouse was excavated, with its victims. Eventually the digging was completed, and
the danger of flooding thus averted.
I do not remember a great deal about the events of that period. In those days strings of
cash, grouped together in groups of about 1,000, were used as currency. It took several large carts
to move a day s wages to the main digging.
I remember an occasion when G.F.A. was talking to a couple of Chinese helpers, one
remarked to the other, He speaks Chinese.
This established him as a linguist.
Once, when returning from a visit to another digging, I learned that, during the night, a thief
had stolen a revolver from under G.F.A. s pillow while he was asleep. Naturally he was deeply
annoyed by this, as there had been a lack of police supervision. In general, however, G.F.A. had
friendly relationships with all classes of people.
In Lanchow, G.F.A. was on good terms with leading officials. As a result of this, the small
community of foreigners were frequently invited to official feasts, including those of the Governor of
the province.
continued on next page . . .
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G.F.A. was a great lover of animals, chiefly horses and mules. At one time he owned a
magnificent mule, stately and tall, a very valuable animal. On one occasion he asked me to take
the animal for a jaunt into the country, which I did, accompanied by a servant. It was supposed to
be for the good of the animal, but it was very pleasant for the rider!
In Lanchow he was very friendly with a poor street vendor called Ikey , to whom we
sometimes gave discarded articles to sell at a street market. Ikey had the proverbial rich uncle,
who died and left him a fortune. Ikey was full of plans to build hospitals and other good works, but
what happened in those uncertain times I do not know.
In other parts of China, G.F.A. had remarkable experiences, but I was not connected with
them.
All in all, I remember G.F.A. as a man of outstanding ability.
(Signed) Roy A. Seaman

JOHN ARTHUR ANDREW

(5.12.1890 - 7.10.1975)

Arthur (or Uncle John as we called him) lived to be 84, but the story of his life is rather a sad one. He was
born in Manchester when his parents were on furlough (their first), and his early childhood was spent
with them in Yangzhou. He too went to Chefoo School and returned to England with his parents on their
second furlough in 1901. When they went back to China in 1902, he stayed with his mother s sister
(Miss Findlay) at Kirkham in Lancashire.
On 8 July 1906 he was baptized at the age of 15½, and by 1912 he was a candidate for the CIM and
gave his testimony at the CIM annual meeting in London on 7 May of that year. His father was the main
speaker on that occasion. On 5 September of the following year, they were together again on the
platform at the valedictory meeting held in the YMCA in Tottenham Court Road. Arthur’s father recalled
that it was at just such a meeting many years before that he had been lead to offer to the CIM. Arthur
and two other new workers - Dr. Stanley Hoyte and Dr. Jessie MacDonald, whom I met years later in
1934 when Percy and I were on our honeymoon in Kaifeng in Henan Province - sailed for Shanghai on
the following day, arriving there in early October. Arthur must have gone from there to the Language
School for men candidates at Anqing.
His first missionary posting was to Guiyang, but as that would have been in the spring of 1914, it was
only a few months before the outbreak of World War I. The CIM at that time did not encourage its
members to join up and fight for King and Country, as they felt the call of God took precedence. So
Arthur Andrew and other young missionaries of the CIM resigned at that time to join up. He survived
and returned to China when the War was over, but by then he was a different man as he had lost his faith
in God in the years of warfare. I am not sure what he did in the war, but have a vague memory of
hearing that he was in charge of a Chinese coolie corps, and this is possible as he probably spoke the
language well.
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BUSINESS AND MARRIAGE

He returned to Tianjin as a business man employed by the export-import firm of Wilson & Co. At that
time, white Russians were streaming into China across Siberia, many of them gifted and cultured people
who could see no future under the Communists. My mother-in-law, Esther Moore, told me once that
she had met many up in Lanzhou and she remembered one in particular, a woman with a small child,
both of them ragged and dirty, but obviously from a nice home, to whom she gave hospitality for one or
two nights before they continued their journey to the coast. She had few possessions but, when they
were going to bed, Esther noticed her silverbacked hairbrush with a monogram on the back. She felt
certain they came from one of the upper class families of Russia, many of whom had already been killed
by the Communists.
Among the families who came to Tianjin was a family called Levitsky from Chita, a city near Lake Baikal
on the Trans Siberian Railway. There were several daughters, the eldest being Mary, who attracted
attention in Tianjin by her initiative in getting the younger ones re-established in the new world they had
been thrown into. The Levistsky sisters were very attractive looking and made quite a hit with the young
men of Tianjin.
On 30 September1922 Arthur John Andrew married Mary Levitsky in Tianjin. He was 32 and she was
33. For seven years they had no children, and then Jessie Mary was born on 14 November 1929,
followed by John Mark five years later on 6 August 1934. So Percy’s cousin John Mark was only five
months older than Percy’s eldest son Raymond.
In the meantime Arthur gained more confidence in business and decided to launch his own company
which became known as The Hai Ho Trading Co. However, the Japanese invasion was not far off and
when it did take place they would have been better off in the larger company.
As it was, as soon as Japan and England were at war, Arthur lost everything and spent the rest of the
war years in the Weixian Concentration Camp in NE China. Alien civilians from all over north eastern
China were interned in this camp, and as that included the Chefoo School where Raymond was by this
time a scholar in the Prep. School, he and these almost unknown members of his father’s family met
once again. Mary Andrew, who was not eligible for internment, had gone in voluntarily with her British
husband and children. They functioned as a family unit under camp conditions.
When the War ended in 1945 Arthur returned to Tianjin, but never really got established in business
again. A letter from Esther Moore written in 1947 speaks of a letter from Arthur with pictures of Jessie
and Johnnie who, she remarks, “are very Andrew-ish in looks”. She continues that “Arthur is in the
Consulate and seems to be kept busy trying to save something out of the wreck after the liquidation of
the British Concession. He says his car was lost during the Japanese occupation, so he has to go on
foot. He seems to be in the Consulate to stay”. His position, according to a letter from him to Esther
later, was a Pro-Consul ‘at very low pay’, but he obviously hoped it would lead to something better.
Jessie Mary was sixteen now and Isobel Taylor of Chefoo staff, who was also in Weixian, mentioned that
during the internment, a CSSM meeting had been held which Jessie Mary attended and where she had
appeared to be ‘very keen’, but they felt that later her mother had influenced her against it.

ENGLAND AND AUSTRALIA
In 1948, some 25 years after Arthur had first settled there, they left Tianjin for good. The whole family
was given a free trip to England in recognition of the help he had given in arranging the affairs of the
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British Consulate after the War. The Bentley-Taylors met them briefly after they arrived in London,
where Jessie Mary got a job with the Rank Pinewood Studios. It was here she met her first husband,
David Hollings, and in 1952 they were married. On 31 October of the same year their son Andrew David
was born, but seven months later in May 1953, David Hollings was accidentally drowned in the Thames.
Some say he fell off a plank leading from a barge where they had attended a party. Others say that he
accidentally stepped backwards when looking up at the mast he had helped to decorate.
Two years later on 4 June 1955, Jessie Mary married again, this time a man called James Clarke, who
worked with television. A daughter whom they named Kate, was born a year later on 28 June 1956, and
the family settled into a home in Ealing near London.
Meanwhile, because Mary suffered from asthma, Arthur Andrew had decided to emigrate to Australia.
In 1951 he wrote to Percy in Sydney where we were living at the time in the CIM home. Percy was the
CIM representative for NSW and I was in charge of the home. He wanted to know if we would sponsor
them for entry into Australia, which meant guaranteeing accommodation when they arrived, and that
they would find work, or we would be responsible for their support.
Uncle Arthur assured us that they would be independent of us as quickly as possible after they arrived,
and Percy felt he should do it. He wrote back agreeing to sponsor them on the understanding that they
could stay in the CIM home for a limited time only, and we would expect them to get a home of their own
as soon as possible. In the event, it was 1952 when Arthur and Mary and John Mark eventually arrived
in Sydney and, by that time, Percy was in Malaya as Superintendent of the work in the New Villages
there. So it fell to me to welcome them and to give them their first introduction to life ‘down under’.
They were a strange family whom I had never met before, and very different from the usual run of guests
we had at the CIM home. They all smoked, but were very thoughtful in confining it to their own room so
that the public sitting and dining rooms were not filled with smoke. Uncle Arthur spent a lot of time
quietly reading old copies of the CIM magazine the ‘Millions’ which he found on the bookshelves, and I
suppose he was reliving some of his father’s and his brother’s and sister’s experiences, as they quite
often featured in the ‘Millions’. Auntie Mary was a very unusual person who was likely to come out with
rather outrageous or questionable statements, but whether to shock me or not, I was never quite sure. I
took her as I found her and we really got on quite well together. I never knew where they went when
they went off for the day as happened quite often, but I presumed they had business to attend to, and I
asked no questions.
On one occasion I began to wonder if I should have been more curious for we had a visitor from the
Criminal Investigation Department who asked for an interview with Auntie Mary and asked me to be
present at it. He asked her a number of leading questions about her life in China and in Russia. Some
of her answers could easily have been construed as pro-Communist, though I was pretty sure she had
no Communist leadings, but it struck me as not being very wise at that time just after the Communists
had taken over China. Governments were naturally keeping their eyes open for anybody who might
have Communist sympathies. Our guest eventually departed and we heard no more from him, but I
have often wondered what he made of Auntie Mary! John Mark we saw little of, and I think he was
probably exploring Sydney as he had plenty of spare time.
They bought a shop in the Sydney suburb of Dulwich Hill and turned it into a small lending library cum
stationer’s shop, and the family lived in rooms above the shop. One Saturday afternoon Aunt Mary
invited me with Frank and Dorothy to come and have ‘tea’ with them. We made our way there and were
taken up through the shop to the living rooms above, furnished with some of their own furniture from
Tianjin. Because ‘tea’ on Saturdays meant to us a light evening meal, I had not realised that what
Auntie Mary had invited us to was ‘afternoon tea’, but as time went on I suddenly felt sure that the drinks
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and biscuits she had provided was all we could expect!! The funny side struck me and I had hard work
to keep a straight face until we had said our farewells (she made no attempt to keep us) and were
outside the house. The children had looked at me with mystified questions in their eyes as I said all the
polite things to Aunt Mary, but the moment we were out on the street they both burst out ‘What is it,
Mummy? Why aren’t we staying for tea?’ I explained what had happened and fortunately they saw the
funny side too, and we rolled down the street trying to control our mirth. It wasn’t so funny though as we
had no tea at home (I had booked ourselves out) it was Saturday afternoon when shops in Australia at
that time were almost all closed, and we searched in vain for a milk bar where we could buy something.
In the end we returned home and made some sandwiches which we ate as a kind of picnic lunch in our
bedroom. We have often laughed about it since.
Uncle’s shop was not a success. Auntie’s asthma persisted and, at last in 1954, they returned to London
where Jessie Mary still was. They left John Mark to continue his education in Brisbane. On 21 May
1955 Auntie Mary died. Uncle Arthur lived for a time with Jessie Mary and James Clark in Ealing. Her
third child was due in 1957, but one evening when she and James were getting ready to go out, she bent
down to pick something up and complained of a sharp pain in the back. Thinking her child was about to
be born, she was taken by ambulance to hospital, but although three doctors were with her all night, she
died at 6 am and so did the baby. She was only 27. James Clark legally adopted Andrew Hollings as
his own child and brought him up with his own Kate. After some years, in 1963, he married again,
Laurence Mary, and they have one daughter, Sybil Florence, born on 2 January 1964.
John Mark, in the meantime, became a quantity surveyor, and in 1962 he married a French girl,
Claudine Bosse, whom he had met on an Air France plane when she was a stewardess. John and
Claudine decided to migrate to Australia where their son Alan was born. Then John Mark turned to
chemical engineering and they spent periods in Antwerp, at Abadan in Iran and in England. John never
learnt to speak French, so Claudine kept up her English. In March 1973 they moved to a new house in
Burnley in Lancashire, but on the very first day they were there John Mark died suddenly of an
undiagnosed aneurism of the aorta. He was 38. Claudine sold the house and went back to France and
now lives in Paris.
In a letter to David Bentley-Taylor, Claudine commented, ‘John is 50% French, 25% Scottish and 25%
Russian. Do you see any sign there of a brilliant future?’
Arthur John Andrew, after Jessie Mary’s death, lodged with a widow called Laura Busby and in 1962 he
married her. Laura had been crippled by polio, but was a determined and successful campaigner for
better facilities and opportunities for the disabled.
David and Dorothy Stephens and I drove down to Stithians beyond Truro in Cornwall during my
1973-1975 visit to England. This is where Arthur and Laura had moved to from London, and we found
them in a delightful little cottage called ‘Forge Cottage’. It was the first time I had seen Uncle since he
had been with me in Sydney in 1952, and I was glad to get him reminiscing about his early life and his
father’s family. It was the last time I saw him as he died just before I returned to Australia at the end of
1975
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Further Notes on John Arthur Andrew
A letter from HW James who was half brother to Fanny (Riley) Andrew, wife of George Findlay Andrew.
It is dated October 1918 and is addressed to the Editor of the Chefoo Magazine:
“Dear Editor,
I have met quite a lot of Chefooites lately in the Chinese Labour Corps. I had a days
journey with my Company with two others in the train. One of the others was
commanded by a 2nd Lieutenant of the London Scottish. I thought I knew his face, and
when I heard him speak Chinese, I was certain he had been in China. He told me his
name and I replied, Well, I think I ought to know you seeing your brother married my
sister!
It was Arthur Andrew - he is now a Captain. We met once or twice again
before he went away.”
Notes of interview I had with Uncle John Andrew at Stythians in Cornwall in 1972
My great grandfather was a miller in Derbyshire and his son, my grandfather, was a string and paper
merchant in Manchester. He had three sons. My father George was the youngest, and Isaac was the
eldest. Isaac had no musical training but he was a great musician who played in the local Methodist
Church and wrote cantatas. When I came home I met his youngest son Jim, the only one living then. He
told me he also taught himself music. He told me that when he was trying to play, his father (we were all
scared of him - a very bad tempered man) would come in and smash the lid down and tell him he was
doing it all wrong. But when his father died, he took over the music in the Methodist Church and the two
of them were there for 75 years as organists.
There was another son, John, who was a draper in Bridlington. I lost touch with all his family.
Jessie Findlay was born in Newton Stewart in Scotland. Her mother was a Rae. One of the Raes had
a hotel in Scotland and I used to stay with John, a cousin. One Sunday, out for a walk with him, we met
a fisherman carrying a herring. He was the leader of a very strict Brethren group. John said,”Sandy, I
never expected to see a man of your persuasion fishing on Sunday.” The man replied, “As the Lord
made this fish to jump into my boat, who am I to refuse His gifts?”
Q.

Did John Wesley have much influence on your family?

A.

My great grandfather was probably one of his first local preachers.

Q.

Where did your father meet your mother if she was Scottish?

A.

The whole family moved down to Manchester - a very big Scottish clan. She always laughed at
me when I said I was Scotch because I was born in Manchester. But to be born in a dog kennel
does not make one a dog!

Q.

What education did your father have?

A.
My cousin John took us to his old school - Kirkham Grammar School - it is also where I went to
school. I was brought up by an old Scottish aunt when they left me at home. I have been cut off from the
family practically all my life. Last time the family were more or less all together, except me, was at
somebody s wedding in Shanghai. I felt hurt at one time, but not now.
Return to Table of Contents
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Jim died in 1942 and Alf during the War. George was the eldest boy, then myself, then Jim and Alf. Jim
was taken ill in Malaya, but died at home. He was buried in Manchester in the South Cemetery - a very
big cemetery, and my mother’s parents are buried there too.
Father’s brother, John, lived at Bridlington and I used to go there for holidays. One of his sons was a
sea captain on the China coast.

JAMES FINDLAY ANDREW

(13.12.1892 - 1.9.1922)

We know very little about James Andrew. He was born at Yangzhou in 1892 while his father was the
Superintendent of the stations on the Grand Canal. Yangzhou was the first inland city I lived in when I
went to China in 1931, because the Language School for lady members of the CIM was centred there.
Jim Andrew attended Chefoo School and, when I was in Toronto during the summer of 1982, Mrs. Grace
Harris, aged 84, told me she was at Chefoo with Jim who ‘absconded from school in a Chinese junk!’
She also said that Doris Milsom, Bob Faers, Jim Andrew and two others got jobs in Tianjin after they left
Chefoo. Bob and Jim got a room, the previous inmate of which had died of TB. Within 10 years all five
of the ex-Chefooites had also died of TB.
He probably went to Manchester where his Uncle Isaac Andrew lived at Reddish, but we have no record
of what he did during the First World War. All we know is that later he was working on a plantation in
Malaya at a place called Chemar, near Ipoh. George Findlay Andrew, his elder brother, met him in
Singapore in 1921 when he and Fanny with Mervyn, were on their way back to China from furlough.
Less than two years later, Jim was back in Manchester and died there on 1 September 1922.
GF’s diary records their arrival in Singapore at 8:30 in the morning of 15 February 1921: “Jim turned up
about 10:30. First time we had met since December 1908!” December 1908 was the date of Esther’s
marriage to Arthur Moore. He goes on to say, “Had a happy day together, went to the Seaview Hotel,
then had a motor ride and tea at Littles. Jim had to leave again by the night mail for Ipoh and Chemar.”
Again he repeated, “Had a happy day together”. It was the last time they were to meet.
Letters to his parents in China from a Mr. and Mrs. McKellen (obviously friends of the family) gave them
details of his last days. He arrived obviously ill and was treated for malaria, but, when that was cleared
up it was obvious to the doctors that the headaches were due to pressure on the brain through
tubercular meningitis. He was taken to the High Elms (Victoria Park)Nursing Home where the Matron
was a member of the Union Chapel congregation who knew Jim and his Auntie, Miss Findlay.
Dr.
Roberts conducted the funeral on 5 September and Mrs. McKillen’s father, Mr. Aldous, who ‘likes Jim
very much, and even before his serious illness asked if he could do anything for Jim’, paid for all the
expenses of his illness. That must have been a great relief to the grieving parents far away in North
West China. Jim was not quite 30 when he died.

ALFRED ANDREW.

(18.5.1897 - 4.6.1916)

Alfred was the youngest of George Andrew’s sons, and was born in Gweiyang in the Province of
Gweizhou in 1897. He attended Chefoo School but in March 1912, when he was almost fifteen, he
returned to England with his parents. On 6 September 1913, they sailed again for China, leaving him in
England. On 17 September of the same year, he was baptized, so it sounds as if by that time he was a
committed Christian.
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A year later World War I broke out and there is a strong tradition in the family that Alf exaggerated his
age in order to join up, as many young men did at that time. In the summer of 1916, the War Office sent
a telegram to George Andrew in Lanzhou, Gansu, saying, “Regret to inform you Private Andrew, 15th
Royal Scots, killed in action June 4th 1916.” A letter from Chaplain James Black dated 5 June, gave
more details. “Pte. Andrew of the 15th Royal Scots was very seriously wounded in a heavy
bombardment which our 1st Edinburgh Battalion boys suffered during Saturday night and Sunday
morning. He was buried along with two others in the debris of the ruined trenches. At first he was
reported missing, but a digging party found the remains of the three brave lads who died at their duty. I
fear there is no doubt whether Pte. Andrew was one of these as some of the papers and relics have
been identified as his.”
On 28 July Jessie Andrew wrote to her daughter Esther about Alf’s death: “The prayer meeting was here
on the Saturday as Miss Mellor was taking the women that day. During the morning it came over me that
my dear laddie was either dead or in great danger, and I had such a cry. Oh this cruel, cruel war! How
many more young lives are going to be sacrificed? I sit and think and think and I cannot realise the dear
laddie has gone. Poor Dad, he feels it intensely. Last week he could hardly speak to anybody.”
In the same letter she said, “We sent a wire to Jim and have had one back. He said he was writing.”
In the ‘Millions’ of June 1916 a report stated (following the report of Alf’s death): “More than 110 old boys
of the Chefoo Schools have joined the colours (88 are children of missionaries). Of these, 16 have given
their lives for King and Country while 4 more are among the missing.”
Alf’s grave is near Albert on the Somme. He was just 19. The ‘Memorial Gates’ at the Boy’s School in
Chefoo were given by the Moore-Andrew family in memory of Alf.
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THE THIRD GENERATION

PERCY AND AMY MOORE
PERCY’S STORY

(15.10.1909 - 4.1.1972)

George Percival Moore was named George after his maternal grandfather, George Andrew and Percival
after his father’s younger brother. He was born on 15 October 1909 at Lanzhou in the Province of
Gansu in NW China where his parents were working as missionaries with the China Inland Mission.
Lanzhou was the capital of Gansu Province, a large city on the Yellow River. Percy’s grandparents,
George and Jessie Andrew was Field Superintendent in charge of the work and the missionaries for all
of Gansu, and the even more distant Xinjiang Province.
Percy’s birth was a difficult one for his mother. She was to have been cared for by the midwife for the
Province (Miss Mellor, I think), but his unexpectedly early arrival meant that the midwife had not arrived.
Esther, who was a midwife herself, with the help of medical books, had to instruct her father how to
deliver his grandson as he made his entry into the world. Esther, my mother-in-law, told me the story
herself. The afterbirth was not coming away and for the rest of that long October night, till the doctor
from the Lanzhou Christian Hospital could arrive, the old Chinese serving woman sat there holding the
end of the umbilical cord to prevent it slipping back! As Esther drifted in and out of consciousness, she
was vaguely aware of this immobile figure squatting by the side of the bed.
For the next year the Moore family remained in Lanzhou, but in January 1911, when Percy was a year
and three months old, they moved to Xining on the Tibetan border to relieve the Ridleys for furlough. By
February they were on their way back to Lanzhou for the birth of Jessie Mabel on 16 March 1911. The
family returned to Xining when Jessie was a month and a half old and Percy only eighteen months. But
three months later they were facing another upheaval when the lives of the whole family were
threatened by revolutionaries, members of Secret Societies who were determined to get rid of all
‘foreigners’. Around the city placards were pasted up urging people to kill them, and first on the list were
the names of Arthur and Esther Moore and their two children. In the mercy of God and through the
friendliness and strong stand taken by the local Government official, their lives were spared and life in
Xining returned to normal.
Not for long however. By the end of the year 1911, trouble was again brewing when a large band of
anti-foreign brigands decided to kill the foreigners and burn down the Mission home. It was the year
when there was unrest all over China, the year of the Republic. In Gansu it was decided that all
missionaries in isolated stations should gather together in one of the more central stations. So at the
age of just over two, with his nine month old sister and his parents, Percy was once again having to
escape for his life.
They joined with other travellers and went to Didao where the Christian & Missionary Alliance were
working and they stayed in the hospitable home of the Ekvalls until the trouble blew over. Just as well
they left Xining when they did for within two days of their departure a band of brigands, a thousand
strong, got to within two miles of the city determined to carry out their plans to kill the foreigners.
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Percy’s father took a trip to Lanzhou from Didao to find out how other missionaries were faring and also
to escort a party of ladies from Liangzhou to Lanzhou. While there, he decided to go back to Xining to
visit the Christians and assess the situation there. On his way back he learned that a peace telegram
had arrived in Lanzhou from Beijing and things were settling down. Eager to impart this news to Percy’s
mother and to get back to Xining with the whole family as soon as possible, he hurried back to Didao,
only to find that Percy and Jessie were both down with measles, and it was impossible to travel till they
were better.

Their time at Xining had been considerably shortened by all these interruptions, and they only had one
more year there before the Ridleys returned. By the beginning of 1913 they were all back in Lanzhou
with Percy 3 years and 3 months and Jessie 1 year and 9 months. On 21 March another sister, Marjorie
Everall was added to the family. ‘Everall’ was Arthur Moore’s mother’s maiden name.
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From then until the end of 1916 Lanzhou was Percy’s home, and his memories of it were happy ones as
he played with his Chinese friend John, the Pastor’s son, and rode his donkey around the compound.
On one occasion he fell off and broke his right arm. The Mission doctor set and reset it three times
before he was satisfied it was right, much to Esther’s disgust! This period when he was unable to use
his right hand made Percy ambidextrous for the rest of his life. He could use both hands with equal ease,
but for doing some things always preferred his left hand to his right. He was a left handed bowler in
cricket, which sometimes gave him, what the opposing side felt to be, an unfair advantage.
He also invariably used his left hand for eating a boiled egg! It may have been this accident to which his
grandmother Andrew referred in writing to Esther at that time, when she spoke of his having been ‘at
death’s door’.
Percy’s father often took him at this time with him into the surrounding country when he went out on
evangelistic trips. So his early life was spent in an environment where things Chinese as well as the
Chinese people and the Chinese language were as familiar to him as his own family. In fact, there were
times in later years, when I became his wife that I used to think that even his way of thinking was
Chinese!
Gansu Province was liable to earthquakes, and the children had vivid memories of being hurried out into
the courtyard several times during those years by day or by night, when tremors threatened something
more serious. On one occasion, after heavy rain, an area near the house enclosed by a little wall,
became flooded, so the children made a raft out of a board and played on it till it sank under their weight.

QINGJIANG
By July 1916 they were on the move again. Percy’s father had been asked to take charge of a small
temporary language school for men at Qingjiang on the Grand Canal. Because of the War (1914-1918),
few young men were coming to China as missionaries at that time, and the Moores, whose furlough was
overdue, could not return to England. Percy was almost seven, and over the age for starting school, so
a move nearer the coast seemed advisable.
The journey from Lanzhou to the railhead in Henan was a long and dusty one through the loess country
of north Shaanxi and the children were old enough to remember it. They travelled by mule litter, made
comfortable by putting their luggage in as a base first, then covering it with their bedding to make a
comfortable seat when they wanted to ride.
As the long cavalcade jogged along, the children often got out and walked. At times the track was
narrow and the mules picked their way along the edge of the mountainsides close to alarming precipices.
As they got into the flatter country near Xi’an in Shaanxi, and then out of Shaanxi into Henan, the loess
soil created a lot of dust, and their father urged the children not to stir up more than necessary. It was
sheer delight when they found a rippling brook under a bridge one day and could paddle in cool,
refreshing water.
At nights they had to stay in primitive inns where, after bargaining with the innkeeper, Percy’s father had
the inn swept while his mother threw the groundsheets across the brick ‘kangs’ which were what the
northerners slept on, sprinkled the edges with insect powder and then laid their own clean bedding on
top. Often they pasted fresh paper over the windows to keep the local children from staring in, but this
didn’t always work, as they soon poked their fingers through the fresh paper also. Sometimes they
hung a sheet across the window to try and get some privacy. To the children who had never travelled
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anywhere except in China, there was a certain sense of security in waking during the night to smell the
familiar smokiness of the inn and to hear their parents whispering together close beside them.
At last they reached the railhead in Henan, and the children had their first ride on a train. It started with
such a jerk that they nearly fell over.

SHANGHAI
The family remained at Qingjiang until February 1917 and then moved down to Shanghai. This was the
first time Percy and his sisters had ever been exposed to life in a big modern city, and it was a revelation
to them. There were electric lights which switched on in one place to light up another.
Woosung Road, Shanghai.

The Headquarters of the China Inland Mission until 1931

The Mission home at that time was in Wusong Road, and the children loved to play on the spiral fire
escape. One night there was a real fire alarm, and Jessie remembered her mother rushing to take them
out on the road till the scare was over. Percy’s main memories of Wusong Road compound seem to
have been of when he was there on holidays from Chefoo. He and the other Chefoo boys took delight in
tearing around on their bicycles trying to snatch caps from the heads of their rivals in St. John’s, the big
English Boys’ School in Shanghai. They, of course, retaliated in kind, but I never heard how the parents
or masters of either side dealt with the problem. I imagine that to lose one’s school cap might have been
looked upon as a major offence.
Jessie remembers marvelling at the shop windows in Shanghai and the celluloid baby dolls displayed
there that could be put in a bath like a real baby. Another of her memories is of her and Marj having their
hair curled by a Chinese amah who was rather rough and made them cry.
One day she told her mother she had seen an angel crossing the road, and when Esther explained that
it was a nurse in uniform she had seen, Jess decided then and there that she would be a nurse when she
grew up.

CHEFOO
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In April 1917, the family went by ship up the coast to
Chefoo where Percy and Jessie would start school after
the summer holidays. They spent the holidays together
there, and when they had seen the children settled in at
school, Arthur and Esther returned to Shanghai for the
birth of their second son, Douglas. Two years later, in
1919, they left for furlough in England, taking only Douglas
with them. During the two years they were in Shanghai,
the children were able to go home for the long holidays
which would not have been possible if they had been still in
the far north west.
The years Percy spent at the Chefoo School made a
tremendous impact on all his future life. They were years
which he always looked back on with great happiness in
spite of the fact that many of his memories seem to have
been connected with some of the ‘lickings’ he received!
Mrs. Urquart was the Prep. School Principal when he
started in 1917, but she was succeeded in 1918 by Miss L.
Blackmore who had already been on the staff for some
twenty years.

PREP. SCHOOL
One of the first lickings must have been about half way through his time in the Prep. School. “I forget
now what I had done”, he recalled, “but I had to go upstairs and get a licking. Syd Best got one at the
same time. I can still hear him yelling! Anyway, after the licking, I was sent into the teacher’s room
where, after a talk and a few sweets, I was told to sit down and write to my parents to tell them I was
sorry for what I had done. My mother still has the letter. She keeps it in the family Bible! ‘Dear Daddy
and Mummy, I am sorry I was a naughty boy. I want to be Willing and Obedient (evidently the subject of
a sermon heard the previous Sunday). How many teeth does Douglas have now? . . . . . and so on’”
The other licking in the Prep. School which he and a number of others never forgot, was a vicarious one.
It made him a hero in the eyes of his sister Jessie and many other Prepites. His description of it was
written as a ‘Do You Remember?’ item in the Chefoo Magazine:
“The whole school was going for a walk, and we started out through the back way so as
to get on to the San Lane. Something went wrong. We probably started to talk in line
before we were given permission. Anyway, we all had to stand in a long line, and the
teacher on duty started with us elder ones and went on down the line giving each one a
licking. This went on until she reached the Kindergarten kids. Her heart must have
softened when she saw them, but the punishment must be given, so she decided that
an older one could take the licking in place of the small ones. I may have offered, or
possibly she picked me out as one to whom a double licking wouldn’t go astray anyway.
Be that as it may, I had to stand out in front of the whole school and take a licking for a
bunch of kids who, in those days, I probably hardly ever spoke to!”
In spite of these rather negative memories, Percy seems to have taken it all in his stride, whereas his
younger sister Marjorie, who must have commenced in the Prep. School about a year before Percy
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moved up into the Boys’ School, always looked back on her days there as a most unhappy period of her
life. Whether this was the fault of the staff or just something in Marj’s makeup, I have never discovered.

BOYS SCHOOL
In September 1920, Percy graduated into the Boys’ School. At this time Mr. Frank McCarthy was the
head and had been since 1895. He made a great impression on Percy as he seems to have done on all
who came under his care, though it was probably in his later years as Senior Student and School
Captain that Percy really came to know him well. For three years, during Percy’s time in the Boys’
School, Mr. McCarthy had to return to England because of ill health. Dr. Fred Judd took his place during
that period. What the nature of his illness was, I don’t know, but he did suffer badly from gout and was
therefore given the nickname of ‘Gout’ by the boys. Percy always spoke of him with affection, as strict
and just, and they all admired him because he never tried to catch them unawares. If he had cause to
think something was going on in a dorm or class room which needed his attention, his firm, heavy tread
could always be heard long before he reached the door!
At the beginning of his life in the Boys’ School, Percy seemed to have been rather a rebel. Indeed he
told me himself that during his early years he was always in trouble, and his ‘Do You Remember?’
articles recall at least two other lickings received at that time. He remembered that the master
administering the licking always gave them a post licking lecture as well. Percy used this time to rub his
posterior against an iron safe standing next to the master’s desk. He felt ir rather unfair however, that
when given a licking in the Second Games Changing Room, he had to lean his elbows on the window sill
and keep his head down. The inevitable lecture was not given at the end, but in between whacks, so
that he was never sure when the next one was coming!
He must have built up some kind of reputation for bad behaviour because when, some time early in 1924
he suddenly decided he wanted to turn over a new leaf and asked for baptism, the staff felt he should
wait till the next year. Baptisms at Chefoo were by immersion and in the sea, usually at the end of the
summer term. They were carried out by parents or relations of the candidates rather than by members
of staff. The hurt of not being accepted at that time remained with Percy for a long time, and to him it was
inconceivable that the staff could not see what was so clear to him, that there was a change inside him
and he was really different. By the following year he had proved himself and he was baptized in the sea
at Chefoo on 26 July 1925. His parents gave him a copy of Daily Light in memory of the occasion and
he used it till he died, after which I gave it to Dorothy.
In fourth form Percy achieved one of his ambitions and that was to be able to join one of the two gangs,
the ‘Jolly Rovers’ or the ‘War Arrows’. In the Prep. School he had been a great admirer of the War
Arrows, and this was the gang he intended to join as soon as he got into the fourth form. Right up
through the third form he kept this loyalty but somewhere between third and fourth forms he changed, to
become a JR supporter, and it was to the JRs he applied for membership when he was able. He wrote
later:
“This incensed the WAs, for I was looked on as a potential member. One of the big
fellows in the WAs, who is now an honoured member of the CIM, took me into the WAs
gang room and, after verbal persuasion had failed, I was bent over the table and given a
hiding. Thus I entered the JRs with a halo of martyrdom around my head!”
We still have a cap of Percy’s with the JR wolf head between a J and an R on the front. By the time he
reached the sixth form, Percy was the Captain of the JR’s and in fact, he was the last Captain as the
House system was introduced and the gangs were done away with.
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It was the custom at Chefoo for the boys to wear shorts both winter and summer until they got into upper
fifth, when they graduated to ‘longs’. Percy remembered bitter north China winters when their knees
were chapped and bleeding but nothing could induce them to cover them up. Esther told me that when
Percy came home to them in Linmingguan on one occasion for the winter holidays, their servant came
with a gift of money for them to buy some cloth so that his knees could be covered! The time for
changing into winter clothes was the time when the upper fifth were presented by the Wardrobe Mistress
with their first part of longs.
The first Sunday to appear in them at church was both a pride and an agony, as they had to walk to their
places amid the stares and grins of both Boys’ and Girls’ Schools who got there early on purpose. The
razor edge crease which was the pride of every fifth former, was preserved by damping the crease with
water, fitting it between the folds of two leatherette covers, and placing the whole thing carefully under
their mattresses. There was an art apparently, in knowing just how much water to use, as too much
might mean the dye from the covers coming off on to the trousers.

Percy became a Prefect and later was School Captain. He was not an academic and often recalled with
much amusement that Miss Wilson (‘Ma Nipp’) once gave him five out of one hundred for arithmetic with
the caustic remark, “It wasn’t because you got anything right, but because you were neat!”
His prowess and popularity lay in sports in which he excelled. We still have medals which marked him
as Captain of cricket, Captain of football and Captain of boating. The high jump, long distance running
and swimming the three mile all added to his enjoyment of life at Chefoo, and it was no trial to him in
1926 when it was suggested he stay on an extra year to try and improve his academic standard. He and
Irene Rouse both took a special course in book keeping that year, a course that stood him in good stead
in his later years, both in the Bank of Toronto and as a Field Superintendent in the CIM/OMF. It was one
of his jokes that Irene got the first prize and he got the second - there were only the two of them to
compete!
During his last two years at Chefoo, Percy’s uncle, George Findlay Andrew, was on the Boys School
staff and, though Percy and his sisters remained as boarders in the school, it was nice to feel that his
Auntie and Uncle had a home on the compound. His parents by this time were living at Linmingguan,
which was much nearer than Gansu, and made it possible for the school children to go home for the
winter holidays. Their parents sometimes came for the summer to Chefoo where they rented a house
that usually went by the name of “Moore’s Fort”, and where they could all enjoy living together as a
family. In later years, Percy looked back with gratitude to his parents and the way in which they tried by
all means to compensate for the fact that there had to be separations. He recalled that, no matter how
hard up they were (and school bills often came to more than their Mission remittance), they always tried
to see that their children never felt deprived of the things other children were able to have. Some of

128

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

those holidays on the beach at Chefoo, when the Moore and Andrew families with Granny and Grandad
George Andrew often there too, lived in Percy’s memory as highlights of his school days.

Some of the friends that Percy made during his years at Chefoo remained lifelong friends - people like
Arnold Lea, Henry Guiness, Wally Pike and others, and whenever their paths crossed in later years, we
would be sure to spend a hilarious evening as they relived the past. Percy’s love of peanut butter (‘pean’)
stemmed from his Chefoo days, also his dislike for such things as custard or sago (‘frog’s eyes’), bread
puddings or rice in any form except the traditional Chinese style.
I can recall one hilarious evening in the old CIM home at Coppins Grove in Hawthorn, Melbourne, when
Percy was already a Field Superintendent in Shaanxi, China, and the father of three children. Jack
Palmer (‘Biscuits’) was visiting from Sydney and a group of Chefooites had gathered round the fire one
cold winter evening. Inevitably the talk turned back to Chefoo days, and somebody mentioned the
periodical ‘stinks’ which blew up in the senior forms when staff felt there were letters being exchanged
between boys and girls. Jack mentioned a certain ‘May’ whom he had admired from a distance and
whom he considered as his, but Percy interrupted, “Hey! Wait a minute! She was my girl!” Roars of
laughter as Jack hotly denied this, and even louder laughter when Ruth Porteous very solemnly
pronounced, “I really think she was Percy’s”. When she could be heard she went on to say that Percy
had been very clever at persuading May’s younger brother to carry letters for him when he was going to
see her. May had just received one such letter when the warning went round that a ‘stink’ was coming
up. Where could she hide it? The Girls School steps were being repaired so May quickly lifted one of
the stone slabs and secreted Percy’s letter beneath it.
Alas, before the ‘stink’ blew over and she could retrieve it, workmen had cemented over the step, and
the letter was sealed there for ever!
On 13 May 1922, after Esther and Arthur Moore had returned from furlough and were back in Gansu,
their fifth child whom they named Dorothy, was born in Liangzhou, north east of Lanzhou. A year later
the family moved to Shunde in the Province of Hebei about 200 miles south of Beijing. Percy’s
grandparents, George and Jessie Andrew were already there and it was partly to help them with a heavy
workload that the Mission sent the Moores there. Shunde and Linmingguan near to it, now became the
family base and this made it possible for Arthur and Esther to spend the summer at Chefoo and for the
children to return home for other holidays as they never could to far distant Gansu. This was the first
opportunity the three elder children had to meet their baby sister and they all loved her.
Return to Table of Contents
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DOROTHY DIES
So it was a shock to them all when, in October 1924 on the eve of her grandparents retirement to Chefoo,
Dorothy died suddenly after an illness of only a few hours. In Chefoo, where George Findlay Andrew
was now on the staff, it fell to him and his wife, Fanny, to break the news of Dorothy’s death to her
brothers and sisters. None of them ever forgot her.
I don’t know if there was any connection, but it was during the year when his much loved sister died at
the age of two, that Percy began to think seriously about spiritual things. He was baptized the following
year, and from then on could take communion. What he was taught about the Lord’s Supper at that time
had a profound effect on the rest of his life. He didn’t talk about it much, but I was always aware that it
meant something special to him, and he took it very seriously. He never liked to allow too much time to
pass without his having taken the communion.
He was always very sensitive to the needs of others. When we were in Malaya and he was
Superintendent, he had ‘Super’s Days’ at regular intervals in the new villages and always made sure we
took bread and wine with us. Many missionaries were isolated for long periods in the villages where
there was no church and no hope of fellowship with other Christians. Percy felt it was part of his spiritual
ministry to them to be able to share in a communion service with them.
After he died, I was attending an OMF prayer conference in the hills near Melbourne where Don Brookes
had been invited to give the Bible messages. I had not seen Don since we left Malaysia thirteen years
before. When he got up to speak, he acknowledged the Chairman’s welcome and then said, “I am
specially glad to meet again the wife
of my dear first Superintendent. I will
never forget when they came to visit
me, a very young and new missionary
living alone in one of the villages of
South Malaya. Mr. Moore brought
with him the bread and wine to enable
us to have the Lord’s Supper together.
It was a very precious time as the
three of us remembered the Lord’s
death. No other Super ever did that.”
It was at Chefoo too that daily Bible
reading first became a habit. Scripture
Union cards and readings had been introduced in the early 1880's to Chefoo, and every summer CSSM
meetings were held on the beach. Percy had vivid memories of some of them when in typical CSSM
style, they built a sand pulpit and he participated in all the activities. I still have his SU badge from those
days and, till the end of his life, he read the SU notes before he started any other Bible reading. The
Bible became very precious to him and part of my memories of our married life centre around his
tremendous enthusiasm as he dug out ‘treasures old and new’ morning by morning and shared them
with me later.

CANADA
In 1927 the time came at last for Percy to leave school and go to England to find work. But those were
depression years and as his parents wrote back and forth to relatives in England, both Arthur’s and
Esther’s, the advice they got from them all was that job opportunities were few and far between, and he
would stand a better chance in ‘the Colonies’. It was decided he should go to Canada, to Toronto,
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where Mr. and Mrs. Brownlee who were in charge of the CIM home, were close friends, and could be
trusted to keep an eye on him. So the long connection of the Moore/Andrew clan with Canada began,
for Percy’s going there meant that one by one, his sisters and brother, Doug, followed, as did his cousins,
George Findlay Andrew’s children.
So in 1927 Percy left China for the first time in his life. The world beyond was all new to him, and he often
laughed later at some of his first impressions. The great passenger liner from Shanghai pulled in to the
Toronto wharf but instead of shouting Chinese rushing from all directions to grab the ropes, a few casual
looking white workmen strolled leisurely to catch the ropes thrown to them and secure them. To see
white men doing coolie’s work was altogether foreign to anything in Percy’s background.
Then there were the GIRLS! Percy’s experience of girls in China, apart from his own sisters and his
cousin Aileen, was mainly to admire from a distance or through clandestine letters. He had not been in
Toronto long before Mr. Brownlee found a job for him in the Bank of Nova Scotia on the corner of Bloor
and Spandina Streets. It was a branch used by a good many young people studying at the University,
and when Percy became a teller and had to face these bright young girls across the counter, he was
almost petrified with embarrassment. In fact, for the first time or two he flatly refused to deal with them
and called another teller to take his place.
Before long, quite a number of boys of Percy’s vintage had come from Chefoo to take up life in Toronto
and find work there. It was not long before they decided to move out of the CIM home and take a flat
together. Harold Warren, Bruce Clinton, Walter Tyler, Percy and, later his cousin Les Andrew, all
shared everything, even their clothes when necessary.
If one of them had a date and others didn’t, they all rallied around to make sure he lacked nothing to
make it a good evening, or to make a good impression on the lady of his choice. Percy’s parents were
not altogether happy about this arrangement, but he looked back on it as
a ‘fun’ time, and so do most of those who lived there with him.
It was during this period that Mrs. Beal and daughter Barbara came into
his life. Mrs. Beal was a comfortably well-to-do widow who felt that part
of her mission in life was to help the children of missionaries, and to try
and keep them on the ‘straight and narrow’. Certainly her home and her
hospitality did much to make the boys who had no home of their own,
feel they had a centre where they were always welcome. Barbara was
about their own age and brought into their lives girls from Christian
families who gave them friendship. In spite of well meaning friends,
Percy looked back on those first years of his time in Toronto as a time of
spiritual barrenness when the world and the things of the world offered
him many attractions he was keen to try out. He tried smoking and
found himself much more interested in a pipe than in cigarettes.
He began to date Barbara a lot and found her attractive. She was an expert ice skater and had had her
own skates since she was very small. Percy, who was not nearly so proficient, often enjoyed just
watching her in her black velvet outfit as she darted back and forth across the rink doing some of the
most intricate ice skating figures. She had also had ballet lessons and often made her friends hold their
breath as she fell from the top of the staircase to the bottom. She had learned to so relax and control her
body that when she reached the bottom, she could get up unhurt and unmarked.
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GOD’S CALL
It was at the end of 1928 that a crisis came in Percy’s life. The CIM was holding a farewell meeting for
newly accepted young missionaries before they left for China. Among them was Dr. Warren Knight, an
ex-Chefoo boy, who had been a few years ahead of Percy in the Boys School. Mrs. Beal suggested he
should go to the meeting, but he made an excuse that he had something else on that night. Then he had
to go home and try to justify himself by finding something else he could do (he was never a good liar!).
He rang several girls, but they all had prior engagements. He tried to plan something with his flatmates,
but they all had dates that night! In the end, rather than condemn himself to a boring evening at home
alone, he decided he would go after all. He was late, the meeting had already started and he was very
embarrassed to find himself led to the very front seat. There was no escape and God’s timing had come
for the Holy Spirit to use Warren Knight’s testimony to stir Percy’s heart with a sense of his own need to
know God’s purpose in life for him.
He went home to an empty flat and as he knelt by his bedside and confessed his sinfulness and handed
his life over to God, he knew that inevitably it must be back to China for him. From then on there was
never any doubt in his mind that this was what God had been planning for him from the beginning. His
letter to his parents told them what had happened:
“Mrs. Beal, Barbara and I went to the last meeting of the CIM conference where the new
members spoke, and after hearing Warren Knight and Marie Barham, both of whom I
knew pretty well, I just felt like getting up and saying, ‘I want to go too’. I feel that on
Wednesday night I received my call for this work, but it will be quite a while before I can
go, and in the meantime I must save enough money so I can go to Toronto Bible
College. I wish I could go back to China right away before I forget the language. I have
reached a time now when I don’t want to just read the Bible as I was satisfied in doing
before, but I want to study it and make it a real Living Word. At present I am going
slowly, and any words or phrases that suggest any line of thought, I underline. I find this
a good idea because you notice things you never noticed before,”
Percy’s first thought after his new commitment to God was that he must get some Bible training and, by
September 1929 he was registered as a student at the Toronto Bible College. Before that however, he
had to hand in his resignation to the bank. He never forgot the embarrassment of being made a
laughing stock when he went in to see the Manager. Asked why he wanted to resign when he was doing
so well and due for further promotion soon, he said simply, “I am going to be a missionary, Sir.” The
man looked at him in blank amazement, then threw back his head and roared with laughter. Then he
pushed open the intervening door and shouted to the rest of the staff, “Have you ever heard the like?
Moore’s going to be a MISSIONARY!” It was a very red faced and uncomfortable young ‘missionary’
who went back to his desk and his work.

BIBLE COLLEGE IN SCOTLAND
During the year he spent at the Toronto Bible College, there was growing in Percy’s heart a deep desire
to be able to go to the same Bible Training Centre in Glasgow as his father, Arthur Moore, had studied in.
With this in mind, he worked on a farm during his holidays to earn enough money to take him to Scotland.
He knew absolutely nothing about farming and, as he said himself, ‘hardly knew one end of a horse from
the other!’
His first experience of trying to work out how to harness a horse resulted in the horse
treading on his foot. In spite of his mistakes, the farmer and his wife became good friends and he earned
enough to pay his passage, steerage to Scotland.
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In the meantime, his friendship with Barbara was growing, and before he left Canada, Mrs. Beal had,
rather reluctantly, agreed to an engagement. She was reluctant because, while she was willing to
encourage her daughter’s friendship with a good looking young bank clerk who had every possibility of
becoming a manager one day, it was quite another thing to encourage an engagement which might take
her daughter away from her for years at a time. Percy bought Barbara a ring before he left and they
parted on the understanding that she too would prepare to go to China, but if for any reason she was not
accepted by the CIM, their engagement would be over. So strongly did Percy feel that his call to China
was of God that nothing must stop him going.
The trip across from Canada to Scotland was rough and he spent the whole of the four or five days on
his bunk wondering why he had come! An old Scottish steward took pity on him and kept him supplied
with dry crackers and fruit drinks, and at last, to his great relief, he could see the coast of Scotland
through his porthole.
His time at the Glasgow Bible Training Institute was an experience which ever after stood out in Percy’s
mind as a highlight in his spiritual life and growth. It was not only the lectures, though he was always
grateful that he had been able to study under a man like Dr. McIntyre. It was even more the practical
things he learned as he met life in the raw in the slums of Glasgow. He learned not to judge the outward
appearances, and to have compassion for people to whom life had dealt many bitter blows, people hard
hit by the economic depression of those years. He learned to live by faith, not only for finances, but for
health and for the fulfilment of God’s purposes in his life. As he rubbed shoulders with other young men
from varying experiences in life, he learned deeper lessons of trust and prayer and of working together.
He was on the 5th floor with a group of fellows, some of whom were old Chefoo friends, but all of whom
were wanting to know the Lord in a deeper way. Arnold Lea and Henry Guiness were there, but also
John Adamson (Big Jock) and Ray Joyce and Alan Crane, all hoping to go to China. And then there
were men like Ellis Govan of the Faith Mission and Stephenson who later became the Editor of ‘The Life
of Faith’. Most of them were still finding their feet, feeling their way forward to something they dimly
sensed but still could not fully see, content to know they could trust the One who led them. So there was
a seriousness of purpose which drew the little group together.
They had their fun times too. They were not young and full of the joy of life for nothing! Men and women
were kept strictly segregated, but the men managed to make tea in their rooms and lower some down
from their windows to the girls on the floor below. They stole down at midnight to wash the faces and
decorate the heads of the busts of revered and long dead members of Council or other famous men in
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the entrance hall. To show their disapproval of one lecturer who treated them like Prep. School children,
they piled his notes into the lift, set fire to them, and sent them shooting up to the top floor!
But beneath the fun there was that
deep search after God, and Percy
never forgot some of those prayer
meetings on the 5th floor when they
all gathered in one of the bedrooms
to seek the mind of the Lord. This
happened regularly each week on
the night before the open air meeting
was held. It was the custom to seek
the Holy Spirit’s guidance, first as to
the number of conversions they
could ask for on the following day,
and then to pray in faith for that
number until there was not a shred
of doubt in any mind. Invariably the
number they were given was the
number of conversions the following
day, but it was the power of God in
that little room as they prayed on and
on until they were all ‘of one mind in
the Spirit’ that left a lasting
impression on Percy’s life and
ministry.
Some of the ‘follow up’ to this work
led Percy and his friends into homes
so filthy and so impregnated with the
smell of urine that he found it hard to
believe that these were white people. His life in China had not prepared him for such degradation nor
such depths of poverty in the Western world. On one occasion, faced with a man ill and shivering,
clothed in the thinnest of thin garments, he felt moved to take off his own warm Canadian overcoat (the
only one he had) and give it to the man. He hadn’t any idea how he would manage without a coat in the
cold Scottish winter, but he knew the impulse was of God and he must obey.
The following night was the regular China prayer meeting at the CIM centre in Glasgow. All China
candidates were expected to go. Wrapping himself up as warmly as possible in all the sweaters he
owned (but without an overcoat), Percy went with the others as usual to the meeting, which was led by
Dr. Arthur Taylor, who had been a Master in Chefoo until 1922. He was now Secretary for Scotland of
the CIM. When the meeting was over, Mr. Taylor called Percy in to a side room and said, “Percy, do you
need an overcoat? There is one here somebody gave me to pass on. Try it on and see if it fits you.” It
did and he accepted it gratefully, but greater than his gratitude for the coat was his joy in this first
experience of God supplying his need which nobody else knew about, and of knowing that God really
cared for his physical welfare.
‘Auntie Grace’ (Miss Grace Downie) was one who did much for him during that year in Scotland. An
ex-girlfriend of Arthur Moore’s she would probably have become his wife had she not felt her duty was to
her aged mother, rather than to China to which Arthur had so clear a call of God. She remained a loyal
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friend to him and to Esther and their children. When Percy came to Scotland, she tried to help him in
every way she could. She often took him for long drives in the beautiful Scottish countryside, drives
which he sometimes recalled with much amusement later. They used a huge Daimler car with a
chauffeur at the wheel, and always with them was little Mrs. Downie, Grace’s mother. She reminded
Percy of Queen Victoria, very regal, dressed all in black, but the picture was spoiled a little by her
constant catarrh. For this she kept a box of tissues and a small tin carefully by her side, and many times
through the trip she would clear her throat very daintily, spit delicately into a piece of tissue, and stuff it
into the tin. The others were not supposed to see what was going on, but it never failed to amuse Percy
who got on very well with the old lady! It was in Scotland that he learned to play golf, first at Crieff and
later at St. Andrews.

CANDIDATES COMMITTEE
Having already had a year at the Toronto Bible College, Percy was only required to do a year at the BTI
Glasgow so, by July 1931, his time there was coming to an end and the great decision would have to be
made; would the China Inland Mission accept him as a candidate? The Candidates’ Committee in
Scotland was notoriously severe in their choosing of new missionaries, and it was with fear and
trembling that the China candidates at BTI faced their interviews with them.
Apart from the prospect of facing the Council, Percy had been facing his own personal problems. Over
in Canada, Barbara had been before the Candidates’ Committee and had been turned down, so in
accordance with their agreement, she had sent his ring and other gifts back to him as a sign that she
considered their engagement at an end. It was a severe blow to Percy, but it never occurred to him to
withdraw his application to the CIM and join Barbara in some other kind of life in Canada. Their
engagement and future marriage had been dependent completely on both of them being accepted for
China, and if one of them was rejected the other would accept that as the end of their engagement. I
might add here that Arthur and Esther who, because of Percy’s friendship with Barbara, had come to
know Mrs. Beal fairly well, felt she may have pulled a few strings to keep Barbara back on health
grounds, but that was never confirmed.
So Percy faced the Council with a sore heart, but with no doubt in his mind that God had called him to
China. It was with a sense of shock that he heard one of the Committee suggesting that his ‘call’ was
only because his parents were there, and because he had spent so much of his life in China he just
wanted to go back. When he could find his tongue again he denied the suggestion, and indeed such an
idea had never occurred to him, but the Committee member kept probing his motives. It was Dr. Taylor
who had known him from childhood, who came to his rescue. He said, “Percy knows China well. He
knows all about the dirt, the smells, the beggars and the dangers, and he knows from first hand
experience that he will never get rich as a missionary in China. He would have done far better in the
bank in Toronto. In spite of all this, he feels that China is where God wants him, and he is prepared to go
back.”
The ordeal was not over yet. “What about Barbara?” was the next question and, before he was finally
accepted he had to literally bare his soul as he not only told them of the mutual agreement between them,
but even had to read to them some of the letters which had passed between them since her rejection in
Toronto. At last they were satisfied that Barbara was not going to be a means of his pulling out in a year
or two when the going got rough, and that the ties between them had been severed once and for all.
It had been a gruelling evening, but he went back to the BTI Hostel an accepted candidate for the CIM.
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CANDIDATES’ COURSE
The next step was three months in London doing the ‘Candidates’ Course’ under Mr. Hogben (Hoggie).
Mr. Hogben had been a school master and was a little bit inclined to treat these young men and women,
many of whom were university graduates, as school children and not adults. For all that, he was a good
teacher, and, to the end of his life, Percy continued to use the form of sermon outlines given to them in
Homiletic classes by Mr. Hogben.
They were now preparing to leave for China in
October 1931, and were being sent out to speak at
meetings and to give their testimonies in churches
and prayer meetings all over London. They went
together to the Keswick Convention in July, but it
was not the Convention meetings which remained in
Percy’s mind as a lasting memory, but an encounter
some of them had with Bishop Taylor Smith who at
that time was Chaplain to the King.
On the train back to London, when the Bishop
discovered that a group of young men who had
been accepted by the CIM to go to China in the
autumn were on the same train, he left his
comfortable first class carriage and joined them in their third class carriage. They had seen and heard
him at Keswick and some of them had been stopped by him if he met them early in the day. “What’s your
best thought for the day?” he would ask, expecting them to share with him something from their Bible
reading that morning. He was always ready to share his own ‘best thought’ with them in return. Now as
the train sped on its way to London, he shared with them some thoughts from Psalm 27: ‘The Lord is my
Light and my Salvation, whom shall I fear? The Lord is the Strength of my life, of whom shall I be afraid?’
Percy never forgot the message he left with them that day.

RETURN TO CHINA
The new workers of 1931 from England were divided into two parties, the single ladies leaving with their
escort in one ship for Shanghai via Suez and Colombo, while the men’s party with any married couples
sailed a few days later under the charge of Mr. and Mrs. Lewis. It was a hilarious trip which they all seem
to have enjoyed, even more so when their ship reached Colombo and found the girls’ ship still in port.
You can be sure they all made the most of the opportunities to do things together, and for the engaged
couples who had expected to be separated till after their time at language school was over, it was an
added bonus which they felt God had arranged specially for them.
Mr. Lewis felt CIM habits must be instilled into them even during a sea voyage, so every day after lunch
they all met on one of the cabins for ‘Prayer for Provinces’ i.e. prayer for the work and workers in the
various provinces in China. By the time they reached Suez and the Red Sea, the heat was beginning to
tell on them and all they wanted to do after lunch was lie down and sleep. It was at that time that
anything in the nature of a steamed pudding partaken of during the lunch hour became known as ‘prayer
meeting pudding’, as it always made them extra sleepy. Desmond (Dizzy) Guiness dozed off during one
prayer meeting, half woke when somebody’s elbow gave him a dig in the ribs, and thinking he was being
called upon to pray, still half asleep, scrambled to his feet and automatically opened his mouth, “Our
Heavenly Father . .” only to be dragged down again by those next to him before he could interrupt any
further the person who was already praying. There were many humorous interludes in some of the
ports as they tried to bargain with the local traders while crowds of onlookers listened with interest.
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Shanghai at last, not the old Wusong Road Mission Home which Percy and Arnold Lea and Ray Joyce
had all known so well as schoolboys in Shanghai, but the big new Xinzha Road compound with its large
Mission Home and hospital building on one side, and on the other the equally large administrative
building with Business Department, HQ, staff homes and offices and, on the ground floor, the big Prayer
Hall where the main prayer meetings and other functions were held.

LANGUAGE SCHOOL
They were not there long, but in a few days were on one of the Yangze river boats on their way to Anqing
where the Language School for men was situated. Mr. and Mrs. Mair were in charge and the large group
of some 70 young men with a few wives quickly settled down to language study. Percy not only kept his
own close circle of friends, but made many new ones too and often found himself becoming the
interpreter between the British and the North Americans. Having lived on both sides of the Atlantic, he
was familiar with the idiom of both.
Stanley Rowe, who was his room mate, became a lifelong friend and Stanley’s loyalty could always be
depended upon. During one ‘rag’ when some of Percy’s friends decided to cut off half his moustache,
they chased him to his bedroom and finally bound him, still struggling and kicking, to a chair, where they
proceeded to lather his face well with soapy water. Stanley got word of what was going on and, finding
the door locked against him, hurled himself through the window, glass and all, to rescue his room mate.
Without his thick glasses, Stanley was half blind, so probably didn’t know the pane was there!
International concerts and skits as well as international sports were zealously planned for their spare
time and there certainly seemed to be ‘never a dull moment’. Many years later, when Percy and Arnold
and some of the others who went to China first in 1931 were recognised leaders in the CIM/OMF, we
met for a reunion in Singapore. As they reminisced and recalled some of the antics of those days, I
asked Arnold as a Director of the OMF what he would do of he learned of such things in the language
groups today. He looked at me with a twinkle and said, “I’m afraid they would have to leave the Mission!”
Chinese study was no great hardship to the men who had been born in China and, being put into a study
group by themselves, they were able to write their first section language exam before they left Anqing.
Other groups were slower and had to wait till they reached their sphere of work with its possible change
of tones and dialect before they could write theirs. Percy had forgotten a lot of his Chinese and, had he
been asked, would have said he could no longer speak it, but as he studied and read and listened, it all
began to come back.
MEANWHILE
What was happening to the rest of the family all this time? Jessie finished at Chefoo in 1928 aged 17.
and for one year taught in Qingdao on the south side of the Shandong promontory. In 1930 her parents
left for furlough and Jessie travelled with them leaving only Marj and Doug at school. True to her early
desire to be a nurse, she began her training at St. Johns Hospital in Toronto, and when she was free to
attend church, went, after trying a few other places, to the Calvary Church in Pape Avenue, a connection
that has continued to this day.
By this time Percy was at the Bible Training College in Glasgow, so Arthur and Esther spent the final
months of their furlough in the UK. On their return to China in July 1931, they took the long train trip
across Siberia to Shanghai. Expecting to return to Shunde or Linmingguan, they were surprised when
Arthur was asked to become the Field Superintendent for South Shaanxi. After some thought and
prayer, they accepted this new position and were delighted when they knew that Percy had been
designated to work in the same province.
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FIRST APPOINTMENT
Designation days in the two language centres were very exciting when two of the Directors came to stay
and to discuss with each new missionary what they felt about their future sphere of service. Where
would they like to go? Did they feel any direct leading from God to any particular place? How would
they feel if the Directorate felt they would like them to go somewhere else? And so on. Sometimes the
decisions and the desires dovetailed together, at other times there was a brief sense of disappointment,
at others excitement over an unexpected but hoped for designation.
Percy had a secret hope that he would go back to the province where he was born, perhaps to fulfill his
father’s old longing to go to the far distant parts of Xinjiang. A group of young men were being sent up to
Mr. Hunter in Ürümchi where, with his age and experience, he could train them to carry on where he
would eventually leave off, but Percy’s name was not among them. His disappointment was only brief
as he was delighted to know of his
father’s new appointment and thrilled
to be able to work under him. Four
other young men were also to go to
Shaanxi under Arthur’s leadership.
As all new workers that year were part
of the ‘Two Hundred’ specially set
aside for pioneer work, it was hoped
they would open up some of the
untouched villages and towns in
Shaanxi.
By June 1932 they were all gathered
in Shanghai to meet Percy’s parents
and to travel with them on the long treck to the West. They had to travel first by river steamer as far as
Nanjing, 205 miles up the Yangtze River (Chang Jiang) from Shanghai. They then went by train to the
borders of Shaanxi, Shanxi and Henan to Tongguan which was as far as the railway went at that time.
From there to the capital, Xi’an, which Percy had not seen since he was a small six year old leaving
Lanzhou for Xinjiang by truck over dusty, unpaved roads. At Xi’an they changed to other
trucks for a further journey to Fengxiang and Baoji.
In Fengxiang they were entertained in the hospitable home of Mr. and Mrs. Stevens who had lived and
worked there for many years. Arthur and Esther knew them well and they were all glad to have a few
days rest before going on. Percy’s father paid off the trucks which could go no further as there were only
mule tracks for the rest of the trip over the mountains to South Shaanxi. He then set about the all too
familiar task of hiring mules for men and luggage and a mule litter for Esther to ride in. When all was
loaded and secure, the long cavalcade began its nine day journey over the Qin Ling range down to
Hanzhong in South Shaanxi where their arrival was being eagerly awaited by the missionaries and the
Chinese church alike.

SETTLING IN TO SOUTH SHAANXI
With the summer over, Arthur prepared to visit each station in the district before all met in Hanzhong for
the conference he had called for November. He had not met the three new lady workers in Chenggu
with Miss Cooke nor did he know many of the other older workers, so he felt this was a top priority. Early
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in November he had to be back in Hanzhong for a three day Church Conference at which he had been
asked to speak. Esther wrote to Jessie in Toronto:
“The Church is well filled with Christians and enquirers from all the stations on the Plain.
Dad is taking the main meeting each day, and is giving some wonderful messages. The
Holy Spirit is surely speaking through him. I can see more and more that the Lord has
surely brought us here at this time to use Dad to be a blessing both to the Chinese and
missionaries. It was hard to pull up roots again and leave the Linmingguan folks, but I
believe that if we had refused to come it would have been thwarting God’s divine
purpose for us. There are difficulties ahead. Some of the older workers are hard and
exacting on the new workers. They expect too much of them and it is not right. Pray
that as Dad and I get older we may not have this spirit but may mellow and grow in
grace. I’m glad we are here to help and encourage the younger ones. Next week is our
Missionary Conference and we are praying much. There is a lack of love and unity
among the older workers which should not be.”
That was the Conference where
Percy and I met for the first time.
Esther was always sensitive to
atmosphere and, where her children
were concerned, had a kind of sixth
sense about what was going on in
their lives.
She and Percy were
always close and she told me later
that she knew from the beginning that
Percy was interested in me, so it was
no surprise to her when he told them
he was corresponding with me.

Return to Table of Contents
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AMY’S STORY (4.9.1908 - 30.11.2005)
According to my birth certificate, I was born at 208 Aberdeen Street, West Perth in Western Australia.
At that time this was the address of my maternal grandparents. I was not sure when Grandma and
Grandpa Mercer moved from Northam to West Perth, but since my parents, Robert Weir and Mabel
Mary Mercer, were married from their home in Northam on 2 January 1908 and I was born on 4
September 1908, the move must have been made sometime between those
dates.moved
My father (Picture on right) bought land at Coolup south of Perth in 1907,
and he and mother went to live there after their wedding. It was to Coolup
they took me after my birth in September 1908, but not for long because by
the time I was six months old, the farm had been sold and we were moving
up to Brown Hill, one of the small gold mining towns on the ‘Golden Mile’
near Kalgoorlie. That must have been a hard time for my father with his
high hopes of supporting his young bride and their first child. Curious to
know why they had left so soon, in later years I found from old newspapers
that that had been a particularly bad year in the Coolup area, and I think he
must have lost all he had put into the land there. It was during that time too,
that something happened to his beautiful horse Black Beauty, which he was
so proud of, and it had to be put down. Black Beauty had been admired by
James Mitchell (later Sir James), but father had refused to sell. I never heard the whole story as mother
would not let us talk about it in front of father, but all our lives there was preserved in a prominent place
in the home, a hoof and shoe of a horse which I understood to be that of Black Beauty.

BROWN HILL
66 Brisbane Street, Brown Hill is the first address I remember, and the first home which lingers in my
memory, as I lived there from the time I was six months old until I was nine. Father bought a small
house on Brisbane Street with a smallgoods shop attached. When we moved in it must have seemed
adequate for the family, but by the time we moved away from the goldfields, there were five children and
my father had made quite a few changes in that time.
We saw many aborigines on the goldfields, but especially at the season of the year when they went
‘walkabout’ and headed off into the bush beyond Brown Hill. One year Mother was out at the wash tubs
when a young aborigine couple came round the side of the house, each of them carrying one of their
twin boys. They had seen the shop and wanted to buy some condensed milk for the youngest twin who
looked ill and much thinner than his brother. They were a nice couple and told Mother they had a small
farm in York but were taking the twins for their first walkabout. Mother gave them the milk and then, as
it was a very hot day, suggested they might like to use her wash water to bath the twins. They were
delighted and their mother not only bathed them but washed her own hair as well. They went off full of
smiles and gratitude. Next year at the same time they came back again, but this time there was only
one baby. The little one had died during the year, but they brought Mother a photo of the whole family
taken in York while the younger twin was still alive. Mother treasured that photo for many years.
Jim (James Henry) was born just two years after I was, on 5 September 1910, and he is the one I have
most memories of playing with at that time. When Jim was nearly two and I was nearly four, on 15
August 1912, Mother gave birth to another baby boy whom they called Robert, but whom we more often
referred to as ‘Baby Boy’ for he only lived eleven days, and on 26 September was gone again. To us
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children his coming and his going had hardly made a ripple on the surface of our lives, but I do vaguely
remember Father coming out of the house one day when I was playing on the footpath. He was carrying
a small casket which he placed gently on the floor of the trap and then got in himself and drove away.
Baby Boy was buried in the Kalgoorlie cemetery and only a number marks his grave. For Mother that
was a hard time and it was a very long time
before the pain of losing that little one eased
a little.
Elizabeth (Beth) was born on 1 February
1914 and John (called Jack by the family)
followed on 26 September 1915. Dora, the
last of the family to be born on the goldfields,
was born on 14 June 1917.
With a growing family, Mother found it hard to
keep up with the work in the shop as well,
and when Father was invited by Mr. Walker
(that mysterious figure who seemed to come
in and out of our lives at intervals in those
years) to become the Manager of the Co-op stores in Boulder City, he agreed and the shop was closed.
The stock was all sold and the big room at the front of the house turned into a beautiful sitting room
where they were able to entertain visitors. The big display windows now became lovely big windows
with long curtains for the sitting room and, what had been the shop door, now became our front door.
Visitors did not need to go round through the kitchen at all.
Another change which came with the growing family was what we called ‘the shelter’. Outside the back
door, Father put a big bush shed built in the fashion of the ‘humpies’ he and his mates Jim Williams and
Joe Johnson, had put up for themselves on the Murchison goldfields when they first came over from
Ballarat. The only difference was that the roof was not thatched with branches, but he had discovered
some new roofing material called ‘rubberoid’, guaranteed to deflect the sun’s rays and to give a certain
degree of coolness. When the building was complete, our beds were all removed out there and it was
certainly a great deal cooler than on summer nights inside the house.
Being the eldest, I was the first to be moved from my parents’ big bedroom to a smaller room at the end
of the passage. It was all my own, but while proud to have my very own room, I was also quite scared of
the dark at that early age and, when my door and the kitchen door were shut at night, I felt very cut off
from the rest of the family. It was at this time that Mother talked to me about the Lord Jesus and His
constant love for me and care of me. She
hung a picture on my wall of a child crossing
a bridge over a deep chasm, a bridge
without any protecting sides to keep her
from falling. Hovering over her was an angel
with wings outspread guarding her as she
walked, and Mother told me of the angels of
God who watch over little children wherever
they are.
From that time on there have
been very few things which have made me
afraid, and I was never afraid of the dark
after that.
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The First World War had its effect on us in Brown Hill as it did all over Australia. A wave of patriotism
swept through the goldfields and our young men hurried to join up as soon as they were eighteen. We
went in to Kalgoorlie Railway Station to see the first contingent off for training at Blackboy near Perth,
and then overseas. There was wild excitement as the train pulled slowly out of the station while whistles
blew, people cheered and the train whistled ‘Cock-a-doodle-doo’ until it was out of hearing. Everybody
was buying flags, and white feathers were given to men they felt were shirking their duty by not joining
up. Many of those we saw off so joyously that day never came back, and those who did were older and
wiser and never again looked on war as a gay adventure.

JINDARRA FARM, MAYA (on the Wongan Hills line)
It was just after my 9th birthday at the end of 1917 when we left the goldfields and moved to a farm on
the Wongan Hills railway line north of Northam. I don’t know why the move was made, but I do know
there had been some trouble at the Co-op where Father was working. For some time he had been going
back night after night to go over the books and find out what was wrong. I gathered from things I picked
up in adult conversations, that the book keeper Father employed had been lining his own pockets and
there was a lot of money missing. Whether Father was blamed or whether he felt so responsible that he
did not want to go on, I don’t know, but once again Mr. Walker turned up and invited Father to manage a
farm for the Co-op on the Wongan Hills line at Maya. By the time Mother and Father left Brown Hill, they
had five children, Amy, Jim, Beth, Jack and Dora, so it must have been quite a job moving us all.

At that stage in my life I was strongly imaginative and full of ideals. I loved reading and so did Jim and
Father encouraged us by buying boxes of books from Perth. There was never any rubbish among them.
The classics became familiar to me and my love for Dickens started then. I read Walter Scott and was
delighted with a volume by Harriet Ainsworth called “Old St. Pauls”. It was a historical novel set in
London at the time of the Great Fire and the Plague, and centred on the doings of a gang of underworld
criminals who had their headquarters deep down in the crypt of St. Pauls Cathedral. I could still picture
it years later when Percy and I visited St. Pauls together, gazed up at the beautiful ceiling and climbed
up to the Whispering Gallery. I couldn’t help wondering what dark secrets lay deep down beneath our
feet!
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Two volumes called “The Mysteries of Paris” by Eugene Sue were great favourites too. Arthur Mee’s
‘My Magazine’ came regularly and many interesting facts learned from that magazine at that time still
stick in my mind today, like signs of rain - ants busy storing food and birds flying low and others. For
Christmas we always received books among other things and while we were on the farm, Jim and I were
given copies of the Boys’ Own and the Girls’ Own Annuals. I doubt if Jim ever read the Girls’ Own, but I
devoured his as well as my own and felt that boys’ stories were much more interesting than girls’ stories.
Perhaps I was at a stage then which most girls go through at some time of wishing I had been a boy
instead of a girl. I certainly found boys’ stories and adventures much more to my liking than the ones for
girls.
It was while we were on the farm that notices appeared in the Perth papers about correspondence
courses being opened by the Education Department for country children. Father caught at this
immediately, and wrote expressing interest, so that as soon as the scheme was really started, they put
our names on the roll. Jim and I have the distinction of being the first two names to appear on the rolls
of the Western Australian Education Department correspondence courses, and later, during the Second
World War, when we were in China, I enrolled Frank in the same course and he studied at home until he
was able to go to school. Our teacher in Perth was a Mrs. Atkinson, and all the time we were in Maya,
our daily lessons were supervised by Mother at the big kitchen table and then sent off to Mrs. Atkinson
for correction.

BAYSWATER
We were only at Maya for two years or less and then moved down to Bayswater in Perth where
Grandma and Grandpa Mercer now lived. My grandparents, after moving from West Perth, bought two
acres of land which extended from Maurice Street to Sanderson Street in the district now known as
Embleton. At that time not much of the area had been cleared, and it always seemed a long walk from
the Bayswater railway station along Beechboro Road with no shelter on either side, out to what was
known as Mt. Panorama.

Grandma and Grandpa’s home was on the far slope of ‘Mount Pam’ as we called it, and to reach it we
had to climb the hill after that long walk, get to the end of the paved road which was the Beechboro end
of Maurice Street, and then go through another hundred yards or so of soft sand to reach Grandpa’s
front gate. What a wonderful relief to get inside the gate and be greeted by the scent of all the lovely old
fashioned flowers that Grandpa delighted to grow, and to come into the cool shade of a huge golden
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wattle in the middle of the front lawn, or under the five big black wattles which covered the back part of
the house. Over the front porch was a sweet scented honeysuckle that helped to fill the air with
fragrance, and the house, which they called ‘Weeroona’ meaning ‘Haven of Rest’, always seemed to be
just that to me. It drew us all - the whole clan - like a magnet, and they were rarely without some of their
children or grandchildren in and out.
From then on we lived in Bayswater, a suburb of Perth. Father bought a property in Wisbeck Street
which became our home until after we were all married and my father and then my mother died. The
house was then sold. When I was seventeen my youngest sister Muriel was born.
It was after the move to Wisbeck Street that I commenced at the Perth Modern School where I remained
for the next two years. Mod was at West Perth on the far side of Perth from Bayswater, so I had a longer
distance to travel each day, but I made friends with others who came on the same trains and it became
fun to travel back and forth each day. Nell Makin lived in Bayswater and I knew her well, and we
chummed up with twins who lived at Midland Junction, some eight miles further out than Bayswater.
Jean and Pearl Sloman had come to Mod from the Midland High School, so we were all new and strange
together. Jean, Nell, Pearl and I became a foursome who did everything together. It was a good
friendship which has lasted through till now.
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By the time I finished at Mod I was seventeen and that year was one of the most eventful in my life. I was
a very restless and unsettled teenager at that time. I had many friends in the Church and out of it, and
was involved in all the Youth Group activities which included lots of parties and picnics where we had fun
together. Smoking and drinking and dancing were taboo, but we found our fun in other ways and on the
whole had a good time. Yet in me there was a growing feeling of discontent. I threw myself into all the
games and other activities that went on, and then came home and got into bed with a deep sense of
dissatisfaction even though I assured myself we had had a good time. I asked myself “What’s the matter
with me? Christianity is supposed to make us happy, but I’m not happy and I don’t know what to do.” I
looked at Mother, busy, hard working and often so tired with all she had to do for her big family, and yet
showing a quiet serenity and peace in her life that I knew came from God. Why wasn’t I like that? And
how could I get like that? I read my Bible (sometimes!) and prayed (sometimes!) but I was still
dissatisfied.
I spent the summer holidays on the farm with Win, my cousin and friend who was one year older than I,
and enjoyed that as always; being teased by my cousins, galloping round the paddocks on horseback
with Win and the boys as they went to water the sheep or do other chores, or with Win and Auntie in the
big farmhouse kitchen, preparing meals, baking cakes, churning the cream into butter, scalding the big
pans of milk on the top of the stove to make some clotted cream to eat with the fresh bread that always
smelled so good. Sometimes, when it was less busy, Auntie would make cream puffs and cut
sandwiches and we would all go off for a picnic, usually, in those days, to places where the pink and
white wild everlastings grew in profusion and made a lovely carpet of flowers as far as the eye could see.
I always took home a bunch of everlastings to Mother, and they lasted until the following year. That year
of my seventeenth birthday, Win came back with me to have a holiday in Perth and, although she had
other relations in Mount Lawley, she spent the first part of the holiday with me. On the first Sunday
night back, we went to the Baptist Church and found there was a special ‘Mission’ going on. A group of
Methodist laymen were just completing a series of meetings they had been holding during the week. Mr.
Frank Rogers and Mr. Arthur Hill were the leaders, and Mr. Rogers spoke that night on ‘Full Surrender’,
a subject new to me, but which caught my attention from the start. The fact that God had a plan for my
life if I would only hand over the controls of that life to Him and let Him direct me into His ways, was
something which had never hit me before. It hit me very forcibly that night because I was very conscious
that I had been trying to direct my own life but, with all my independence and strong will, was getting
nowhere, except to be more and more dissatisfied with everything.
At the end, when an invitation was given to come and kneel at the front seat if we would like to surrender
our lives to God’s control, I felt I must if I was going to have any peace in my heart. I glanced at Win
sitting beside me, and wondered what she would think. But somehow I didn t really care what anybody
thought. I felt only the urge to go forward and surrender myself to God and, as I got up to go out to the
front, to my surprise Win was getting up too, and we went and knelt together as we had done so many
things together in our lives. I knelt there and followed Frank Rogers in a prayer of dedication to God. It
was a very solemn moment when I felt God very close, and as Win and I walked home together later, I
felt that something tremendous had taken place, something almost too serious to talk about, and I just
wanted to get alone and think about it. Win, on the other hand, was on a high of joy and excitement, and
talked most of the way home. Before I got into bed, I knelt beside it and said, “Lord, I really meant what
I did tonight. I want you to take control of my life and show me what You want me to do, and I promise to
obey You.” It was a covenant between God and me which was the turning point in my life, and which, as
I look back, I have never regretted.
During the months that followed, I found new interest in reading what the Bible says, somehow it
seemed more relevant to me and I found a new love for the Lord which brought joy and peace to my
troubled heart. I began to attend a regular weekly meeting which the Methodist laymen held in the city.
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I was spiritually hungry, and those regular Bible Studies gave me the food I needed which Mr.
Strickson’s simple sermons never did. It was not long after that however, that the Stricksons moved
down to Narrogin, and Mr. and Mrs. Hogg came from the Shetland Islands in the far north of Scotland to
be our Pastor. He was a gifted Bible teacher, and he came to us at a time when I needed just such
teaching. I soaked in every sermon, and often had long discussions with him about them. He started a
monthly Keswick type of meeting in Perth for the deepening of the spiritual life, which became very
popular, and which I attended regularly.
By this time I was teaching Sunday School at the little Mission Hall on Mt. Panorama where my
grandparents were still very active. At Easter in 1926, we spent some time there thinking about the
Cross and the Resurrection and what Easter really means. The greatness of God’s love and what He
did for us, became more real to me. Soon after that, while these thoughts were still very much in my
mind, I had a very vivid dream, so vivid that I have thought of it as more of a vision than a dream. It has
remained clear in my mind ever since, and has probably affected my life more than any other thing.
THE VISION
It was dark, that kind of darkness which we experience during an eclipse of the sun,
when for a few moments, the sun s light fades, and everything hushes into stillness
in the half light. I was kneeling alone on the slope of a hill among some low
bushes, but I soon became aware that I was not alone, for somewhere down in the
darkness below me, I could hear the faint murmur of voices.
All this was in the background of my subconscious mind, for my eyes were
centred on another hill slope across to my right, where the figure of a Man hung
bleeding and dying on a wooden cross. His agony was so great that my own
heart was filled with a deeper pain than I had ever known before, the pain of
watching the suffering of a loved one, and being unable to do anything to help. I
thought my heart would break.
Then He turned His head and His eyes looked deep into mine over the distance
that divided us. The pain in my heart ceased, and the love He poured into the
very depths of my being was like balm upon a wound, or like peace after a storm
when the tumult dies down and there is quietness.
Only then did I become aware that, in my distress over what He was suffering, I
had been clutching the thorny bush where I was kneeling, and the thorns had
pierced my hands and made them bleed. The deeper heart pain had made me
oblivious to the physical pain until His look brought peace to my heart.
I have loved Him ever since, and far more than any other love He has brought
into my life. He is first always.
The third thing that happened in that eighteenth year of my life, and which was to have a lasting effect on
my future, was when I attended a valedictory meeting for Doris Cole who, though some years older than
I, was one of my friends. She was going out to Shanghai as a missionary with the London Missionary
Society, and a farewell meeting was held in the Maylands Methodist Church.
I walked over from
Bayswater to attend. I don’t remember anything about the meeting except that the speaker said, “Doris
has heard the Lord’s call ‘Go ye’ (quoting from Mark 16:15) and she is going in obedience to that
command.” I didn’t hear a voice from Heaven but, at that moment, strong and clear within me, was the
conviction that God was saying to me “You go!” Everything else in the meeting faded into oblivion.
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As soon as I had said goodbye to Doris, I got out the door and started for home. It was some two miles
to walk, but I wanted to walk alone with God and find out what this was all about. He couldn’t possibly
want me to be a missionary. As I looked up into the starry sky I said, “Lord, You know I couldn’t be a
missionary. We couldn’t afford it anyway, and I am the eldest and most needed at home. Where would
I go? How would I get some training?” All these and many other questions went through my mind, but I
couldn’t get away from that very strong conviction that God was calling me to be a missionary. Finally,
as I reached Wisbeck Street, I gave in and said, “Alright Lord, if that is what You want, but You will have
to show me how.”

I don’t know that I told anybody at that time of my missionary call, but it was there in my mind always as
a goal for the future. I began to think of Bible training, but there was no such place in Western Australia
though Rev. Carmen Urquhart was hoping to start some evening classes. Then one evening, through a
young man who was working among the aborigines in the north of WA, I heard about the Melbourne
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Bible Institute. I tucked that information away in my heart and quietly decided that I would go there one
day. At that time Melbourne seemed like the other end of the world, but Mother was getting stronger and
I decided I would get a job, one that paid well, so that I could save to go to Melbourne. This I did and
when I was 21 I left home and travelled across the continent to Melbourne where I had been accepted as
a student in the Melbourne Bible Institute.
I spent two happy, learning, growing years at MBI under the good solid Bible teaching of the Rev. Clifford
Nash. He was an old man by this time, and had learned to know God through some hard experiences in
life. As he went through various books of the Bible with us, the Word of God opened up and became
real to me in a way I never dreamed it could. Many times as I sat and listened, I had that deep sense of
being in the presence of God, and all I wanted was to be alone with Him and worship Him.
While my missionary call remained strong within me, I still had no idea where God wanted me to go and,
from my first weeks in MBI I began to pray that He would show me very clearly where He wanted me to
serve Him and to keep me from making any mistake.
Another prayer I prayed continually was that God would guide me in the matter of marriage and keep me
from making mistakes in this very vital area. George and I had separated on happy terms and there
were no hurts there because we had both known we had no future together. But Harry Lupton was a
different matter. Harry and I had met through the Metropolitan Christian Endeavour interests, and he
had been dating me intermittently for some time. He often took me out on his motor bike and I enjoyed
that. My parents knew him and liked him and, like myself, he had a clear call to missionary service, but
not sure where. We corresponded all the time I was in MBI and shared many ideas and thoughts but,
while I liked and admired him in many ways, it did not worry me that I would not see him for two years,
nor did I get excited over his letters as I did over the ones from the family, nor did it trouble me much if I
didn’t hear for awhile. In some ways I felt towards him more like a big brother than a prospective
husband!

I made new friends in MBI and, perhaps the most significant in the light of future events, was Allison Pike.
Her parents were in China and it was during our first term at MBI that Mr. Nash called her to his study
one morning and broke the news to her that her father had been killed by brigands. The way she took
this shattering news was a blessing to us all and, when she was asked to choose a hymn soon after, her
choice was significant of her whole attitude. It was “Jesus triumphant though the storm clouds break.”
She had grown up in the Chefoo Schools in Shandong, China, come home to do a nursing course at the
Alfred Hospital, where she was a gold medallist, and was now, with her younger brother Walter, living
with her Mother’s sister, a single lady, in Armadale. So she was a day student at MBI. With Allison I
began to attend the Armadale Baptist Church and got involved with the lively group of young people
there.
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Through Allison again I began to attend a prayer meeting for China. We were all supposed to attend one
missionary prayer meeting at least. Helen and Arthur, who had come from Perth with me, always went to
the United Aborigines one and found it a great chance to get together, but I didn’t want to tail round with
them, so I went to the China one with Allison. Through this meeting and again through Allison at other
times, I began to know another group of young people who had all been born in China and attended the
Chefoo Schools through which they had a common bond. So the Embery girls and the Porteous girls,
Ruth and Christine, Mary and Arthur Matthews, Connie Webster and Kitty Waters who worked in the
CIM office, and of course Allison’s brother Walter all began to look on me as ‘Allison’s friend’ and
accepted me into their circle.
Return to Table of Contents

CALL TO CHINA
On Friday mornings at MBI we always had a missionary speaker during the last period. They came from
many lands and many different mission societies, and we were exposed to the needs and opportunities
for Christian work all over the world. One morning, during the first term in 1930, Mr. Lack, the secretary
of the China Inland Mission in Victoria was the speaker. Neither his personality nor his message
attracted me particularly, but somewhere through his address it hit me like a bolt from the blue, that
China was where the Lord wanted me. There was no Voice from Heaven, nor did I have a vision from
God, but just a strong clear certainty in my heart that I have never been able to doubt since, that China
was the place where God wanted me. I had been praying for a long time that He would show me, and
this was the answer. I was shaken to the very centre of my being. In MBI there
had grown up a feeling among us that God only took the best for China. Certainly as we looked at those
accepted by the CIM they did seem to be rather special people like Allison who, by this time, was an
accepted candidate for China. I felt very keenly that I was nobody special, so it was almost unbelievable
that He could want me to go to China.
I sat at my desk for a while after the lecture finished and
everybody had gone, trying to pull myself together till Allison came to see what had become of me. She
was absolutely thrilled when I told her and wanted to drag me off to Mr. Lack then and there. I might
even be able to go out with her to China in September!
Mr. Lack did not discourage me or laugh at me, but felt that I should finish my two years at MBI and in the
meantime he would give me the application papers to fill in at my leisure. Then I would go through the
normal processes of meeting the CIM council and so on. I would not be going out in September 1930,
but probably in 1931. Now I was no longer just ‘Allison’s friend’ but had become part of the China scene
myself with an open door before me through which I could glimpse a little of the future ahead of me.
I learned many lessons during my time in MBI, and God, Who knew He was going to make me part of
what is called a ‘Faith Mission’ began to show me that it is possible to receive things from Him, even
financial supplies, simply by praying and trusting Him. On my way from Western Australia, I had read
two books which greatly influenced me. One was the life of Hudson Taylor the founder of the China
Inland Mission, and the other was the life of George Müller, both of them men who, without any financial
backing themselves, had taken on tremendous responsibilities for the support of many people. I had
come to MBI with enough money to take me through the first year, but when the second year came, I had
to look to the Lord to show me what to do if I were to continue. I didn’t know much about the life of faith
and I think half of me expected God to drop money down from Heaven! I soon learned that He more
often supplied by using the gifts and abilities we already had. Certainly there were times when an
unexpected gift from a friend or the family turned up at the very moment when I most needed it, but I
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needed more than that, and it was supplied first by going for some months in the afternoons to the home
of a lady who wanted somebody to do children’s sewing. When that job ceased, I went to do some
cleaning and cooking for an elderly couple in their own home.
For my last term at MBI I went to live with Miss Howell, an elderly lady who had her own home in
Hawthorn. Her companion of many years had died and she decided to invite an MBI student to live with
her, give her a little help with meals, and be there as a companion at nights. She was lovely, and her
home became a real ‘home from home’ for me during my last months in Melbourne. She had an interest
in China and the CIM and, when she discovered that I was very friendly with so many of the Chefoo
young people, she encouraged me to invite them home, and gradually her home became a centre for
many happy evenings together. Allison was in China by this time, but Wally, her brother, was now in
MBI and also a China candidate. He was usually the leader among the crowd I was friendly with, and I
saw a lot of him and we became good friends, often walking home together as our homes lay in the
same direction. I enjoyed having a male friend again after all the strict rules that were in force when we
lived in MBI.
By the middle of 1931 I had filled in my application papers, been before the very august CIM Council with
Dr. Kitchen as the Chairman and Mr. Nash a member. This took place in Dr. Kitchen’s home on Cotham
Road, and by the end of the evening, part of which I spent in the kitchen with Mrs. Kitchen while they
discussed me after questioning me at length, I was told that I had been accepted to go to China in
September 1931. They also suggested that, since I had not been home for so long, I should skip the
last few weeks of my final term at MBI and go home to Western Australia where Mr. Robert Powell, the
CIM representative there, would be responsible for me and would arrange farewell meetings through the
State.
PREPARING TO LEAVE
What a time that was! Ten weeks to catch up with my family after two years away, ten weeks to get an
outfit together for a term of seven years before coming home again, and ten weeks of what proved to be,
in Mr. Powell’s hands, travelling to every big country town to take part in meetings. What I had not
realised was that something special was happening in the history of Missions in WA. Missionaries going
out from Western Australia were rather few and far between at that time, and to have no less than four
being farewelled at the same time was something unique and caused a stir.
Besides myself, Dorothy Layfield, another MBI student, had
also been accepted that year and, though she was a
Melbourne girl, she was engaged to be married to Wilfred
Holland from WA. Wilfred was one of the first students to
go through the Perth Bible College which had opened after I
left for Melbourne. The fourth accepted candidate was
Horton Holmes from Narrogin who had also gone through
the Melbourne Bible Institute. Since Wilfred would not be
going out till later in the year, Dorothy had come over to
spend some time with him, and Mr. Powell grabbed at this
wonderful opportunity with all four of us there together, to
put CIM on the map in WA.
He was determined that we should not go out to China
without having the prayer support of as many of the
churches in WA as possible. Wilfred and I had both been
active in Christian Endeavour and had many friends in other
churches apart from the Baptist ones of which we were
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members, so in every big country town to which we went, the ministers of the main evangelical churches
in the area got together and planned united meetings. We had to tell why we were going to China and
how God had lead us to that point, and we promised to send them information of our work in China if they
would promise to pray for us. Years later, when Percy and I returned at the end of some forty years in
the CIM, I was constantly moved by having people say to me that they had prayed for me ever since I left
in 1931.
While our going to China stirred up a lot of interest in the churches in the West, there were still plenty of
people who could not understand it at all and, in some cases, tried their hardest to persuade us against
going. As the father of one of my friends said to me one evening, “What do you want to throw your life
away like that for? Alright for some old spinster, but you are a bright, attractive young woman with all of
life ahead of you. I can t understand it.” Some blamed my parents for not stopping me, but I was
grateful that through all of this, my parents gave me their full support, and never for one moment tried to
dissuade me from what they knew I felt was a call from God. Indeed, Mother told me one day that she
actually dedicated me to God for missionary work when I was born.
Dorothy went back to Melbourne earlier to say goodbye to her own friends there and her mother, who
was a widow. Wildred stayed to finish his PBI course and leave for China at the end of the year, and
Horton and I returned to Melbourne to prepare for sailing in September.
A great crowd of friends and relations were at the Perth Railway Station to see me off, and I think it was
only then that it really hit me that I might not see my beloved family for seven years, and that made it
hard to say goodbye. Harry was there to see me off and raced along the platform with the moving train
holding my hand through the open window with tears in his eyes at parting. I knew he was feeling it
deeply, but for me there was no deep emotion except for my family, who I could still see waving at the
other end of the station. I had a loyalty to him which had made me promise that, if God brought him to
China, and it seemed right, I would marry him. There was certainly nobody else I cared for as much, but
somehow I hesitated to tie myself irrevocably till I was sure of what God wanted for me. This was how
I still felt when I arrived in Melbourne and met Wally Pike again. I soon sensed his excitement that we
were both going to China and maybe God had a future for us together, but I felt quite clear that that was
not to be, and told him at once that, if I had any commitment at all, it was to Harry. Wally still had
another year at MBI and in that year he and Jean Robinson, one of my Armadale friends who started at
MBI in 1931 and with whom I had often studied while I was with Miss Howell, became close friends, and
later became engaged. I had no regrets, and was happy for them both.
Back in Melbourne I received a warm and loving welcome from Miss Howell who made her home my
home for those last few weeks. A round of farewell meetings in Melbourne kept me busy, but I was able
to spend a little time in Ballarat with the Aunties, my father’s two younger sisters, and Janet before we
sailed. Here I met for the first time my Uncle Frank from South Africa who was over on one of his
infrequent visits to Australia. He and the Aunties attended my farewell meeting in Ballarat, and later
came down to Melbourne on 3 September to see me off on the ‘Nellore’ for China.

TRIP TO CHINA
3 September 1931 - 9 October 1931
Dorothy Layfield and I left Melbourne together at 11 am on the morning of 3 September 1931, the day
before my 23rd birthday. We shared a cabin but she was feeling so ill from the influenza from which she
was only just beginning to recover, that she went straight to bed. I tidied up the cabin and sorted out the
multitudinous gifts and letters which people had left there for us, and was delighted to find that many of
them were for my birthday. I put those carefully away till the next morning so that when I woke up, I
could read them and feel the love and good wishes of so many on my special day.
151

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

We left Melbourne on a Thursday, and it was the following Tuesday before we reached Sydney where
Marjorie Ament and Muriel Farmer, two more MBI girls, were to join us, and also two New Zealand girls,
Maud King and Myrie Wood. We were to be joined in Brisbane by Miss Jessie Crystall, an older CIM
missionary, who would be our escort to China. We took so long getting to Sydney, because we went first
for a day to Newcastle to load scrap iron for Japan, and spent a very boring day there before we turned
south again. We passed through Sydney Heads at 7 am and I had my first glimpse of the famous
Sydney Harbour Bridge. With its tremendous steel arch thrown into relief against the first pink tinges of
sunrise in the sky beyond, it was a thing of beauty indeed. I have seen it many times since, but that first
sight always remains in my memory.
Mrs. Stanley Eaton welcomed us warmly and took us off to the CIM Home in Stanmore where we found
Mr. Eaton equally welcoming but laid up in bed with lumbago! Dorothy was still not well so she went
straight to bed too.
From Sydney, where we had been joined by the other four girls who made
up our party, we went on to Brisbane. Here we met Miss Crystall, and from
then on she was officially in charge of us. I had actually met her once before,
when we were staying in the same house at the Upwey Convention. She
was a striking looking woman with a mass of beautiful white hair and a
young unwrinkled face. I suppose at that time she would be about fifty and
her dignified air of authority as well as her general appearance, made her
noticeable in any group of people. All this, and the fact that she was a
member of the China Inland Mission which I was hoping to join, made me
attracted to her. Unfortunately, she fell off my idealistic pedestal at one mealtime during our stay in the
Upwey Guesthouse! Miss Doris Williams was her constant companion at that time and obviously
adored her. One day, the unfortunate girl who was serving at tables, happened to spill some soup into
Miss Crystall s lap. With all the high ideals of a Bible College student, I expected her to react in a ‘real
Christian’ way, but instead she muttered angrily under her breath and was obviously upset. Miss
Williams tried to calm her down and
eventually lead her away from the table to
her room to change. The atmosphere was
decidedly stormy and I decided that she
was not quite as saintly as I had thought!
Now I was to know her better as she took
charge of our little group.
From Brisbane we moved up the coast to
Townsville where we spent a day. We
anchored some distance from shore so had
to be taken in by launch, but found little of
interest and were glad to return to the ship
which by now was beginning to feel like
home. We hadn’t left Townsville long when
a young stowaway was discovered on
board, and we had to anchor again off
Cairns so that a police launch could come
out and take him away. I felt quite sorry for
him.
We now aimed in the direction of Rabaul,
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sailing between small islands as the weather became hotter and the sea changed colour to a delicate
pale green with glimpses of fish in the clear depths and sometimes flying fish leaping high enough to fall
on our deck. We sailed for some time up the coast of New Britain until we reached Rabaul just at sunset
one lovely tropical evening.
We passed through the narrow entrance to Rabaul into a large circular harbour surrounded by
mountains covered by dense tropical vegetation. There was not a ripple on the water, and with the sky
tinged with the last rays of the setting sun and the peaks of several mountains standing out against it, it
all made a never to be forgotten picture of natural beauty. We anchored in the bay all night and drew into
the wharf next morning. We were all longing to get on shore for a stroll after our long period on the ship,
but even at that early hour and though we were walking under the shelter of huge shade trees, we soon
began to feel limp. For most of us it was our first experience of a foreign land, and we found it
fascinating. The natives were dark brown and well built with a mop of fuzzy hair. They dyed their hair
and I saw some with hair bleached white, some dyed red with betel nut, and others with yellow. We saw
women squatting on the ground pounding sugar cane and chewing betel nut. Their lips were covered
with the red juice and their teeth were stained a horrible brown with continual chewing. They had a pile
beside them as they worked, and were even giving them to their babies to chew.
We were about a week between Rabaul and Manilla in the Philippine Islands and the weather became
increasingly hot as we went further north. During this long interval without a break, Miss Crystall started
us on language lessons. She gave us an hour morning and evening and we became an object of
amusement or pity to our fellow passengers in the second class as we struggled to learn the Chinese
‘radicals’ (a sort of alphabet).
Two of these fellow passengers were a young married couple from
Western Australia, a Mr. and Mrs. Topping who were going to China with a Pentecostal group. They told
us that the Lord had spoken through them in the Chinese language and they would never have to learn
it as we were doing. God would give it to them as they needed it. Years later, when I was on furlough in
Perth in 1939, I recognised him as the conductor of a tram I was travelling on. They had stayed less than
two years in China and left it very disillusioned and with their faith badly shaken.
I was amused during this part of the trip by various conversations Miss Crystall had with me, usually
when the others were not on deck and she had me to herself. She was trying to impose on me the value
of dedicating myself to a life of celibacy for the Lord’s sake, and almost wanted me to make a vow then
and there that I would never marry! I wrote at the time, “Needless to say I have not committed myself at
all. I would need to be very sure this is what God wants of me before I would take such a drastic step. At
the moment I am not thinking of marriage though I would like to think the Lord has the right man for me
somewhere - His choice, not mine.”
We were met in Manilla by some friends of the Mission who had been told we were coming through and
who set out to give us a good time. The big cosmopolitan city, our second touch with a country not our
own, was vastly different from the quiet unsophisticated life of Rabaul. We drove along wonderful wide
boulevards with beautiful gardens down each side and masses of tropical flowers, hibiscus, cannas and
many others that I found it difficult to put a name to, but all such a joy to behold after a week out of sight
of land. As we got into the centre of the city, the streets became narrower and packed with the most
cosmopolitan crowd I have ever seen, Filipinos, Chinese, Japanese, English, American and many
others, and many of them in the dress of their own country. In just a few minutes I saw Chinese women
with their hair done in a smooth bun on top, English and American with the (at the time) fashionable ‘bob’
and Filipino women with their hair hanging in long masses down their backs. Even the very old women,
in spite of the hot climate, kept their long grey hair hanging loose. The clothes of the Filipino people
intrigued us too. The women had long skirts with high waists and oval necklined blouses with sleeves
that were very full and stood out from their arms and shoulders as if supported by a frame. I found out
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later that they are made of a kind of gauze material made from pineapple fibre and very cool. The men
wore brightly coloured embroidered shirts, pinks, mauves, blues, hanging outside their trousers, the
whole effect was very picturesque. We spent a most interesting day and left at 6 pm for Hong Kong.
We reached Hong Kong on 3 October, exactly a month after leaving Melbourne. Our ship anchored in
the harbour about midnight, and as I went up on deck to catch my first glimpse of China, because
Kowloon is part of mainland China, I caught my breath as I saw what looked like fairyland. In the quiet
waters of the harbour were the reflections of myriads of lights and as I looked across the water, the dark
mass of Hong Kong Island rising up to its Peak at the top, was twinkling with thousands of star like lights
which in turn were reflected in the waters of the harbour. Above it all was a clear blue sky ablaze with
real stars and it all made a picture that no later impressions of Hong Kong with its seamy side, could ever
erase.
Next morning as we pulled in to the docks, I got my first experience of how east meets west. Scores of
little Chinese boats, mainly propelled by women, pulled over to our ship and then with hooks on the end
of long poles, fastened themselves to our deck and swarmed up as fast as possible. In seconds our ship
was literally alive with Chinese all clamouring for our attention and offering us every conceivable thing
we could possibly want: postcards, stamps, Chinese money, shoe soles and even hotel accommodation,
all, of course, for a consideration.
We spent Sunday with the Ingrams of the YMCA whom Dorothy and I had met in Narrogin while we were
in the West. His sister was Mrs. Yorkston, a CIM missionary, so he was interested in us because of her.
On the way back to the ship that night, we had our first rickshaw ride and were taken along at a great
pace. At the end our pullers stopped so abruptly as they dropped their shafts, that it is a wonder we were
not shot out on the ground! We had one more day and spent it on Hong Kong Island visiting the Post
Office where I was surprised and delighted to be confronted with a familiar text on the outside wall. It
said, ‘As cold water to a thirsty soul so is good news from a far country.’ How relevant Scripture is to
every situation. Dorothy and I were in disgrace with Miss Crystall at this stage because we laughed at
the wrong time! A few days before she had read to us with much emphasis a very serious poem, the
theme of which was, ‘Doest thou well to be angry?’ Now as she was obviously angry with us for some
reason I can’t remember, Dorothy and I whispered to each other, ‘Doest thou well to be angry?’ and as
she stalked down the road ahead of us, we found it harder than ever to control our mirth.
So we went to the Peak on the funicular railway and spent an hour and a half walking right round the top
getting the most wonderful views on every side.
We continued on to Shanghai and long before we reached it we could see the muddy waters of the great
Yangtse River (Chang Jiang) reaching out in to the clear green of the ocean. When we actually got into
the mouth of the Yangtse on its northern side, it was so wide that we could only just see land very faintly
on both sides and were quite unable to distinguish objects. We were still some miles from Shanghai and
during the afternoon picked up a pilot who took over the helm and steered us through some of the many
islands that dotted the river mouth. It was dark before we got to our destination and again we had to
sleep on board.

ARRIVAL IN CHINA
We were wakened at dawn by noises over our heads as the ship began to move up the Wusong River
(Huangpu) to Shanghai, and by the time breakfast was over, we were all on deck trying to recognise
faces we knew among the little group waiting to welcome us. I saw five I knew at once; Graham and
Elsie Hutchinson who had been the escorts for Allison’s party the year before, Ethel Edmondson who
154

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

had been finishing at MBI at about the time I started, Doris Williams who was there of course to meet
Miss Crystall, and finally Mrs. Matthews who was the stepmother of my Chefoo friends in Melbourne,
Mary and Arthur. Mr. Slade, the Transport Manager at the CIM who was responsible for all arrivals and
departures, took charge of us, got our things through Customs in a very short time, and quickly had us all
bundled into cars and off to Xinzha Road to the big Mission buildings which were the world headquarters
of the China Inland Mission.
We were the first party of new workers to be accommodated at Xinzha Road as the old Mission Home
had been at Wusong Road. Generations of CIM missionaries had used them until Mission leaders had
begun to feel we needed bigger, better built and better ventilated buildings, specially as the call for two
hundred new workers for pioneer work had gone out all over the world. They began to pray for money
specially earmarked for the kind of buildings they would need. As they began to think seriously about
selling the old property and enquiring about the possible sale price, they were surprised to find that the
price of land in Wusong Road had so increased that they could now get 65 times the original price they
paid for it. So they sold it and bought a new piece of land in Xinzha Road and, to the amazement of
every businessman in Shanghai, were able to pay for it as soon as the deeds were officially signed and
handed over.
The new buildings were put up under the direction of our own Mission architect and had been occupied
earlier in the year of our arrival. It was not long before we had further proof that our move from Wusong
Road had been in God’s planning, because that whole area became a centre for Japanese people and,
with trouble brewing between China and Japan, we were safer out of it. Later that area became a centre
for some of the worst bombings in Shanghai.
The new buildings in 1531 Xinzha Road consisted of two large five or six storey blocks. One was the
administrative block with all the offices, Post Office, financial department and business department
which served the whole Mission, and also flats for all the heads of departments and their wives, and flats
for their stenographers also. On the ground floor of that building was the big Prayer Hall where
meetings were often held. The other building was built with sufficient bedrooms to accommodate all the
various missionaries who came and went to and from the interior of China. The top floor was set up as a
hospital with our own doctors and nurses who took care of any of us who needed medical attention. On
the ground floor was a big sitting room with several other smaller rooms suitable for private talks and
also a huge dining room and the kitchens. Separate from all these was an enormous boxroom (godown)
where we spent a lot of time during the next few days sorting out what we would need for the next six
months or so we were to be at Language School, and leaving the rest until we came back before setting
off into the interior.
Our days were full as we each had to have a private interview with each of the Headquarters Staff
including Mr. Hoste, our General Director and Mr. Gibb, his assistant, as well as the Mission Secretary
and the Treasurer. We paid a visit to the Business Department where we were able to change our
Australian money and buy language study books as well as some of the heavier underwear we would
need for winter in Yangzhou.

YANGZHOU LANGUAGE SCHOOL
On the morning of 13 October 1931, we were up bright and early, and as soon as breakfast was over,
our indefatigable transport manager took us off to the railway station to get our train to Zhenjiang. Since
Miss Crystall had a few days to spare before she could go inland, she was asked to escort us to
Yanzhou. She was pleased to do this as she felt we almost belonged to her by now.

155

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

We found the train surprisingly comfortable in spite of the black coal dust which blew in through the open
windows. We had been warned not to drink anything which had not been boiled, so we drank only
Chinese tea, and it was easy to buy a good hot meal which we supplemented with the sandwiches and
fruit Miss Jeanie Anderson, the housekeeper, had provided us with. Here also I had my first introduction
to the delightful Chinese hot towel
system. After our meal, a man came along with a bucket of
boiling water and an armful of small white towels, which he proceeded to wring out in the water and hand
out, one to each of us. It was wonderfully refreshing to wipe our face and hands over with a steaming
towel when we felt so grimy with the coal dust. Miss Crystall had impressed upon us many rules of
conduct for young women in China, so we tried hard to speak quietly, laugh gently and never, never look
at a man!
We reached Zhenjiang at 3 pm and were
met by Mr. Best, who quickly took us all
home to where his wife was preparing a
meal for us. We also met Mr. and Mrs.
Herbert Taylor who had been in China as
missionaries since 1881. He was the son
of the founder, Mr. Hudson Taylor, whose
life story I had read with so much interest
on my trip to MBI. Hudson Taylor and his
first wife are both buried in the cemetery at
Zhenjiang and we went to have a look at
their graves while we were there. This
was my first walk in inland China and it
was rather coloured by the horrible open
pits we kept passing which are really open
air toilets. The contents of them are ladled
into buckets and used as manure on fields
and gardens.
Muriel was holding a
handkerchief very firmly over her nose
and most of her face. Miss Crystall looked
at her and said, “What’s the matter, Muriel?” From behind the handkerchief Muriel was heard to say in
muffled tones, “That awful smell! Whatever is it?” to which Miss Crystall replied, “That smell! Why, that’s
the most common smell in China! You’ll soon get used to it!”
Zhenjiang is at the junction of the Grand Canal and the great Yangtse River (Chang Jiang), and from
there we travelled by launch up the Canal to Yangzhou. The narrow streets to the jetty were crowded
with flood refugees, but that was nothing to the crowd and the din and the pushing which increased as
we got nearer to the launch. I think we all wondered how we would ever get on board. Over and beyond
all the rest we were conscious of beggars crawling at our feet in the dust. Their persistent whine and
outstretched hands gave an undercurrent of pathos to the hurly burly round us.
Mr. Best had reserved a very small cabin for us which we actually had to ourselves, but the tiny windows
through which we were supposed to get ventilation were blocked by crowds of men all wanting to have a
look at the foreigners. We probably had three times more people on board than we were licensed to
carry. Between the figures at the windows we caught tantalising glimpses of life on either side of the
Canal. The Yangtse was higher that year than it had been for the past 17 years, and the rice fields
along the Canal were under water too. Here and there we passed a village, tiny houses with pigs, fowls,
dogs, etc., all walking in and out at will, women with their blouses open suckling their babies, and men
with various loads at the ends of their carrying poles.
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We reached Yangzhou where we were met by Miss Okey, one of the Language School staff, and a Mr.
Wong who took charge of our luggage. The hullabaloo here was even worse than at Zhenjiang. Men
and women pushed this way and that, rickshaw pullers yelled and shouted, coolies all round us shouted
and yelled as they argued with each other and with Mr. Wong about how our things were to be taken to
the CIM compound, and all around us people stared at us and our goods, making remarks,
complimentary or otherwise. Miss Okey left Mr. Wong to deal with the luggage and took us off with her
to walk to the school. There we were welcomed by Mrs. McFarlane who was in charge, and Miss Griffith
and Miss Wilson, both members of staff.
The six months at Yangzhou passed quickly and happily. Our time was well filled with basic language
study which I found myself enjoying even though Chinese is supposed to be one of the most difficult
languages. The only other foreign language I had attempted to learn was French which I studied for four
years at High School, but never having had much occasion to use it, I found it easy to forget. Dorothy
and I shared an upstairs room opening on to a balcony which ran the full length of the building so we
could visit our neighbours by walking along the balcony. Muriel and Marjorie shared one room and
Maud and Myrie another.
Lessons began soon after we arrived, but before that Mrs. McFarlane gave us a talk on rules and
regulations, and Miss Griffith gave us another on etiquette. We were also each given a job to do as we
were about 60 girls and it needed everybody to help a bit. Dorothy was in charge of mail, collecting and
sorting it as well as collecting the money for stamps and getting letters ready for the postman. I had the
more simple task of putting away all the eatables after meals and locking the pantry. I also had to take
care of a bowl of sugar - put it out for those who wanted sugar with their morning tea and lock it away
afterwards. All this was because pilfering by servants was so common and it was better to lock
everything up which might be a temptation to them. Maud King was in charge of our baths! We only had
a bath once a week, and the water had to be brought in by carrier off the street. It cost 16 coppers per
bath, and as it was always beautifully hot, it seemed well worth it. Maud had to keep track of whose bath
night it was, collect the money and usher the bath man up the stairs to the right bathroom where he
tipped the two buckets of water that he carried on a carrying pole into the tin tubs.
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Our sixty or so girls came from about a dozen different countries, and it was an education in itself to mix
with them and begin to understand something of the culture of other nations. I made some good friends
whom I continued to keep in touch with even after we were scattered to the four corners of China. Betty
Scott was the child of American missionaries and born in China, so she was in a more advanced class
than those of us who had never been in China before, and she, like Dorothy, was engaged to be married.
Her fiancé, John Stam, would not be coming out till the following year. She told me all this as we walked
round and round the large garden to get some exercise. Faith Leeuwenberg was Pennsylvanian Dutch
from Michigan in the USA also, and we studied together and became good friends. Then there were
two Canadian girls in one of the rooms next to us, Bertha Silversides and Nettie Waldner. Another girl
whom I liked very much was a tall, stately, Swedish girl called Birgate Branden-Ollsen. Dorothy and I
were often invited to have afternoon tea in somebody else’s room, so we got used to American coffee
and Swedish coffee as well as tea with the English or the Welsh or the Scottish. The German girls were
just that little bit different from the others, and we found them fascinating.
The mornings were filled with classes with teachers. Each of us had an hour with a Chinese teacher by
ourselves, where we had to follow him as he read a Chinese word from our Primers. We were not
supposed to look a man in the eyes, so it was quite an effort to watch his lips, try to make my lips form
the same word in exactly the same way, and not lift my eyes to his to see how I was faring. My teacher
was a very dignified Chinese teacher who kept a straight face however badly I ruined the
language, and sometimes he would shake his head half a dozen times before he gave a nod at my
efforts. My funny bone often made me want to laugh at what we must sound like, and I had to use
tremendous self control not to disgrace myself. At times I was sure the corner of his mouth twitched too
and that made me worse. Two other rules were, never to sit while the teacher was standing, and never to
turn our backs to him, the latter being the one I found most difficult as I tried to get across the room from
the table to the door without turning my back.
We also had an hour in a group with another Chinese teacher for conversation at which no English must
be used. Unfortunately the group teacher I had, was trying to learn English and would take every
opportunity he could, of tricking us into telling him the way we said something in English. He was a fat
jolly fellow and it was hard not to laugh in his class. Miss Griffith took us for another group and gave us
the chance to ask questions on things which we did not understand. In the afternoons we did private
study and in the evenings we relaxed, often together as different countries gave a concert, or we joined
in a musical evening or some other entertainment of mutual interest. We certainly learned to know and
understand other nations in a way which our very isolated position in the southern hemisphere had kept
us from previously.
Yangzhou was a very anti-foreign city and so we lived very quietly behind the high walls of our
compound and tried to make ourselves as inconspicuous as possible. When we went for walks outside
the compound, only three or four went at a time and never alone, always with a Chinese lady to go with
us. We rarely went into the city itself, and our walks usually took us out into the open country where
there were less people.
Attached to the Language School was a small school for Chinese girls run by Miss Todman, another
CIM missionary. She had been approached recently by a number of student groups to know if she would
join them in an anti-Japanese movement. The students thought China should fight Japan and they were
trying to force the government into doing so. Miss Todman refused, but some of her own staff and
students wanted her to join and more recently, some groups outside the school had been making threats
against her. A wise old Chinese friend advised her to send the girls home for a few days (they were all
boarders), and let them have a holiday. She took his advice and the school was closed except for two
girls who lived too far away to go and come back again. Because the situation was getting rather tense,
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we were warned to be as quiet as possible, especially when we were walking in the garden or playing
games for exercise. A little later we heard the sound of shouting coming nearer, and in a very short time
our compound and the school behind us were surrounded by a mob of shouting, yelling students,
screaming at the top of their voices, “Down with Japan, Down with the Christian religion!” Then they
began to throw rocks and paper slogans over our wall until we had to board up all our windows that
overlooked the street. They themselves boarded up Miss Todman’s entrances so that she had to climb
over the wall into our garden to take refuge with us. She had already brought the two students in to hide
with us rather than have them in the school in case of attack. After a while some of the students came
banging on our front gate. Miss Okey went to see what they wanted and they demanded to know if we
had any of the students from the school hidden with us. In all good conscience Miss Okey said “No”, and
they went away, but she had quite a shock when she told Mrs. McFarlane and learned that we did
actually have two there. She had been away for the weekend and had only just returned so had not
known the girls were there. During dinner that day, the gatekeeper came in with a very scared face and
said the mob were demanding admittance, so two of the staff went out and told them they would not
admit them without an official permit. That stopped them for the time, and by 3 pm they had all moved
off elsewhere.
Return to Table of Contents
Apart from learning the language and customs, we were learning some of the annual festivals. While we
were there an eclipse of the moon took place. One night we heard a most awful noise outside as if
hundreds of tin cans were being beaten all at once. We were still wondering whatever it could be, when
Miss Wilson came upstairs and told us an eclipse of the moon was just beginning. She said the Chinese
have a tradition that there are two moons, one black and one white. The black one has a large mouth
and a small throat, the white one has a small mouth and a large throat. When an eclipse occurs, they
think it is the black moon trying to swallow the white one, so they make all the noise they can to frighten
him away, and the darker the shadow becomes across the moon, the louder becomes the noise on the
street.
One week we were delighted to see something of the Feast of Lanterns. All through the week, the
streets were crowded with people carrying lanterns, and one evening I was allowed to go out with a
Chinese woman. We could scarcely move for the people, but it was a lovely sight to see so many
coloured lanterns against the drab background of the narrow dirty streets and the blue Chinese gowns.
The lanterns were all made of paper and were of every conceivable shape; birds, animals, cars,
rickshaws, or anything else that their ingenuity could suggest. There was that carefree holiday spirit in
the air as we walked down the street, quite a contrast to the tense feeling during the student riots.
We watched a Buddhist funeral one day through our upstairs windows. There was a Buddhist Temple
on one side of our compound so we could get a good view. The preparations were on such a lavish
scale that we guessed the dead man must have been pretty wealthy. His wife and two small children
were there all dressed in white, which is the mourning colour in China, and there were all sorts of things
for the use of the dead man in the spirit world, all made of paper. A house about six feet square and
made of coloured paper was erected first. Then inside it was placed a great variety of furniture made of
paper. Paper servants stood outside and paper money was stacked everywhere. In a few days all this
was burned to be transported, as they believed, to the spirit world so that the spirit of the dead man
would lack nothing.
Mrs. McFarlane never lost an opportunity of inviting any Chinese of note to come and speak to us, and
on one day Wang Mingdao, who was later imprisoned and tortured by the Communists, came to
Yangzhou. He spoke to an enormous crowd of Chinese at the Baptist Mission in the city one afternoon,
and of course a great part of what he said was lost on us, but for nearly two hours that vast congregation
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hung on every word he said. When he came to us later in the week and spoke in English trying to tell us
how to be effective missionaries in China, one of the things that impressed me was ‘Identification with
the people’, and he expressed appreciation of the fact that the CIM workers all wore Chinese dress while
in China.
A spiritual crisis occurred in my life at Yangzhou. Often on Sundays I took my Bible and sneaked up to
the attic where all our boxes were stored. There, in a quiet spot, I tried to spend time alone with God, to
listen for His voice and to seek His guidance about the way ahead now that He had brought me to this
vast needy land. One day, as I prayed, He brought to my memory something which I had been very
successfully covering up, but which now in the clear light of His presence, I knew must be put right. It
was a lie I had told Mr. Lack in one of my interviews as an applicant to the Mission. At least it was half
true, and therefore, I had assured myself, not really a lie. But now as God brought it to the surface again,
I knew I had intended to deceive. I don’t know if ever before I had had any deep conviction of sin, but I
certainly did that morning as I realised that God wanted ‘clean vessels’, and I was unclean. The upshot
was that I wrote to Mr. Lack, told him the whole story, and some weeks later had a very gracious,
understanding letter from him in which he said he had now torn up my letter and the whole thing was
forgotten and forgiven.
The other important thing in my inner life happened one day when I was praying about my future and
which of the many provinces in China He wanted me to serve Him in. I committed my relationship with
Harry to Him, and whether we had a future together or was there somebody else. I felt I wanted God my
Father to choose for me so that I could be sure of no mistakes being made. Then I began to think of
children I might have. How terrible if I should bring children into the world who would turn their backs on
God, live completely for themselves and their own pleasure, and be of no use to God in making this
world a better, happier place. I prayed fervently that if He ever gave me children they would be under
His control, fulfilling His purpose for their lives on this earth.
As I knelt there in a dimly lit boxroom in one of the most anti-foreign, anti-Christian cities in China, I felt a
great sense of destiny: God’s plan for a world that had gone wrong, and the part He had in it for me, my
still unknown husband, and the children He would give us. I felt awed in the presence of something
greater than myself, and knew that faintly and dimly I had caught a glimpse of God’s love for this world.
With the beginning of April 1932 came ‘designation day’. Mr. Hoste and Mr. Lewis had already been
from Shanghai to the Men’s Language School in Anqing further up the Chang Jiang and of course, the
engaged girls had already heard from their fiancés there where they had been appointed to work.
Dorothy heard from Wilfred that he was appointed to Guizhou in South West China, the same province
as Allison and her mother were in, so she knew that that is where she would be going. Then the
Directors arrived in Yangzhou, the teaching staff were all given two days off, and the Directors were
installed in a sitting room downstairs to meet each of us one by one during the next two days. It was all
very exciting as one after another emerged from their interviews, some looking delighted, others as if
they had had a shock. When my turn came, I was asked if I had any reason why I should not go to
where the Directors would like to send me, that was to South Shaanxi for pioneer work under the
leadership of Mr. and Mrs. Arthur Moore. I had prayed so much that God would take me to the right
place that I felt sure this must be it and I agreed at once.
It was not long before I discovered that Myrie Wood was to go to South Shaanxi too, and also one of the
Canadian girls, Bertha Silversides. Indeed the idea was that when we had a little more language, Bertha
and I should go together to do pioneer work at a place called Ding Yuanting in the southern mountains of
Shaanxi. None of us knew much about Shaanxi so tried to find out a bit more during our remaining time
at Yangzhou.
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The end came quicker than expected. One Thursday night I had gone to bed early when Mrs.
McFarlane came upstairs with a telegram saying that we three Shaanxi-ites were to leave next morning
for Shanghai where we would meet the lady who was to escort us to Shaanxi. I was out of bed in a flash
and spent the rest of the night sorting and packing. Faith and I had both been hoping we would be able
to do our oral exam at least before leaving Yangzhou as we would probably have to change tones when
we went north. She had been appointed to Gansu in the far north west, and had left a few days earlier,
being able to do her exam the afternoon before she left, to her great relief. With the hurry I had been
landed in, I felt I must put all thoughts of the oral out of my mind till I reached Shaanxi.
Next morning we were to leave at nine and I got up at five to finish off a few things I had not done during
the night. At seven Miss Griffith knocked at our door and asked me if I would like to take the oral before
I left! I felt in such a whirl that I was sure I would not be able to remember a word, but she encouraged
me and I followed her downstairs to where one of the teachers, not my own, was waiting. I had to do
some reading, recite some Scriptures, and answer ten questions put to me by the teacher, all in Chinese
of course. I have no idea how I got through, but I did and went upstairs again feeling thankful that that
was behind me anyway. The written would have to be done in Shaanxi.
JOURNEY TO SHAANXI
Miss Wilson took us as far as Zhenjiang where we went by river steamer to Shanghai. There we met
Miss Martha Haslam, one of the older workers from Shaanxi just arriving back from furlough, who would
be taking us with her as far as Hanzhong, the central station of the South Shaanxi area. We discovered
that, when we reached Shaanxi, we would be with Miss Kitty Cooke who was coming from another
province to work in Shaanxi, and would be in charge of us until we had enough language to go to the
places we had been appointed to.
We went by river steamer again as far as Nanjing where we changed over to the train which would take
us through to the end of the railway at Tongguan, somewhere near the borders of Shaanxi , Shanxi and
Henan. Between us we had 47 pieces of luggage as well as stores for ourselves and other Shaanxi
workers. These all had to be counted and checked every time we changed transport.
We had to change trains twice on the way, carefully counting the 47 pieces each time of course, and as

One of the gates in the city wall surrounding the ancient city of Xi’an. The wall is
twelve metres high and 12 metres or more wide. The huge gates had an inner and
outer gate as you can see in the picture on the left. In between was a secure
courtyard which gave added safety if the outer gate was breached.
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we got further north, we found the scenery changing to the dusty loess country of north China. Half way
through our last day we caught our first glimpse of the Huang He (Yellow River) and from then on it kept
coming into view and then disappearing again. We saw many cave dwellings in this part of China. It
was about 3 pm on 24 April when we finally reached Tongguan and found Mr. Vatsaas of the Swedish
Mission in Xi’an, the capital of Shaanxi Province, waiting to take us on by truck to that famous old city.

Tongguan, when we reached it, seemed almost like the end of the world as well as the end of the railway.
The dust was inches deep everywhere and every puff of wind blew clouds of it over us and our
possessions. All our luggage had to be taken off the train and counted again, then transferred to the
Customs shed, examined and finally packed into a motor lorry which Mr. Vatsaas had to hire for the trip.
This all took time and the train was already nearly two hours late, so it was after 5 pm before we were
beginning to see the end. We had four hours hard driving ahead of us if we were to reach Xi’an that night,
and Mr. Vatsaas decided that he would take us through in his car and leave his man to take care of our
things and bring them through the next day.
Motor vehicles were much less frequent here than at the coast, and it was quite hair raising at times as
we drove through the Tongguan streets. While avoiding a pig on one side, we narrowly missed several
toddlers on the other. A deaf old lady escaped by a hairsbreadth and chickens and dogs seemed to be
continually escaping from under our very wheels. Then, as we left the town behind, our route took us
through village after village, through green fields and over at least one ancient bridge built in the Han
dynasty. We saw a train of fifty camels, carts with a buffalo and mule yoked together, men sitting by the
roadside, the top part of their bodies naked as they searched through their upper garments for fleas or
more likely lice, and always and everywhere there were beggars.
At 9:15 pm we reached Xi’an, one of the ancient Capitals of China and, as we pulled up, our main
impression was of a great old city wall stretching in both directions, and in front of us, towering above us,
the city gate, shut tight and apparently quite impregnable. In response to much knocking, two soldiers
peered over the parapet at the top and demanded to know our business. After much talk they came
down to the inside of the gate, opening a tiny hole through which Mr. Vatsaas pushed his pass. More
talk, and at last the great gates swung open and we passed through. But that was not the end, for there
was still another half to the entrance and another gate
where we were met by three soldiers, two with fixed
bayonets and one flourishing a horrible looking knife
about three feet long! More talk, and then those gates
swung open too and, with much bowing and many
thanks to the soldiers, we were in Xian. A long drive
through the sleeping city brought us to another gate at
the far side where there was more talk and more
explanations, and then we were out in the suburb and
very quickly at the Mission home where Mrs. Vatsaas
got out of bed and welcomed us with hot water to wash
away at least some of the dust that seemed to have
clung to every inch of us, and a delicious hot meal.
Then we tumbled into a comfortable bed and were
asleep almost before our heads touched the pillows.
We spent some days in Xi’an before setting out on the
long trip over the Qin Ling range of mountains down to South Shaanxi. From here on we would be
travelling in Chinese clothes, so we bought materials and then visited the tailor to have things made up.
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We visited an ancient Chinese temple outside the city where we saw the famous Nestorian Tablet, the
sole relic of Nestorian Christianity in China. (See picture on Previous page of the 2 tablets mentioned)
We were able to buy rubbings of the tablet and the wording on it, so I got one for myself and one to send
to my Uncle Percy in Bayswater, as I knew he would be interested. I also got a rubbing of a figure
supposed to be that of St. Thomas. By the time we got back to the house our luggage had arrived from
Tongguan and we would be leaving next morning for Fengxiang.
XI’AN TO HANZHONG
We left Xi’an at 9 am and it was 6:30 that evening when we reached Fengxiang. We travelled by truck
with Miss Haslam, who had a lame leg, in the front with the driver, and we three girls sitting on some of
our luggage at the back. We managed to put a few boxes behind us to make a back rest so that we
could face the way we were going. The driver was good, but he drove over those dusty roads, through
small villages and later through mountain cuttings and gorges, at such a rate that in the back we had to
hold on tight not to be thrown out. Clouds of dust rose up round us and often we could not see the road
for dust which nearly choked us. As we got to some of the steeper hills the truck invariably stopped half
way up and then we three on the back had to get out and push! We were not alone however, as the
driver, whenever he saw a hill looming up ahead of us, put his head out of the window and yelled at
every passerby to come and help push, which they did! At one place a man with three buffaloes, tied
them to the front of the truck and, with much shouting and tooting of the horn and cracking of the whip,
the animals pulled us up.
At Fengxiang there were no missionaries at that
time, but we were able to stay at the Mission
Home, which was much cleaner than a Chinese
inn, and the Chinese evangelist helped us get
settled for the night. Next morning he went out
to try and hire mules to take us and our 47
pieces of luggage, plus some collected at Xi’an,
over the mountains to Hanzhong. We needed
ten mules for our luggage and two mule litters
for the four of us to ride in. That meant four
more mules, so quite a cavalcade. It took all of
a day to get this all sorted out and the luggage
counted once again and weighed into loads that the mules could carry, but we were thankful for the rest
after all the bumps and bruises of the previous day on top of the truck. I tried to do some study as I
hoped to do the written exam as soon as possible after reaching the South, but I fell asleep over it!
The next day, our first with mules, was a
hard one as the drivers took the wrong road
to begin with, and then didn’t want to stop for
a meal anywhere. Miss Haslam and I were
in one litter and Myrie and Bertha in the
other, and we went on hour after hour until
7:30 that night. We reached Yimenzhen, an
outstation of Fengxiang, where thankfully
there was a Mission centre, and kind
Christians who cared for us. We had been
twelve hours on the road. When we left the
Church they offered to send one of their
boys with us to help us. His name was
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Mandao, and he had such a cheery smile that it warmed our hearts. He wore a pigtail and a huge straw
hat which perched on the top of his head and he made life much easier for us all.
The second day was not nearly so hard, partly because we were more used to riding in the litters and
partly because the men stopped for a midday meal. We were now getting into the mountains and there
and then began my love affair with the wonderful Qin Ling. Peak after peak rose up all round us, dark
patches here and there where the shadows lay and other ridges and tree clad slopes bathed in bright
sunlight. The mountain tracks wound up and up and all that day we were following the course of the
river we could see below us. As we got higher, the mule tracks were often only about eighteen inches
wide, with the river some hundreds of feet below us and a precipice rising a thousand feet or more on the
other side above us. In places the path became so steep and rocky that the animals had to scramble to
get up. We girls often got out and walked, especially when we saw a turn in the road coming up and
knew one mule would be round the corner with the other on this side and our litter swinging over the drop
below. I felt much safer on my own two feet. Miss Haslam could not get up and down easily with her
lame leg and suffered a great deal from cramp as she sat all day, so when we reached the next Mission
station at Fengxiang, she hired a sedan chair for herself and we three shared the two litters. At one
stage, one of our mules carrying luggage slipped and fell to the river below and was too badly injured to
be rescued. That delayed us while the men climbed down, brought up the luggage, and hired another
mule to carry it.

That night was our first experience of sleeping in a Chinese inn. ‘Sleeping’ is not quite the right word as
we spent most of the night catching bedbugs which must have made their home in the straw that was our
main mattress. For some unknown reason nobody had told us how to make our beds when we came to
an inn, but we learned our lesson that night and never forgot it. The trick was to throw the oil sheet in
which our bedding was wrapped, right over the bed first, then put our own bedding on top after liberally
sprinkling right round the edges of the oil sheet with insect powder. Not having done this, we had left an
open walk in for every bedbug to enjoy a feast, and they did! It seemed to me that I spent the night
literally killing hundreds of the creatures which showed up very plainly on my nice clean white sheet. We
arrived at Fengxiang the next night where Miss Thompson and Miss Blair did their best to spoil us after
the hardships of the road, and sent us on with baskets of food to enjoy as a change from the constant
diet of Chinese rice. From there on we were in Chinese inns until we reached Hanzhong. I described
some of them in my letters home. “This room is in a much more dilapidated condition than the last one
we were in. The roof looks as if it might fall in on us at any moment. The walls are full of cracks, maybe
for ventilation, the door is wide open and doesn’t look as if it will shut and, at the present moment there
are three children standing at the door watching everything we do. Another is gazing in through the
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crack between the two boards that act as a window, and incidentally blocking out all the light I had. Dirt
abounds on every hand and a nice big black pig is grunting sweetly on the doorstep. Probably we have
turned him out of his home for the night. Bertha has just announced a rat! Sounds as if we may be in for
a lively night!”
The mountains seemed to get more beautiful as we went on. The Qin Ling rises to 11,000 feet and, as
we went higher, some of the high peaks were still snow capped from the winter snow. Peak after peak
with their snowy caps rose up one behind the other as far as we could see, while down below in the
valley, the river made sweet music over the pebbles and rocks. All around us was luxuriant green
vegetation and all kinds of wildflowers; buttercups, wild violets, wild roses, red, yellow, pink and white,
something that looked like white may, as well as many others I didn’t know at all.
A band of soldiers was just ahead of us on the road and, as there were rumours of brigands in the
mountains round us, we hoped the presence of so many soldiers might be a protection for us. We
leaned later that two Christians from Hanzhong had been attacked just two days previously, but we
came through safely.
I could not help noticing the number of people in these mountains who suffered from goitres. Nine out of
ten of the women we met had huge goitres hanging from their necks, while some had two or even three.
We reached Hanzhong just three weeks after leaving Shanghai. Miss Haslam had thought we might be
there with her for several weeks before we three girls moved on to Chenggu to be with Miss Cooke, but
it was actually only a week.
In all that long trip with its many seen and unseen dangers, I don’t remember feeling any fear. Perhaps
I felt then as I do now that, ‘I am immortal till my work is done.’ I knew that God had called me to China
and that He would fulfil His purpose for my life. I was learning to know that I could trust Him in any and
every situation, and that brought a great sense of peace and security.
CHENGGU, SHAANXI
We were only a week in Hanzhong when Miss Kitty Cooke and Miss Elsie Parr arrived to take us on to
Chenggu. It was a day’s journey by sedan chair from Hanzhong. This was our first experience of this
way of travel and we found it very comfortable. The trip gave us another opportunity to see something of
the rich pastoral land of the Hanzhong plain. We passed fields and fields of wheat, but for every wheat
field there was an even larger one of the opium poppy, beautiful to look at, but the cause of so much
misery.
The Mission home and Church, in their enclosed compound in Chenggu, struck me as being too ‘foreign’
compared with the Chinese houses around them. In fact, everything about Chenggu came as a shock to
us three girls who had come prepared to ‘rough it’ in pioneer work where the Gospel had never been
preached.
There had been work in Chenggu for over thirty years, and we found the missionary whose place we
were taking was still there owing to a broken ankle which had delayed his departure for the coast. Mr.
Carwardine’s wife, who had died some years before, was buried in the garden of the Mission home, and
his only son ws in business in England. He had some very strange ideas about Church work which
included a fixation about the people to whom we should preach. He said that we were all in Shaanxi for
the Shaanxi people and it was they to whom preference must be given. Therefore only the local Shaanxi
people were allowed to enter the Church through the main door, while other people, and especially the
Sichuanese of whom there were many in Shaanxi because we were not far from the border, had to enter
through a small gate that led out into the back lane. It was the one which we used to bring the goats in
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and out. The result of all of this was that the majority of Church people had split off and founded an
independent Christian Church while only a handful remained to worship in the big foreign Church
building.
Miss Cooke was in charge of us girls, to ensure that we got time for language study, and also to mix with
the people, use the language we had, and learn something of the local culture. Mr. Carwardine, for all
his strange ideas, was a gentle, kindly old English gentleman, who tried to assist us in any way he could.
He was selling some of his household effects which were not Mission property, and we were happy to
purchase some. I was able to buy his wife’s hand sewing machine, a Singer, which I continued to use till
the end of my missionary life, and which I found invaluable when I had small children of my own. Miss
Parr, who was in charge of the Yangxian station, another day’s journey further down the Han River, went
back there only long enough to help her junior worker, Edna Lemmon, prepare to leave for furlough, and
then they both returned to take the long journey to the coast with Mr. Carwardine as soon as he was fit to
travel. Miss Parr was going to Shanghai for a short visit to get some medical attention she needed.
So there we were, three new inexperienced workers, with a senior missionary who had spent all her
missionary life near the coast and knew nothing of the local Shaanxi conditions. We had no house help
of any kind, and there was nobody at the beginning who seemed as if they wanted to work for foreigners.
There was also no teacher to help us girls, and we also found ourselves responsible for a small three
year old Chinese girl called Meisui whom Mr. Carwardine had unofficially adopted, but couldn’t take with
him to England.
I was struggling to complete the work for my 1st Section language exam before the heat of summer
made study more difficult. Myrie and Bertha, who had not been able to do their orals at Yangzhou as I
had, were now having to get their ears and tongues used to an entirely different dialect before they took
their orals in Chenggu. How thankful I was for that last minute oral exam Miss Griffith had pushed me
into doing on the morning I left Yangzhou! Had there been a Field Superintendent, all this would have
been attended to before we arrived, but Mr. and Mrs. Moore, who were just as new in the district as we
were, would not be arriving with the party of young men from the Anqing Language School for some
months yet.
The Church evangelist, Mr. Cheng, eventually brought his daughter, who was still in High School to read
with us each day, and we found her very helpful. Miss Cooke started services in the small room
attached to the big Church building and, while I played my little hand-pumped organ given to me by
Norm Williams (Win’s ex-fiancé!) before I left Perth, little Miss Cheng taught the children who came in, to
sing choruses. Our numbers soon grew and we had to move into the bigger building where Mr. Cheng
and Miss Cooke gave them Gospel messages.
By mid June we were all beginning to feel the heat, though the hottest months would be July and August.
This was our first summer in China and we had been warned in Shanghai to do as little as possible in the
heat, sleep whenever we felt like it, and to put all our efforts into getting through the summer without any
illness. So we studied in the early mornings, slept or rested during the heat of the day, and studied
again in the late afternoon. We usually went for a walk with Miss Cheng and some of her friends up on
the city wall for exercise in the evenings. We all had to help Miss Cooke with the household tasks,
cooking, cleaning, etc., and trying to rid the place of rats which abounded. I also took on the milking of
the goats for a time till the one Christian boy in the Church watched me for a while and decided he could
do it, so I thankfully let him.
With the arrival of the Moore party in Hanzhong, my exam papers arrived too, so I was able to take two
days and get my written work done and posted off to Shanghai. What a relief that was, but of course it
also meant Miss Cooke felt I must use the language I had more often, and in no time she had me taking
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part in a very simple way. In one of my home letters I wrote, “What do you think? I actually prayed in
Chinese every morning last week when Miss Cheng and I were having prayer before reading together.
On Wednesday morning I led Chinese prayers. It wasn’t easy and I didn’t give them a sermon of course,
but just Bible references, but Miss Cooke tells me I am to lead prayers every Wednesday in future.” By
the following Wednesday I was able to say a little more and I was encouraged that same week by the
return of my exam papers from Shanghai with a mark of 94% with some encouraging remarks from Mr.
Matthews, counter balanced by much red ink as he wrote different ways in which I could have expressed
myself better!
The summer passed, and with a change in the weather, we began to get out more. Our first trip outside
the city wall with the aim of visiting a large village about a mile and a half east of Chenggu, was an eye
opener to us newcomers. It was wonderful to get outside the dirty smelly city and to walk along narrow
paths of rice, maize or cotton all looking green and fresh after the recent rains. It felt like a different world
as I looked around me and then across and up to the mountains which surrounded the fertile plain in
every direction. I wrote at the time, “The mountains as we see them from here are marvellous,
sometimes covered in clouds, always changing colour, never at any time the same. The sunsets are
wonderful and the sight of a beautiful sky above all the dirt and degradation is like a little bit of Heaven
itself.”
That trip ended in disaster. Before we reached Five Dragon Temple Village, the rain came down in
torrents. Myrie had brought her umbrella for the sun and we had a groundsheet for use when we ate the
picnic lunch we had brought with us. We got some protection from the rain by putting the umbrella up
and pulling the groundsheet round the four of us while we sheltered under a tree. As the rain eased a bit,
we pushed on, but the paths became more and more muddy and, after Bertha had slipped and fallen into
a pool of mud, we decided to turn back. We hadn’t gone far when the rain came down more heavily than
ever, and as we were near a group of farm houses and a haystack, we stood as near the haystack as
possible and ate our picnic lunch. We must have looked a miserable sight as we huddled together,
balancing an umbrella over us and a ground sheet round us, while with whatever free hands we had we
tried to get Chinese breads and a tomato to our mouths. Just then an old woman, very dirty and only
half clothed, appeared round the corner of a house and invited us in. The glimpse we got of the inside
through the open door was not prepossessing, but anything seemed better than standing in the rain. It
was even worse than we expected! Dirty, of course, smoky and dark and crawling with vermin, with flies
everywhere and the pig sty taking up one corner of the room. Boxes, clothes and everybody’s personal
possessions were scattered everywhere, and the man of the house was squatting on his haunches
demolishing a bowl of rice. Baby was in a basket shoved under the table and howling at the top of her
voice, while mother searched for something we could sit on. Eventually with Miss Cooke on a rickety
chair, Bertha and Myrie on broken boxes, and I on the handle of a wooden basket, we were able to
answer some of the many questions hurled at us. “Where were we from?” “Why were we there?” “Did
we have children?” “Why were we not married?” etc. etc.
Miss Cooke explained the Gospel of salvation through Jesus very simply, and we gave them some
literature which, if they couldn’t read, somebody else could read to them. My heart warmed to them as I
watched them, and I commented later in my home letter, “It was good to watch their faces as they
listened to a message they had probably never heard before, dear, simple country people, even though
they are dirty and perhaps a good many other things they shouldn’t be, I found myself loving them.”
The rain stopped and we set off for home, thankfully breathing in the fresh pure air out in the open fields
again.
Conditions in China, rarely peaceful at any time, were causing concern at Mission Headquarters during
the summer of 1932. A cholera epidemic in the province north east of us had taken the lives of three
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missionaries, and a parcel of vaccine was sent through to us to ensure we had injections. It was not long
before we heard that in Fengxiang, just north of us in our own province, 16 women and 46 children had
died in one day. We became increasingly careful of what we ate and drank. More and more rumours of
bandit attacks on the roads to the north were coming through.

At long last, in September we met our Superintendent for the first time, and I met the man who was to
become my father-in-law. With the worst of the heat over, Mr. Moore wanted to get round and visit each
station for himself before he met all the workers in the Conference which he had called for November.
At that time in South Shaanxi there were five centres occupied by CIM missionaries, though there were
hundreds and hundreds of villages and walled cities on the plain and in the surrounding mountains
where the Gospel had never been heard. In Hanzhong there were two houses, one of which was looked
on as the Superintendent’s home, and at that time Miss Haslam lived in the other. Until the Moore party
arrived, Charlie Frencham, who came from Australia two years before I did, was occupying the Super’s
house. After their arrival, he moved down to Yang Xian to take care of things there until Miss Parr got
back from Shanghai. He was engaged to Ruth Wheatley, an English girl living with Walter and Reba
Michell in Xixiang, three days’ journey south of Hanzhong on a tributary of the Han River. The fifth
station was at Shiquan in the south east corner of Shaanxi and a day’s journey further on from Xixiang.
Here Miss Begbie was in charge with Joy Betteridge as her junior worker.
The general feeling among the older workers in South Shaanxi seemed to be that they did not need a
Superintendent. They were experienced workers who had got on very well for many years without one,
so why send them one now? Headquarters felt that, with such a large group of young workers being
appointed to try and open up new areas of work, it was advisable to have somebody in charge to direct
the work and the workers. Also they wanted the Churches to become independent of Western workers
and Western funds, and the Superintendent was to implement this policy while trying at the same time to
open up the untouched areas in the plain and in the surrounding mountains.
My first impression of Arthur Moore was entirely good. He was friendly, easy to talk to, and obviously
wanted to hear what we younger ones had to say, while still giving attention to Miss Cooke’s ideas and
opinions. After months of listening to sermons in Chinese which we only half understood, it was food for
our souls to have Mr. Moore lead us in a Bible Study each day, and my impression grew that here was a
man of God who loved God and loved His Word and would be a leader we could trust. We found no
reason to change that opinion as we got to know him better. The first seeds of love for the man who later
became a father to me were sown during those days in Chenggu.
He talked with each of us about our future, and to my surprise,, asked me if I would be willing to move
over to Yang Xian with Miss Parr when she returned. I made no objections, though I felt I would miss
Myrie and Bertha. It was decided I should be ready to go with her when she got back from Shanghai.
But when she reached Xi’an, brigand activity on the road through the mountains, made her change her
route and she reached Yang Xian without passing through Chenggu.

YANG XIAN October 1932 - October 1933
By the middle of October, the beginning of my second year in China, the move to YangXian was made
by boat with Miss Cooke and the Chinese boy to escort me. I was delighted, on arriving in Yang Xian, to
find that the house there was a typically Chinese one, very little different from the others round us.
There were two bedrooms divided by a living room where we also had a dining table for our meals. The
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kitchen was a small Chinese style one outside, and separated from the rest of the house by a covered
way. At the back of our living quarters was the Church building, again a typical Chinese structure.
People coming to services came in from the street through the main compound entrance, inside of which
was the gatekeeper’s rooms, then went round the side of our rooms to the Church at the back. The
gatekeeper was Mr. Hu, a leader in the Church who lived there with his wife and two children. These two,
Lingfu and Meimei, were in and out of our house all the time and considered themselves very much part
of our family. Miss Parr was ‘Auntie Bar’ (Ba Gu) to them and I was Auntie Way (Wei Gu). The other
members of the household included a goat boy and an old deaf and dumb woman whom we referred to
as Ya Ba, meaning just ‘deaf and dumb’. Mr. Jiang, my teacher, also lived on the compound. He had
been converted through Mr. Wang Mingdao in Henan many years before and was delighted when I told
him I had heard Wang Mingdao speak while I was in language school.
Unrest continued all through the country side. Rumours were rife everywhere of communist activities at
Xing’an south of Shiquan, and we heard that their aim was to reach Hanzhong. Our Conference date
had been set for 14-18 November, but we began to wonder if we would not all have to evacuate to a
safer spot before that. I got myself settled in and when November came, we were all able to travel in
safety to Hanzhong that is, all except Miss Begbie and Joy Betteridge who were held up, not by
Communists but by two young fellows on the road from Shiquan, who held them up with a knife and
searched them for money. They took some clothes and a few small things and ran off, leaving their two
victims very much relieved.
I enjoyed the Conference for a number of
reasons. It was so good to meet all the other
South Shaanxi workers and to feel part of a
team. I revelled in the daily Bible Studies lead
by Mr. Moore. The business meetings were a
great help to us young workers in understanding
the Mission policy of making every Church
self-supporting,
self-governing
and
self-propagating, not dependent on Mission
funds or Mission workers as our South Shaanxi
Churches at that time all seemed to be.
But the highlight of the Conference to me, which
I confided to nobody else until much later, was
that for the first time I met PERCY MOORE. His
father had given him the job of opening the back
gate into the compound, welcoming each group
as we arrived, and then directing us to where we
were to sleep. I think that first meeting meant
more to him than to me at that time. He often said later that “X marks the spot inside the Hanzhong
compound back gate” where he “looked into a pair of blue eyes under a big summer hat - and fell!!” I
was only conscious of feeling he was ‘nice’, but as day by day I sat across from him in meetings, I
became more and more conscious of how often I found his deep brown eyes were looking into mine!
This was the first time I had met Mrs. Moore and I liked her at once, wise and motherly and personally
interested in each one of us young people. I liked the relationship I could see that Percy had with his
mother. They were obviously friends who understood each other and shared many little private jokes. I
thought how nice it must be for her, after all the years of separation from their children, to have her eldest
son actually working with them in the same district.
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Percy was given the job of teaching us a new chorus which was just becoming popular, and when
Conference was coming to a close, I asked him if he would give me the music for it. He replied by saying
that if I would let him have my chorus book, he would write it in the back for me, but he wouldn’t have
time till after Conference, so would have to post it to me in Yang Xian.
That was the beginning of a correspondence, and deep inside me I knew that this was God’s man for me.
But how could all this happen so suddenly? And how could I be sure when I hardly knew him? And he
hardly knew me? And what about Harry? He was writing to me regularly and seemed to have no doubt
that God would bring him to China and to me. My feelings for him were much the same as when I left
home - a friend I valued and respected, but more as a big brother than a future husband. It didn’t worry
me if I didn’t hear from him for ages, whereas if my family letters didn’t come I was restless and unsettled.
Now with Percy’s arrival on the scene, there was a very different feeling stirring in the depths of my heart
and, while doubting that it could all happen so suddenly, I felt this must be LOVE. What was I to do?
The Daily Light verse for that day came as a message from the Lord, ‘Acquaint now thyself with him and
be at peace. Thereby good shall come unto thee.’
I wrote to Harry, the hardest letter I had ever had to write, telling him plainly that I had met somebody
else whom I felt was God’s will for me. A letter from him which must have crossed mine arrived sooner
that I expected one. It was to tell me he now felt sure God was leading him into Aborigine work, and also
that he had been seeing a lot of a mutual friend of ours and, with their growing interest in each other, he
felt he should release me from any commitment I felt towards him, specially as he saw no future for
himself in China.
So I was free, but Percy had been sent off by his father to escort one of the other young men, John Fee,
down the Chang Jiang (Yangtse) as far at least as Wuhan (Hankow) as he had been very ill with a
ruptured appendix and needed to get to hospital in Shanghai. Percy wrote to me all the way along and
made no secret of his feelings, but I had no address to which I could write, and it was only after his return
that his parents tried to make it possible for us to see each other. In China at that time, engaged couples
rarely saw each other
till the wedding day,
and young men and
women never chatted
together or did things
together
as
we
Westerners do, so we
had to be terribly
discreet.
A tent mission was
being
held
at
Longtingpu, not far
from Yang Xian, and
some of the Chinese
evangelists
were
going to live and work
there for a week. Mr.
Moore decided this
would
be
good
experience for our
young men, so he told
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Percy and Fred Smith that they should go and work with the team. On the way, they could stay overnight
at Yang Xian and deliver letters and stores waiting to go there from Hanzhong. By this time I had told
Miss Parr what was going on and she was nearly as excited over this visit as I was. Apart from nearly
being sick with excitement, I was also scared! This was the first time I had seen Percy since Conference
when we first met and all out talking had been by letter. What if he changed his mind when he saw me?
Would I come up to his expectations? I didn’t feel nearly as sophisticated as some of the Canadian girls
I had met and whom he must know.
They arrived in the late afternoon and we all met to exchange greetings in our living-dining room; Percy
and Fred, Miss Parr and I and the Chinese who had travelled with them. I hardly dared look at Percy but
felt his eyes on me. After Miss Parr had told them where they would be sleeping in two little rooms
separate from the main house, she suggested I get the big kettle of boiling water from the kitchen stove
and take it round to them so that they could wash and clean up before tea.
I was hardly inside Percy’s door when I was enveloped in a big hug that made me gasp for breath. I was
brought back to earth in a moment when he said, “Let’s put the kettle down. You’re scalding my foot!”
That was one of the stories he delighted to tell with variations for many years, and I was never allowed to
live it down.
They went on next day to Longtingpu, but
came in sometimes in the afternoon when
they had time. I didn’t see Percy again
after that till our second Field Conference
which was held at Xixiang in May 1933.
We announced our engagement at that
Conference and, while we were there
together with Percy’s parents, we made our
plans to travel to Shanghai to be married on
11 December, which would be the Moore’s
25th wedding anniversary. They wanted to
be in Shanghai at that time anyway to have
the Christmas holidays with Doug, who was
in his final year at Chefoo (Yantai).
Back in Yang Xian, the months between
May and November flew by all too quickly.
I got my second section exam over as soon
as possible and, with that behind me, Miss
Parr put me in charge of the children’s work
and also of a weekly Bible study for women. It tested my ability to speak to the limit, but was good
experience and good preparation for the time when Percy and I would be in charge of the work
somewhere ourselves. When Miss Parr went off to Chenggu for a week and left me in charge, I found
my ability to understand and speak Chinese went ahead by leaps and bounds. A new worker from
Canada, Ethel Orvis, was sent to us to be ready to stay with Miss Parr after I left her. She still had her
first exam to write, so had to give a lot of time to study, but I was glad to have somebody to go with me
visiting in homes.
In June I was thrilled to be there when a group of new Christians were to be baptised - my first
experience of baptisms in China. In my letter home I wrote, “Six people, five men and one girl, were
baptised in the river yesterday morning. It was about six o’clock and everything was fresh and nice.
They rigged up a tent on the river bank for dressing in, and Mr. Xiong walked out into the water and
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baptised them one by one as we stood on the bank and sang, ‘Happy day, Happy day.’ Little Chang
Suen, our goat boy was one of them and I guess it meant more to him than any of them. He is such a
thin shrivelled up little thing, full of disease through no fault of his own, but he has a very tender heart
where the Lord is concerned, and he went into the water with a happy smile on his face. Afterwards I
asked him, ‘Are you happy, Chang Suen?’ He gave me a bright smile and said, ‘Very happy, Auntie
Wei.’ He looks forward with such real joy to meeting the Lord, and when he is sick it is no trial to Chang
Suen to be told he may go to Heaven soon. He just says, That would be lovely.”
The formation of the South Shaanxi Chinese Evangelisation Society gave me and Ethel opportunities to
help with ‘follow up’ work when they were in our area. We visited women who had shown interest in the
meetings, and even stayed in some of the villages at times. With the approach of summer when all
village work would cease, Mr. Moore was encouraging all of us young workers to try and get out among
the people as much as possible. Percy went off with two of the Hanzhong Christians to Luoyang where
he and John Fee had been working together until John’s illness. Myrie and Bertha were at Xie Shui, one
of the Hanzhong outstations, while Fred Smith was with Charlie Frencham at Ningqiang down on the
road to Sichuan.
In August, when the weather got too hot for outside work, the Moores invited me up to Hanzhong so that
we could make our wedding plans. By the time I got back to Yang Xian, my second exam results had
arrived, 93%, so I worked hard and wrote the third one before leaving for Shanghai.
We were going to be a big party, Mr. and Mrs. Moore and us two, Charlie Frencham and Ruth, who were
also going down to be married, and also Dr. Xiao had decided to travel with us to try and stock up on
medicines at the coast. With our marriage and the Frencham’s, and very soon Fred was going to marry
Marjorie Ament who was down in Yunnan, quite a few changes would be taking place in South Shaanxi.
The Michells, who now had two children since baby David had recently arrived, were moving up to Mian
Xian north of the mountains, the Frenchams were to go to Ningqiang on the road between Hanzhong
and Sichuan, Fred and Marj. would probably go to Xixiang, while Bertha and Joy Betteridge were to work
together and Myrie was to go to Miss Begbie, a fellow New Zealander. Before we left for Shanghai,
Arnold and Winnie Strange, with their two little girls, Kath and Beryl, came back from their first furlough
and were going to take over the work at Chenggu.
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MARRIAGE AND FIRST TERM IN XIXIANG
WEDDING TRIP TO SHANGHAI
Had we realised how difficult a trip over those mountains at the beginning of winter could be, we might
have hesitated to go at that time of the year. But we were young and in love and our wedding day could
not come soon enough. The men walked, Percy’s mother had a sedan chair, and Ruth and I shared a
‘huagan’ between us because we were happy to walk as much as possible too. A huagan is a litter slung
between two bamboo poles and carried by two men. Our bedding was spread over the litter to make it
more comfortable, and a piece of cloth could be strung over our heads if necessary to protect us from the
sun. It was much lighter and altogether more utilitarian than the sedan chair, but I liked them, and often
used them.
It had rained heavily just before we
left, so the mountain tracks were a
quagmire, made infinitely worse
because a train of 200 camels
going up to Gansu was not far
ahead of us! Day after day we
found ourselves at nightfall still ten
miles or so from the end of the
day s stage. We would plod on
through the dark and the mud until
at last the lights of a little village
would appear ahead of us, and
soon the shouts of innkeepers and the chatter of voices, the cheery glow of the fires being stoked under
the cooking pots, and the welcome smell of meals being cooked, made us know we had arrived. Percy’s
dad and Dr. Xiao would quickly decide the best inn and negotiate the price and very quickly bowls of hot
water were being rushed to us, and what a relief it was to wash faces and hands with the steaming
towels, and then get out of our mudcovered socks and shoes and soak our tired, dirty feet in a restful
interlude before the meal would be ready. Time enough to wash the socks and scrub the shoes after that
was all finished. With our bodies clean and our stomachs full, we lost no time in tumbling into bed to
sleep the sleep of complete exhaustion till the first light of dawn brought us to the start of another day’s
journey.
Almost at the end of the mountain part of our trip, we came to Fengxiang where we were joined by a
party from Gansu who were also going through to Shanghai. Mr. and Mrs. Tom Moseley of the Christian
& Missionary Alliance Mission, and old friends of the Moores, were on their way to Shanghai to spend
Christmas with their two children who were at Chefoo Schools. They were escorting Ivy Dix of Adelaide,
who was on her way for her first furlough. She had been through some nasty experiences with bandits
and had also just recovered from a serious illness, so her Superintendent in Gansu had been glad to put
her under the care of responsible people like the Moseleys. We all joined forces and travelled together
from then on, hiring a truck between us to take us the rest of the way to Xi’an.

SHANGHAI, AND OUR WEDDING DAY 9 January 1934.
It was early December before we reached Shanghai and the familiar compound at 1531 Xinzha Road.
The Chefoo party were already there and excitement was intense as Bobby and Betty Moseley rushed
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out to welcome their parents, and Doug Moore, a big six footer in his final year at school, gave his
mother a big hug before welcoming the rest of the family. We found ourselves very much the centre of
an admiring group of Chefoo children, partly because Percy had made a name for himself in sport when
he was there and the older ones still remembered him, and partly because Doug was a much admired
long distance runner and spent a lot of his time while in Shanghai keeping himself in trim, by long runs
round and round the compound.
After consultation with all concerned, and especially with Miss Jeanie Anderson, the Scottish
housekeeper, it was decided our wedding day would be 9 January so as to get all the Christmas
celebrations over first. The next six weeks were hectic and our social life became increasingly busy.
The Moores knew everybody and we were inundated with invitations to meals or afternoon teas by their
many friends. The George Andrews, Esther’s brother, had their home in the French Concession of
Shanghai, so we saw a lot of him and Fanny, his wife, and I found myself caught up in a warm, loving,
close family circle. Doug was happy to accept me as another sister and announced one morning that no
other girl in the world would have done for Percy like I did. He wouldn’t like to see Percy have any other
girl, not even Jess or Marj!
I asked Marion Carleson, an American girl whom I’d become friendly with in Language School and who
was now working at headquarters, to be my bridesmaid, and of course Doug would be Percy’s best man.
With none of my own family there, I asked Graham Hutchinson, a fellow Australian whom I had known in
Melbourne when he and Elsie were on their first furlough, to act as my father and give me away. He was
working at this time in the Financial Department, and they had their own flat in the administrative building.
They had no children of their own, but they took me under their wing and looked after me as though I
really were their daughter. When they thought I was getting over tired, they put me to bed in their own
flat to recover.
For my wedding dress I had bought some real silkworm silk from Chongqing, and I had to spend a lot of
time at the dressmakers to have it made up. It was off white and I wanted it ankle length in a simple style
that I could use later for special occasions. It had a slightly flared skirt, high bodice pouched a little in
front, a V neckline and long sleeves. It looked soft and pretty and I liked it. Neither of us had much
money and we were trying to save wherever we could so, rather than buy a new suit, Percy had his old
one cleaned and turned so that it looked almost new. As he said, “We’re only getting married once, so
let’s look as nice as we can even if we are poor.”
We had to have a civil wedding as well as a Church one, and so arranged to go to the British Consul in
the morning with Marion Carleson and Mr. Welch, one of Percy’s old masters from Chefoo, as witnesses.
Doug was too young to be a witness at the Consulate.
The Church ceremony would be in the afternoon in the Mission Prayer Hall next to the administration
building and Mr. Hardman who was in charge of the Business Department, would perform the ceremony.
Mr. Hardman was the same one who had led Percy’s dad to the Lord some thirty years before. The
reception in ‘Auntie Jeanie’s’ capable hands, would be in the big living room of the Mission Home, and
she suggested that, as well as our own invited guests whom we would pay for, we give an open invitation
to everybody staying in the Home so that nobody would feel left out. She would suggest to them that
they pay a nominal amount towards the cost of their tea. We thought it such a good idea because we
couldn t possibly afford to invite everybody, and we knew and liked them all.
Since our train would not leave till midnight, the Hardmans offered us their flat for the rest of the evening
after the reception, so that we could have a few hours with just the immediate family before we
separated again. From Shanghai we were returning to Shaanxi, but breaking our journey for a few days
in Kaifeng to stay with Tom and Cathie Murray who worked in the Mission Hospital there and were
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friends of Percy’s from Scotland and Language School. The Moores would stay on in Shanghai until
Doug had to return to Chefoo and they would be there too to help Charlie Frencham and Ruth when they
got married a few days later. The other thing which pleased us was that Tom Moseley, who had a lovely
voice, had agreed to sing at our wedding. He chose ‘Only in Thee’ out of Alexander’s Hymnal as his
solo.
A week before our wedding, Percy suddenly developed a rash and, because the doctors could not
decide what it was and whether or not it was infectious, they put him into hospital on the top floor, and
kept him in quarantine. I began to wonder if I would be getting married after all! However he was
released a few days before the 9th and, though a bit weak, he really felt better for the rest. The
Hutchinsons, who felt I too needed a rest before the big day, kept me over in their flat during that final
week and made sure I got as much rest as possible.

THE WEDDING DAY
9 January dawned at last and in spite of missing my family in Australia and longing for them to share my
wedding day with me, when it was all over I felt I had really enjoyed my wedding day. It started with
breakfast in bed brought up by Auntie Jeanie herself. Then I got dressed and the four of us went down
to the British Consulate and got that business over. The ceremony there was a very formal affair when
we each repeated a few words after the Consul, signifying our willingness to marry each other. Then we
all signed the register, Percy paid the fee and we went back to the Mission, no different, except that now
I was legally Mrs. Percy Moore. The Hutchinsons had invited us to lunch with them and gave us a room
to relax in between coming back from the Consulate and lunch time.
It was there in the quietness of that little room, as Percy put his arms around me and called me “my wife”
that I really felt that we belonged to each other. A great sense of peace and the fulfilment of all I had
asked God for, filled my heart.
We had
dinner
with the
Hutchinsons and then Percy went
back to the Mission Home while
Elsie insisted I rest in the spare
room till it was time to get dressed
for my wedding. I dressed in
Marion’s room which was in the
same building as the Hutchinsons,
and Miss Phare, Arts Mistress at
the Chefoo Girls School came
over and helped me with my veil
and flowers. I carried a beautiful
bouquet of cream roses and fern
made up for me by Mrs. Welch.
The Prayer Hall under Miss
Phare’s jurisdiction had been
decorated by the Chefoo girls and
looked lovely. The Chefoo boys
acted as ushers and one of the
Chefoo staff played the organ.
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We were the first couple to be married in the Prayer Hall as most went to one of the local Churches, but
to me this was much more like home, a place I knew and where I had attended many meetings. Mr.
Hardman took as the text he wanted to give us, ‘Jesus Himself drew near, and went with them’, and that
became our text from then on. I felt very nervous as I walked up the aisle on Graham’s arm, but when I
stood next to Percy and his warm hand reached out and held mine under my veil, I forgot about being
nervous and began to enjoy the service.
We only had to go to the other side of the compound for the reception, and could have walked across,
but Uncle George insisted on driving us in his car and depositing us at the front door of the Mission
Home in style! For the rest of the afternoon we were surrounded by friends and well wishers, 120 of
them in all. Since we had been living in the Mission Home for the past six weeks, we knew everybody,
and there was a lovely feeling of being one big family.
Doug did his part as Best Man beautifully and even made a speech at the wedding ending with a joke he
had only heard and thought was entirely new! “Zaccheus was up a tree - and so am I. Zaccheus came
down - and so will I!” He was loudly clapped, even by those who had heard it a hundred times before.
After the reception I went upstairs to see Mrs. Hoste who was too frail to come down to such a crowd, but
wanted to see my dress. Then I went up to the hospital to show it off to Mrs. Barling who was ill and
couldn’t leave her bed. I changed then, and the Moores and the Andrews, Percy, Doug and I all went
over to the Hardman’s flat for the rest of the evening. We were not hungry, but the Hardmans had left a
delicious meal for us before they took themselves off for the evening. It was our last family get together
for some time.
Percy and I were not looking forward to the train trip to Kaifeng as we were travelling second class and
the train was crowded, so we would be lucky if we could even get seats together. Uncle George
suggested he and Auntie Fan would go down early and be there when the train got in to try and save us
two seats together. So off they went and we waited for some time before we left because the train was
not leaving till midnight, and there was no point in being there too early. When we got there, we went
along to the second class carriages to look for Uncle George. We finally saw him some distance further
down beckoning to us, and we arrived at last in front of a first class compartment labelled as reserved for
Mr. and Mrs. Percy Moore. Uncle had paid the extra so that we could have it to ourselves and also get
two nights’ rest instead of sitting up in the second class. It was such a lovely surprise after we had been
preparing ourselves to battle with the crowds in the second class.
The family didn’t wait till midnight but said goodbye and left us about 11 pm. We pulled down the blinds,
sorted ourselves out and got ourselves settled in for the night. Just before we were due to pull out Percy
pulled up the blind and looked out just in case anybody had come down to see us off. To his great
surprise a huge ‘Just Married’ sign had been plastered across our window. We discovered later that Mr.
Welch and some of the Chefoo boys had sneaked down just to make sure we were labelled! Percy got
out and wiped it off, vowing vengeance!
After our wedding Percys mother wrapped up some of our wedding cake and gave it to Ivy Dix to take to
Australia with her and post to my mother, so that the family could all have a share. Percy’s mother also
wrote to my mother, understanding with that sensitive spirit of hers how much she would be feeling the
separation from me on this most important time in my life.
She said, “Our only regret was that Amy hadn’t any of her own immediate family with her, but
I think she will tell you that love was showered on them both. It was a day that none of us will
ever forget. I don’t need to tell you that Amy looked charming, so sweet and lovely and I
know that many had tender thoughts as they saw her walk up the aisle. In fact, both
Percy and she looked just fine. They give promise of being a happy pair. At the end of the
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day Amy said, “Why, I’ve quite enjoyed my wedding day!” I think she was afraid of
feeling very nervous but she was so simple and sweet, everyone fell in love with her. I have
often meant to write to you dear Mrs. Weir, to tell you how glad and proud we are of our dear
little ‘daughter in love’. I have heard lots about you from your precious daughter who loves
her own folks so much
Esther Moore”.

KAIFENG HONEYMOON
We had about ten days with Tom and
Cathie. Their baby Ian was not quite a
year old at that time and we enjoyed
playing with him or taking him for walks.
Cathie was dark haired and blue eyed
and vivacious with a delightful Scottish
accent and a lovely sense of humour
that kept us laughing. Tom was tall and
good looking, with a deep interest in
people and an aura of authority which
was probably partly due to his
responsibilities as a doctor in the
hospital. He could laugh at and with
Cathie, but he was not given to much
small talk, and we often had quite deep
conversations with him round the fire in
the evenings. He and Cathie were both
working at the hospital and they had an
amah to care for Ian, so Percy and I had
the house to ourselves for most of the
day. We took long walks, wandered sometimes into Kaifeng City and accepted a few invitations to
meals with some of the other CIM people on the compound or with members of other Missions in the
city.
On one historic occasion, Percy asked Tom if he could sit in on one operation, and Tom agreed. I think
it was some kind of a gunshot wound, and Tom opened him up and proceeded to pull out yards of
intestines. Percy’s head began to swim and his stomach to heave, and an observant young nurse
steered him outside the theatre to a seat in the fresh air. He decided the medical world was not his
scene!
RETURN TO SHAANXI
Dr. Xiao joined us in Kaifeng at the end of the week and, when he and we finally left Kaifeng, we all
joined Charlie and Ruth, who were now married and ready to return after a short honeymoon. It was the
middle of winter and our mountains were snow covered. Often we found the mule tracks covered with
ice where water had flowed across the road from high up the mountainside. We walked a lot to keep
ourselves warm, and there were some dramatic moments when the ice across the road was so wide and
so slippery that the mules baulked at being made to cross. Then several coolies got to each side of the
reluctant animal and, with much shouting and heaving and pushing, almost carried it across while we
stood on the sidelines and cheered. Then of course we had to get over ourselves, and that was not so
funny as a slip could mean a fall of several hundreds of feet to the rocks and stream down below.
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When we got to Miaotaizi, a famous old temple deep in the mountains, we found that the China Travel
Service had opened a number of reasonably clean guest rooms right inside the temple, so we thankfully
booked ourselves in and enjoyed having a closer opportunity to explore some of the nooks and crannies
of this historic old building.
Percy and I found ourselves secretly amused at a
performance which Charlie and Ruth put on every
night, and which we could not help overhearing. At
the end of each day, they totted up what they had
spent during the day and carefully worked out how
much of each other’s money had been spent and
how much each owed the other. It tickled us
immensely because we had long ago pooled our
resources and ceased to regard what we had as
‘yours’ and ‘mine’. It was ‘ours’ now and this careful
accounting to each other was rather a joke to us.
One afternoon we reached our last mountain before
descending to the plain. It was very steep and we
could not ride up it so we walked. It was about
10,000 feet high, and the mule track up to the top wound round and round and round until we began to
think we would never reach the top. It took us hours as it was so steep that we had to go slowly, but the
views we had were just wonderful.
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Finally when we did reach the top, we caught a glimpse of the Hanzhong plain in the distance. The river
we had been following all the way through the mountains was the Han from which Hanzhong got its
name, and from the top we could see where it left the mountains and meandered across the plain until it
was our of sight in the distance. To walk through those lovely mountains was marvellous because the
scenery was so magnificent and the air so fresh and sweet that we felt full of energy.
As we finally reached the Chicken’s Head Pass and descended to the lovely Hanzhong plain, Dr. Xiao’s
five little sons came to meet us and to welcome their father home. He didn’t often take such a long trip
away from home and their welcome must have warmed his heart.
Fred Smith had been in Hanzhong looking after the accounts and general station work till we got back.
Now he lost no time in getting ready to go to the coast himself and meet his Marjory in Shanghai. They
would be married there before returning together to South Shaanxi. Marj had been with me at MBI and
at the Language School and we were good friends, but after Language School she had been sent to
Yunnan in the far south west. Now we were to gain an extra worker for South Shaanxi when she married
Fred.
Percy and I moved into the Super’s house and looked after things till his parents returned from Shanghai,
after Doug had returned to Chefoo. It was during this time, when we were beginning to get used to living
together that we made a decision which affected all the rest of our lives. We decided that, with all the
interruptions which came each day into our lives and often hindered us from a regular language study
time, we were never going to have any time for regular Bible study or prayer unless we made time.
Percy suggested we set the alarm for 5 am and every morning have prayer together first and then
separate for our own individual Bible study and prayer before the business of the day caught up with us.
I knew he would have no trouble getting up, but because I was afraid I might just drop off to sleep again,
he promised to bring me a cup of tea to wake me up! It was a discipline which we kept up from then on
until it became no longer a discipline but a necessity and a pleasure that we never wanted to do without.
The Moores got back about the end of February and then we only waited to see the Michells and talk
with them before we moved on to Xixiang to take their place. This had been decided while we were in
Shanghai. Headquarters had not forgotten that all of us who came out in 1931 were part of the Two
Hundred specially called to pioneer work in China. It was the very unsettled state of the whole province
at that time, with communist movements both to the north and the south, and large bands of brigands
entrenched in the mountains, which made them hesitate to send us there till things were quieter.
Just before we left for Shanghai, Percy had had a strange adventure. He had taken a trip with the
Chinese bookseller to Luoyang where we hoped we might be able to work together as it was the country
town to which Percy had been designated when he was in Language School. The two men had been
confronted at one rather lonely and wild area by a band of soldiers in uniform who wanted to know where
they were going and for what purpose. The two men explained who they were and that the bundles they
carried were Christian books, some of which they gave to the leader of the band. Percy asked about
bandit movements and whether it would be safe to go on. The Captain assured him it would be quite
safe and then scribbled a few words in Chinese on his card and told them that if they were held up, to
show the card and they would have no trouble. They thanked him and moved on, but as soon as they
were out of sight, they stopped to examine the card more closely. To their amazement they had been
talking to the bandit chief himself, notorious in all that district, and it was he who was guaranteeing them
a safe journey!
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XIXIANG
Miss Haslam had moved out to a quiet country village with her Primary School, and Fred and Marj were
to occupy her house in Hanzhong to work with the Church there, and for Fred to take the Secretarial
work off Arthur Moore’s shoulders. Charlie and Ruth had already moved on to Ningqiang on the Sichuan
road, and were settling in there. My first letters from Xixiang were full of happiness. Ninety or one
hundred miles east of Hanzhong, a three day stage out of the Plain into the southern mountains, we
followed the convolutions of a branch of
the Han River, just a stream in some
places and broadening out to a great river
in others. Everywhere there was the
natural beauty of the vegetation along the
edge of the water and up the sides of the
hills surrounding us. Spring flowers were
beginning to appear and the birds were
continually reminding us of their
presence.
We found Xixiang to be a small walled
city right on the banks of the river where it
began to turn south east to join the Han
and later the Chang Jiang (Yangtse) at
Wuhan (Hankow) hundreds of miles
away. The Mission Home was outside
the city wall on the river side of the town.
It was a Chinese style house, but unlike
Yangxian, had an upper storey where our
bedrooms were. The approach to the
compound was through little, narrow,
cobble-stoned streets where we could
almost touch the walls of other homes as
we moved along towards ours, and the
coolies shouted loudly to anybody
coming in the other direction, “Jie guang!
Jie guang!” “Will you lend us light! Lend
us light!” ie “Excuse us! Excuse us!”
And people stepped aside, stopping in a
doorway or against a wall to gaze at the
‘foreigners’ and their goods, and no doubt
making a quick, if not always accurate,
assessment of our wealth.
Inside the big main gate was the Church
building as well as a guest room furnished with the normal square table and two chairs, but also with a
few forms along each wall and Christian posters on the walls. The Church elder had his room next door,
and the gatekeeper, old ‘fatty Jiang’ as Percy came to affectionately call him after he became his teacher,
had a room right inside the gate so that nobody could slip in without his seeing them. He was from
Beijing and his dialect was not the usual Shaanxi one but the ‘Oxford accent’ of China. That, with his
excellent education and the wisdom born of long years of experience, made him a wonderful teacher
and, as time went by, we often thanked God for him and all the help he gave us.
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Beyond the Church buildings was our house, 2 rooms downstairs with a wide hall between where the
steps went up to the storey above, and a big door at the far end which opened out on to a narrow
verandah and into quite a good sized garden with flowers, vegetables and fruit trees all growing.
Upstairs were three rooms, a large size bedroom over each of the downstairs rooms, and in between a
much smaller room which later we used as a children’s room. The kitchen was another room altogether
across to the right of the front entrance to our house, and marked by a large size water ‘gang’ (jar or
container) outside its door.
Our garden was not the end of the compound for we found that by going through a gate at the end of the
garden, we came into the school compound where for a number of years, a girls’ school had been run by
Miss Crystall with the help of Mrs. Chun who was now the headmistress. The girls appeared to be
orphans who had nobody responsible for them and whom the Church had rescued and placed in the
school. Support for the elder (who acted as Pastor), the gatekeeper, the Biblewoman Mrs. Hu, a
bookseller and the schoolmistress, as well as board for the schoolgirls, was all being paid by the Mission.
While we were in Shanghai we had been urged in interviews with the Directors to help the Church to
independence, so that within the next ten years they would become self supporting, self governing and
self propagating. Percy had the unenviable task of telling them that the Mission would be gradually
withdrawing support, and that the Church must gradually increase theirs for the workers they wanted to
go on employing. Not only that, but because it had been discovered that many of the school girls were
not orphans at all and had family who could support them, we would not continue to pay for the school!
The result was that parents who had been letting the Mission pay for the education of their girls for many
years, withdrew them altogether. The rest continued to be supported by the decreasing Mission
allowance, but because most of them were senior girls, we gradually found work for them in Christian
families or married them to Christian boys who were very glad to find girls who had been given a good
education and were also trained in household skills. I employed two of them myself to help in the house,
and they became close friends who later married Church boys and were always available to go visiting
with me or to help in meetings.
But all that was still in the future, and in the beginning I heard grumbles from Mrs. Chun who had become
my teacher, that these young missionaries didn’t have the ‘heart of love’ that the old ones, like Miss
Crystall had, whom she adored. We pressed on however, and the Church took its first real steps to
independence when Percy talked them into running the next Church Conference without asking for help
from the Mission. They were sure they couldn’t, as sometimes several hundreds of country people came
in for the best part of a week to live on the compound and join joyfully in the meetings. Percy suggested
they each bring what they could afford, whether it was wood for firing, or rice, or vegetables or whatever,
and all pool it to see how they got on. At the end of the week everybody had been fed and they were
really excited to find they had done it. That got them going, and by the time we left Xixiang, some nine
years later, they were completely independent and proud of it. When we all had to leave China in 1951,
and a communist government took over, our CIM Churches in Shaanxi were all independent of western
resources.
We settled in happily to our first home together, arranged the Mission furniture as we liked it, got out our
few pictures and put them up, my gum tree picture given to me by Uncle Percy to remind me of happy
times camping with him and Auntie Elsie at Mandurah, photos of both our families, and anything else
which made it our home. I felt that my early dreams of my own home with my own husband and children
were really coming true. It only needed the children now to complete our happiness.
We both had language study to do still, so each day had to give time to that, but we gradually began to fit
into a pattern of work with the Church. Percy, who from the beginning had more understanding of the
language and the people than the rest of us new workers, gradually became involved in a very
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acceptable Bible teaching ministry in many of the little country Churches and outstations which had no
pastors or teachers. When they decided to have a few days Conference together to study the Bible, it
was often Percy to whom they looked for teaching. So I got used to him going off for a few days or even
a week at a time, and since there was little local means of communication except by courier, I was
always pleasantly surprised if I had any word from him during that time. For myself, I was happy to get
to know the Chinese women, and I went out many times into the country on the far side of the river,
visiting homes with some of the Christian women who lived close to us. The fresh air and the green
crops and the beauty of the plain with the southern mountains rising up ahead of us, never ceased to
thrill me, though, as I began to see more of the life around me, the seamy side became all too evident as
well. Young wives who jumped into wells to commit suicide because they were unhappy in their
marriage, were all too common, as were the girl babies who were drowned or killed in some other way at
birth.
On one visit to the home of a Christian woman in the country, we found she was away at her mother’s
because word had come that one of the young girls in the family had cut her throat the night before. Yet,
in spite of miserable lives and deep poverty, as I got to know the Christian women better, I marvelled at
the difference their faith in Jesus made in their lives, and the quality of their devotion to Him often made
me ashamed.
I was much amused at comments in letters from home, that they thought Percy must be very serious. I
wrote back,
“He can be when necessary, and I always tease him that I am almost afraid to breath when he is
preparing an address, but when he and Jack Beck and Rob Ament get together, you could
never for one moment accuse them of being serious! They are just as mad as March hares. He
is very affectionate and very fond of children, and they all love him.”
When he joined the Mission, Percy felt he would like to work among children, but as we began work in
Xixiang, it became more and more obvious that his gift lay in Bible teaching.
Before the heat of the summer began, we managed to write our 4th section exams. I didn’t need to write
any more unless I wished, but Percy still had two more to do to satisfy Mission requirements.

BABY PREPARATIONS
In the meantime, to our great joy, I found I was pregnant. We could expect our first baby soon after
Christmas. Doug would be finishing at Chefoo at the end of the year and his parents wanted him to
come to Shaanxi to have some time with them before going on to Canada to join Jess and Marj. So we
planned that they would all come to us in Xixiang for Christmas. The Mission was expecting a nurse to
arrive from England before then, and she would be appointed as District Nurse for Shaanxi. She would
take care of me and the baby, and Mother Moore would stay on with us for some weeks after Christmas
to look after the housekeeping while I was getting over Baby’s birth.
I kept very well, though no prenatal clinics or medical exams of any kind were available. Doug and his
parents all came for Christmas and we had a lovely family time together.
It was just before Christmas that word came from Shanghai that the English party had been delayed,
and the expected nurse and midwife could not arrive until March or so, far too late for my baby’s arrival.
What was I to do? We had other midwives in the district, Miss Begbie, Ruth Frencham and also Miss
Parr who, although not legally qualified, had actually had more experience than any of the others. It was
not fair to ask Ruth, whose own baby was expected only a few months later than mine, and I didn’t want
182

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

to ask the other two. Before I was married and while I lived with Miss Parr, I had overheard many
conversations between some of these middle aged single women, not only disapproving of married
missionaries (the celibate life was to be preferred), but also of missionaries who were married having
children who would have to be supported by Mission funds and so decrease the amount which should be
going to other missionaries. To ask a Chinese doctor to help in childbirth was very much taboo and a
shameful thing for any young woman to do. At that time I had not even thought of asking Dr. Xiao,
though I trusted and liked him, but now the thought of him as a possibility did begin to enter my mind.
However, a lovely letter came from Miss Begbie to me saying that Mr. Gibb, who by that time was our
General Director, had written and asked her to look after me and deliver my baby. She would never
refuse to ‘help a woman in her time of trouble’ and would be prepared to come when I needed her. So
with that, we got ready a room for her, and Mother was ready to stay on and take care of the
housekeeping, even if Arthur must return to Hanzhong.
Christmas came and went and it was round New Year time, when a letter from Miss Begbie came for
Percy’s father one afternoon while we were sitting having afternoon tea together. I saw his face change
and he gave the letter to Mother to read. She looked at me and I could see there was something wrong,
so I asked, “Is something wrong?” They gave me the letter to read. At Shiquan, where Miss Begbie
lived, they were having some very good times in the work, and it was going to be a great sacrifice to the
work and to herself if she came to Xixiang at that time. I think she was trying to say she would like
somebody else to come and act as midwife instead of her. I was upset, as it was right at the end of my
time, and I thought all was going well, and now it looked as if I was being deserted. Then I got my back
up and thought, “Well, if none of our own people want to help me, I’ll ask Dr. Xiao, whatever they may
think about that!!” I told the others what I felt and they agreed that we should pack up and go right
through to Hanzhong to ask Dr. Xiao to deliver my baby.
Arthur wrote a very polite letter to Miss Begbie saying it would not be necessary for her to come to
Xixiang as we were all going to Hanzhong. The men went out and hired sedan chairs for Mother Moore
and myself and a carrier for our baggage, and the three men walked. The first night had to be spent at
Shahougan in a Chinese inn. Mother and I shared a room, but I don’t think either of us got much sleep,
I because I was uncomfortable on the hard Chinese bed, and she because every time I moved or turned,
she was afraid the baby might be coming. Chinese custom does not allow a woman to appear in public
for a month after the baby’s birth, and the thought of us all being stuck in a Chinese inn for a month was
unbearable.
We moved on to Chenggu the second day and were looked after in the Mission home there by Winnie
and Arnold Strange, and on the third evening we were back in Hanzhong. Esther immediately got
everything organised for a stay of at least a month, while Arthur went round to see Dr. Xiao. He came
round, examined me (the first I had had) and said everything seemed alright but it might be a week
before the baby arrived.
RAYMOND
By the time we had been in Hanzhong a few days and there was still no sign of the baby’s arrival, Percy
was beginning to think of all the things he had left undone in our hasty exit from Xixiang and wondering
whether there would not still be time to go back and pick up the pieces. Our big concern was that two of
Andrew Ji’s Bethel Band evangelists who had been holding meetings all round the district, were due to
start in Xixiang on the first Sunday in January. Percy felt he should be there to welcome them and give
them all the help he could. We talked it over and decided that he and Rob Ament, Marj Smith’s younger
brother, who had just arrived in Hanzhong after Language School, should cycle together to Xixiang, be
there for the beginning of the meetings, and then come back, hopefully in time for the birth of our baby.
It was on that Sunday that the labour pains began, not very strong and not very frequent on Sunday, and
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all day Monday. The big charcoal stove was on the landing outside our bedroom doors and I sat there all
day knitting a shawl.
Dr. Xiao came in and out, but even when I felt the pain was pretty bad, he still said they were not strong
enough! I seemed to go on in a haze of pain, getting more and more exhausted, but still no baby. Finally
Dr. Xiao said he must try and help me with instruments, so he got Miss Haslam to give me an
anaesthetic, a whiff of chloroform, while Percy’s parents were doing all they could to help. I remember
coming out of the chloroform and thinking, “Oh dear, isn’t the baby born yet?” I could hear Percy’s dad
praying and Dr.Xiao saying again, as he seemed to be saying for hours and hours, “Shi jin (use your
strength)”. I didn’t have any strength! Everybody seemed to be pushing on my tummy and then the final
struggle and the pain release and dear old Grandad saying, “Praise the Lord”, and I knew that it was
over at last. Our beautiful eight pound baby boy was none the worse for the difficulties he had had to go
through to get into the world, except for a slightly crumpled ear where the Dr. had used his instruments.
We knew then that had we not come to Hanzhong and had Dr. Xiao to help me, quite possibly neither
Raymond nor I might have survived. Miss Begbie had no instruments and would certainly not have had
the strength to do all that Dr. Xiao did, so though unplanned by us, God was in that move up to
Hanzhong.
I was too ill for the next few days to be able to do much except feed my baby when necessary, but
neither he nor I could have had better or more loving care, as Grannie and Grandad and Dr. Xiao looked
after us and watched every movement lest anything should go wrong. Percy’s dad got Fred to go to the
Post Office to try and get a message through by phone (the only one in Hanzhong) to Xixiang to tell
Percy his son was born. He and Rob lost no time in getting on their bikes to cycle back to Hanzhong. It
was snowing and bitterly cold, but they pushed on determined to get through in the day if they could.
They reached Hanzhong city gate well after dark. The gate was locked and bolted, but they called the
soldiers on guard and asked to be let in. The soldiers were pretty suspicious at first, but when they said
they had come from Xixiang (90 miles) in the day, they were openly unbelieving. However they were
finally convinced and let them in. We were all amazed to see them and had certainly not expected them
to get through in a day. Percy managed to make himself sick by drinking too much on an empty
stomach, but he was overjoyed to be with us again and to see his lovely little son, safe and sound after
all we had been through. He slept in Doug’s room that night but was restless and unsettled and couldn’t
sleep. At some stage he murmured, “Oh Lord, please help me get some sleep.” Next morning Doug
said, “Gee Brer, you must be a holy guy! You even pray in your sleep!”
Those weeks in Hanzhong were happy ones with our room the centre of the house and the gathering
place for the family. Our baby, whom we named Arthur Raymond, to be called Raymond, was a joy to us
all and every detail of his life and development was watched and commented on. Even ‘Uncle Doug’
who was a big six foot, sixteen year old schoolboy, loved to come and spend time playing with his first
nephew. He would lie flat on his back on the floor holding Raymond up in the air and talking to him. The
day we cut his finger nails for the first time was very exciting, and then there was the daily ritual of
training him to use his potty, all this undertaken by Grannie while I was still in bed. Even the servants got
excited when Grannie went downstairs with the potty after a ‘successful’ morning and showed them that
even a week old baby could be trained!
According to Chinese custom a woman did not go out of her own home until her baby was a month old
(Man yue), so I made no attempt to return to Xixiang till after Chinese New Year which was early
February that year. Apart from the fact that it was custom, I was still not well enough, and even when
Raymond was three weeks old, I was only just beginning to crawl round and take up the duties of life
again. Percy felt he should get back to Xixiang as soon as I was well enough to be left. Then he got a
letter purporting to be from the Xixiang Church, congratulating him on the birth of his son and then
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asking him to look up certain Bible references. When he turned them up he found they were all ones
referring to s shepherd leaving his flock; “the hireling fleeth because he is an hireling,” etc., implying that
he was not much of a shepherd to leave them as he had. Percy felt very badly and thought of all the
things he could write back, but his father, seeing that something was wrong, got the whole story out of
him, and then persuaded him not to retaliate in any way, to write nothing and go back as if nothing had
happened. This was not easy of course, but he did and thereby
learned a lesson which remained with him for the rest of his life, that is,
not to be hasty in replying to unjustified attacks, either on our character
or our actions. If we leave it to God, He will justify us in the end, and so
it proved in this case. Percy went back determined not to even mention
the matter, but he had hardly opened the house when one by one, the
Church leaders came to visit him and welcome him back. All of them,
except one man, brought the conversation round to the Church letter
he had received, and each gave him to understand he had had nothing
to do with it. In the end it became evident it was the work of one man
whom we all knew to be a troublemaker with a root of bitterness in his
heart. We felt it was not worth worrying about.
Before Percy left Hanzhong, we felt that as a family we would like to do
something for the Xiaos who had been so good to us. They would not
hear of anything personal and suggested something for the Church as a thank offering to the Lord. So
we had a very nice communion table made with two texts carved across the front:
“Yong Yao gui Ju” (Glory be to God)
“Zan mei Ju en” (Praise the Grace of God)
The first and last words became Raymond’s Chinese name, “Yong En” and there in the Hanzhong
Church we dedicated our first born son to God and to His service, feeling that in a special way He had
kept this little life for Himself.
EVACUATION - FIRST COMMUNIST INVASION
As Chinese New Year drew near that year (1935), rumours from Sichuan and the South about the
advance of the communists became increasingly ominous. While I was still in bed, we had been
shocked by the news of Betty and John Stam’s death at the hands of communists in Anhui. Betty had
been in Language School with me and we had become friends. Her little daughter was born about three
months before Raymond, and when her parents were killed she was rescued and taken to another
Mission station by the pastor of the Church in Anhui. Another missionary in Anhui, an older man, had
completely disappeared about the same time and was never heard of again.
Chinese New Year was on a Sunday and it was soon after that rumours began coming in thick and fast
that the communists had reached Ningqiang where Charlie and Ruth Frencham were. Grandad and
Fred had been in Ningqiang just the previous weekend. When they left to come home, although there
was word that the Reds had passed up towards Gansu, the military in the city did not think there was
anything to fear. Ningqiang is a border city and always liable to be in the danger zone, but everything
seemed so quiet and peaceful that Grandad did not feel it necessary to urge Charlie and Ruth to come
back to Hanzhong with him, though he did tell them to feel free to come if they felt there was any danger
at all. We heard later that it was only two days later when the Reds quietly entered the city and took
possession of it. They killed a lot of people and rumours were coming through that the Frenchams had
been killed. Some said their heads had been seen on the city wall. News came through so slowly and
we hardly knew what to believe, but as Ningqiang is only three days journey from Hanzhong, Grandad
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began to feel that it might be wise for the women and children in the district to leave and take refuge in
Xi’an until things quietened down.
They were anxious days and we kept hoping to hear some words from the Frenchams that they were
alright. On 8 February (Friday) the two Bethel men joined us from the south and then on 9 February
Grandad received a letter from one of the military officials in the city saying he would be wise to call all
his workers in outlying places in to Hanzhong which was quite safe and would be protected, but they
could not vouch for the smaller villages. He had already told some of the younger workers to come in,
and had sent word to Percy to come back to Hanzhong as he should be with me and Raymond if
anything happened. We went to bed that Saturday night planning that, if Chenggu and Yang Xian folk
got in on Sunday or maybe Monday morning and Percy should arrive on Monday night, then we would all
prepare to leave for Xi’an on Tuesday morning, perhaps leaving Grandad and a couple of other men
behind in case the Frenchams had escaped and could get through to them.
Sunday morning, about 7 am, I was sitting in my room reading my Bible when I heard Grandad
downstairs calling to Grannie that the Stranges were here. She was not dressed, so I ran down to
welcome them. I found that when they got the message to come in the evening before, they had not
waited for the next day, but taken the two little girls out of bed and gone straight away to the sedan chair
shop to get men who would be willing to travel all night to Hanzhong. They had no rugs or cushions, and
the two little girls were still in their nighties and freezing cold. I hurried to get hot drinks for them all and
hot water bottles to warm the cold little hands and toes.
We were almost ready for breakfast, but Winnie Strange would not settle. She had always been terrified
of the communists and, knowing they were in the district, was determined to leave straight away for Xi’an
and wait for nothing and nobody. She came upstairs with me to look at my baby in his bassinette, and
said to me, “If I were you I would pick up that little one and leave immediately.” I said I didn’t want to
leave till Percy came, and that we were thinking of all going together on Tuesday. With that she went
downstairs and I didn’t see her again because, when I got down they had gone. Without taking any
bedding or extra clothing or food, she took the children and left. Mr. Strange followed, just staying long
enough to apologize to Grandad for going in such a hurry, but his wife was terrified and would wait for
nothing. They were planning to get some 35 miles that day, through Baocheng and up through the
Chicken’s Head Pass. They had had no meal the night before, no breakfast that morning, there was no
transport, and they would have to carry the children as well, but they had seen soldiers fleeing from
Hanzhong and hundreds of refugees along the road they had come, and they felt the Reds must be very
near.
The Stranges had hardly gone when we had word through Dr. Xiao that the Reds were only ten miles
from the city, so Grandad said at once, “We must all go together at once.” There were no coolies
available to carry any of us, so we would have to walk, and that meant we could only take what we could
carry in our hands. There was no time to delay, so I went upstairs, picked up our precious baby, put on
him as many warm clothes as I could, and rolled him in two or three warm baby blankets. As I stood at
the door of my room and looked back at so many things which had been given us for Raymond, and
personal possessions of our own, I thought, “Things don’t really matter at all. It is life that is important.”
And as I looked at my baby and thought of my friend Betty Stam, and how she and John had been killed
but their baby’s life preserved, I prayed that whatever happened to Percy and me, God would take care
of our little son and keep him for Him and His service, and that he would never be brought up to be an
atheist. I thought of Percy and it was an awful feeling to think we were going northwards, and he would
arrive a day or two later and find us gone.
We made our way to the North Gate, Grannie and Grandad, Doug and Raymond and me, Fred and Marj
Smith, Rob Ament, Miss Haslam, Joy Betteridge and Bertha Silversides, as well as the two Bethel men
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and Dr. Xiao. The doctor had sent his mother and wife and family off to Baocheng on the Xi’an road just
before he came round to tell us we had better leave as the military had left the city and were obviously
not going to hold it. We were only a quarter of an hour behind the Stranges, but when we got to the gate
it was shut and nobody was being allowed to leave the city.
The Stranges and Xiaos must have got out just before it was closed, but when we got there they said we
had to have a pass. Grandad left us there while he hurried back to the military authorities to get a pass.
This didn’t suit the soldier guarding the gate at all, and he soon ordered us away, telling us to “go back to
your Gospel Hall and worship your God.” (“Hui nide Fu Yin Tang, bai nide Shen”) When we did not move
fast enough for him, he got his stick and actually struck Fred and one of the Bethel men across the legs.
Fred was carrying Raymond for me and I was terrified lest that stick should hit my baby’s head, but it
didn’t, and we went back towards the Mission hoping to meet Grandad with a permit to leave.
We did meet him quite soon with a permit to go out of the North Gate, so we turned back again, but had
only gone a few yards when a soldier came running after us saying the permit had been recalled and we
were not to go after all. We must have looked a very forlorn party standing there in the middle of the road
wondering what to do. Grandad decided we had better go back home and wait there while he went
again to military headquarters.
It was a blessing to get back home as I was able to find a very small case and pack a few things in it for
the road, baby’s powder and soap, as well as a towel and flannel, some nappies and my small Bible. I
knew I could carry that much even if we had to walk all the way over the mountains to Xi’an. Then, just
in case we could get sedan chairs, I gathered together some more of his woollies and wrapped them
with our thermos flask so that they were easily accessible if I could take them. I also mixed some cocoa
into a tin of condensed milk to take with me as I knew I could get boiling water anywhere, and this would
be a help to my milk supply to make sure Raymond had plenty on the way.
It was hours before Grandad got back, so we had a meal as we had had no breakfast, and just prayed
together that the Lord would guide us and protect us. While we were waiting, Dr. Xiao was keeping his
ear to the ground for any news of what the Reds were doing. It was through him that we got news that
the Reds were at Baocheng and holding it, and the Pass into the mountains so that soldiers coming from
Xi’an would not be able to enter the Plain. We were thankful then that we had not been allowed to go
through the North Gate, but trembled for the Stranges and Dr. Xiao’s family. What had become of them?
At long last, Grandad returned with a permit for us to go through the West Gate towards Chenggu, and
one for Dr.Xiao to go through the North Gate to look for his family and the Stranges if possible and bring
them all back to join us in Chenggu. With Reds holding the northern road it was senseless to go there,
but from Chenggu there was another way up to Xi’an through Yang Xian, the route Miss Parr had
travelled when she returned from Shanghai. It seemed we must take a step at a time and God would
guide us for the next step when we had to take it. The first step was to get out of Hanzhong to Chenggu
and find out the next later.
It was after one o’clock when we finally left Hanzhong. To our great amazement, when we opened the
main gate of the compound, we found no less than ten coolies sitting outside on the curb ready and
eager to carry our sedan chairs. A few hours earlier we could not find one, but now, finding themselves
locked inside the city, they could get out only by carrying someone with a permit. We had three chairs
but no carriers, so now I could have one with the baby, Miss Haslam, who had a lame leg, had one, and
the third was reserved for Grannie to use. The rest walked. As we were carried through the city, I felt I
knew what being like ‘a rat in a trap’ meant. The city, usually so full of life, was like a city of the dead, no
preparations being made to defend it, the Reds less than ten miles away, we could hear the firing, and
nobody allowed out of the gates.
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Then as we got on to the Chenggu road, I began to know what it felt like to be a refugee. The roads were
packed with people carrying little bundles on their backs, some wheeling barrows with small children
sitting on top of bedding rolls, while other small families were just trudging along holding the hands of
tired little children and going, they hardly knew where, so long as they got away from Hanzhong and the
threat there. Many wealthy business men had just taken a little bundle on their backs and fled and were
planning to get to Wuhan (Hankow) or Tianjin if possible. We met people too who had come from the
Ningqiang district, and they said nobody could possibly have escaped from that city and, when the Reds
entered it they slaughtered people left and right. We began to give up all hope for the Frenchams. It was
9:30 at night when we finally reached the Chenggu West suburb and began to look for somewhere to
spend the night. The city gates were all locked.
All the way from Hanzhong I had been thinking about Percy and praying that somehow we would meet
him. It seemed utterly impossible with the roads packed with people, every inn crowded, and we didn’t
even know whether he would take the direct route to Hanzhong or go by a shorter route which would get
him there quicker. When he got there what would he do? He would find us gone and think we had gone
to Xi’an, but if he tried to follow us, he would walk right into the Reds at Baocheng. As we entered the
Chenggu suburb, my carriers put my chair down till we found a place to stay. Doug and Grandad were
walking beside me and we had stopped outside one of the many inns. The innkeeper peered in to see
who was in the sedan chair and then said, “Some of your Gospel Hall people are staying in this inn
tonight.” Grandad and Doug looked at each other and went to see, and there was Percy rolled in his
bedding between two Chinese coolies sound asleep.
What a joyful reunion that was, and quite miraculous that we should have been in that particular suburb
that night at all. He and the coolies, whom he had hired to carry his things, had arrived late at the suburb
on the other side of the city and normally would have looked for a place to stay the night there. But Percy
wanted to make an early start next morning to reach Hanzhong as soon as possible, so he suggested
they circle the city that night and find a place to sleep on the Hanzhong side, and that is how they were
at the very place where my chair was put down as we entered the same suburb.
All the inns were so full that Grandad talked the soldiers on the gate into letting us in so that we could go
to the Mission Home which the Stranges had so lately vacated. So we had comfortable beds and all we
needed that night. We helped ourselves to some of the Strange’s things, knowing that they would be
glad for us to use them.
When we got up on Tuesday morning, we were still not certain which way to go, and were still thinking of
Xi’an via the old route through Yang Xian. We were just packing up to leave, when a business man
whom we knew, came in and advised us not to take that route but to go south through Xixiang and
Shiquan to Wuhan (Hankow). So the decision was made and Percy and I found ourselves on our way
back to our own home, I for the first time since Raymond was born. Percy went on to prepare a little for
such a large party and to make sure there was enough food and a meal prepared when we arrived. We
left again the next morning and I wrote to my family in Australia,
“Our little home never seemed so precious as I looked round on all the family photos and books
and all that made it home, and realised we must leave everything. It is a new sensation to be
homeless and destitute, but we are so thankful to be alive and well ourselves, and to have our
little Treasure safe with us, that nothing else seems to matter much.”
We
continued on as we were to Shiquan where Miss Begbie and Myrie joined us, and then went on
down to Ankang where the Norwegian Mission was working. They were kindness itself and
kept us there for a few days’ rest which I for one appreciated, but news of the Red movements
was not good, and they too were preparing to leave and go further down the river. We heard

188

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

while there through the military, that Xixiang, Chenggu and Yang Xian had all been taken by the
Reds, and Hanzhong was surrounded and being besieged. True or not we could not tell.
We hired three boats at Ankang (Hsingan) and prepared to go as far as Laohekou by boat as that is only
two days journey from Wuhan (Hankow). All the Moore family and Fred and Marj were in one boat, the
single ladies in another and the single men in a third. There was not much room to move, but it was
more comfortable travelling than the sedan chairs with the carriers who were quarrelling all the way
along. I wrote home about the trip and told them,
“Raymond had been wonderfully well all the way and we are so
thankful for it, though I think his little brain must be getting weary with
all the noises going on round him all day long. Poor little Baby, he 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
he has slept in dirty Chinese inns, travelled for a week at a time without
a bath or change of clothes, and yet he flourishes and looks so well and
bonny. I will be glad when we get him to some place where he can live
a normal life.”
It took us six days from Ankang to Laohekou by boat.
At Laohekou the Norwegian missionaries there could not do enough for us and they had a beautiful little
bassinet prepared for Raymond. I couldn’t help laughing at the blissful look with which he cuddled down
into the warm soft bedding. He went straight off to sleep and slept for hours. When Percy and I got into
the big double bed provided for us with feather mattresses and eiderdowns, I knew exactly how my baby
felt and I murmured to Percy, “Let’s stay here for ever!” We went on from there by bus to the railway, a
day’s journey, and then by train to Wuhan (Hankow).
At Wuhan railway station Mr. Owen Warren, the Business Manager, met us from the CIM. He gave one
look at us, dirty, travel worn, dressed in very countrified Chinese gowns, and as quickly as possible,
bundled us all into taxis and got us to the Mission Home and out of sight! Wuhan was a very modern city
and all foreigners wore western dress, so we must have looked worse than ever in that environment.
Return to Table of Contents

WUHAN (HANKOW)
Grannie and Grandad were asked by Shanghai to go right on down river to them, but the rest of us were
to stay in Wuhan until HQ decided what we should do, and also how serious the situation in Shaanxi
might be. The Stranges had eventually reached Xi’an, not by the route they had started to take, but by a
little used back route, so they at least were safe, but there was no word of the Frenchams at all.
The arrival of such a big party of refugees in Wuhan had not gone unnoticed, and there was quite a big
write-up in the papers about us, with the result that big parcels of second hand clothing began to come to
the Mission Home for us. Mrs. Jackson who was in charge, kept one room upstairs for clothing and left
us to help ourselves to whatever we wanted or could use. We were very grateful because we had left
Shaanxi in wadded winter clothes, but we had been travelling for six weeks and the weather was all the
time getting warmer, so that we were beginning to need summer things. Percy s pyjamas gave us a
hilarious evening! He was getting too warm so I rummaged around in the clothing room to try and find
something he could wear as pyjamas. I found a sleeveless silk blouse cut more or less straight, which
189

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

would do as a top, but there was nothing at all in the way of trousers. Finally I did find a pink cotton lady’s
flared skirt with a waistline just his size. I slashed the skirt up the middle of the front and back, and
stitched it up to make legs, and he had a good pair of shortie pyjamas ! The flare gave a rather
startling Hawaiian dancer effect which sent us both into fits of laughter when he donned them that night.
Nothing would do but he must go over the corridor to the room opposite, where Jack Beck and Rob
Ament were staying. The shouts of mirth that came from behind their closed door assured me they were
enjoying the pantomime too.
Raymond was well supplied with clothes,
lovely ones and far better than we could ever
have afforded to buy for him. Percy s Uncle
John, who was Mayor of Tienjin, had a little
son about the same age as Raymond, and
Auntie Mary sent me parcels of beautiful
clothes which Johnnie had never worn. I felt
proud and happy to have my small son looking
as well loved and cared for as every baby
should be. We had a big room upstairs in the
Mission Home with a nice cot for Raymond
which I could wheel out on to the balcony each
morning and he would sleep there till lunchtime.
He was a very good baby and I rarely had to
get up to him at nights.
The six weeks of travel had left me exhausted,
and by the time we reached Wuhan, I felt I had
no energy to do more than look after my
energetic little son, who was growing stronger
every day. One day on the stairs, Mr. Warren
held me up and said, “What’s the matter with you?” I told him nothing except that I felt so tired all the
time. He immediately took action and told me I was not to get up and come downstairs for breakfast like
everybody else, but he would see that breakfast was brought up to me each morning in the bedroom. It
helped a lot.
Wuhan was a passing through centre for people going to most of the western provinces, so we met
many old and new friends while we were there. Percy’s friend and Language School room mate,
Stanley Rowe, came there for his wedding, so asked Percy to be his best man. We saw quite a lot of
him and Norah at that time, and the friendship has remained to this day. In the meantime in Shanghai
Doug had left for Toronto, Mother Moore was helping with the housekeeping to allow ‘Auntie Jeanie
Anderson’ to have a well earned holiday, and Grandad was holding himself ready to return to Shaanxi to
search for the Frenchams as soon as HQ would give him the go ahead.
It was mid May before things began to move. Percy and Fred were told that Percy’s father was already
on his way to Xi’an and they were to join him there. The Stranges were already in Xi’an so Arnold as well
as Percy and Fred and Percy’s dad were all to return to South Shaanxi to do what they could to
encourage the Churches, and keep their eye on the communist situation. Winnie Strange and their two
children were to join Marj Smith and Myrie and me on Jigong Shan, a beautiful mountain holiday resort
where Henan workers often went to escape the intense summer heat of the Chang Jiang (Yangtse)
Valley. The other ladies from South Shaanxi were sent to work in some of the Henan stations until it was
considered safe for us all to return.
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THE FRENCHAMS (Read an article from the Melbourne ‘Argus’ - click here
We were all full of joy when we heard that the Frenchams had arrived back in Hanzhong. They had been
captured by the Reds when they made their surprise entry into Ningqiang at Chinese New Year. They
then had to keep up with their captors as they journeyed up and down those north Sichuan mountains.
The mountains were steep and difficult to climb, the food was rough and coarse and the weather bitterly
cold. Charlie was never tied up but for the first few days, because there were so many women prisoners,
too many for one guard to keep track of, Ruth was tied as the rest of the women were. Charlie was
strong and well and could take the hard climbing in his stride, but poor Ruth was six months pregnant
and suffering for a good part of the time from diarrhoea brought on by the rough food. She found the
steep mountain climbing almost impossible and finally Charlie asked and was given permission to help
her. That made things a little better for her but at nights when the constant attacks of diarrhoea made it
necessary for Ruth to climb out into the snow to relieve herself, she had first to ask permission of her
guard, which meant waking her up. The guard was a rough, tough communist woman who, in the
daytime kept shouting at her to keep up with the rest, and at night, after Ruth waited and waited till she
could wait no more and screwed up her courage at last to ask permission to go out, the woman cursed
and swore at her angrily.
Suddenly, to their great surprise, Charlie and Ruth were told they were free and could go. They were
given a ‘huagan’ (mountain litter) to take Ruth back to Hanzhong, money for food on the way, and a band
even played them out of the camp! Nobody quite knew at that time the meaning for this sudden turn
about, but later on we learned that western newspapers were making such a fuss about the deaths of
John and Betty Stam and the disappearance of a Mr. Ferguson, an older missionary about the same
time, that Moscow had sent word to the Chinese Reds to be careful how they treated the foreigners.
The Frenchams at last arrived in Hanzhong and were taken to Dr. Xiao’s home and clinic, where they
were given the warmest of welcomes by the Xiao family who, like the rest of us, had given them up for
dead. Their dirty, lice ridden clothes were burned in the back yard incinerator and tailors quickly brought
in to make up new garments. Wearing wadded clothes, as they were doing when they were captured,
meant that lice bred in them freely. Charlie told us later that, when they were at their worst, he used to
take some 200 lice a day off his clothes, and Ruth’s were the same. Their bodies were a mass of sores.
The Xiaos could not do enough for them. Ruth was given special food and care to prepare her for her
baby’s birth which was very near by this time.
She was moved over to the quietness of the Mission Home to the same room as I had been in where all
Raymond’s bedding and first clothes, nappies, bath, bassinet etc. were still as we had left them. Under
Dr. and Mrs. Xiao’s care, little Grace Joy arrived safely. When she was a month old, and as soon as
Ruth was fit to travel, they all went up to Xi’an with Ruth and the baby in a mule litter for the mountain trip.
Arthur Moore was in Xi’an when they arrived and told them they were to go to Chefoo on the coast for the
summer so that Ruth could recuperate and little Grace Joy could gain some weight as she was very tiny.
Their future would be discussed after that.
Percy and Fred had been held up by rain for a week in Xi’an on their way back to Hanzhong, but then
moved on to Fengxiang where they still were when the Frenchams arrived from the south. They needed
to hire mules for the mountain trip and, although the Michells were living there at that time and knew the
people to go to, it was almost impossible to find mules, as soldiers going south had commandeered most
of them. Any that were left were costing up to ¥40 instead of the usual ¥18 for the trip. When the
Frenchams arrived, Percy immediately spoke for their mules and got them, though still as high as ¥33 for
the trip. They were glad to be there to see Charlie and Ruth and hear their story. Percy said they kept
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off the subject of the Reds when Ruth was present
which comes over her face sometimes.

though she seems very bright except for a sad look

JIGONG SHAN SUMMER RESORT
My letters at this time were full of Raymond and his antics. Before Percy left for Xi’an I wrote,
“Percy is as funny as anything with Raymond. He loves to carry him
round and makes the excuse that he is too heavy for me, but I laugh at
that because he is as proud of Raymond as he can be, and jumps at
every chance of playing with him and picking him up.”
In another letter I wrote,
“Can you imagine Raymond lying flat on his tummy in the middle of our
big bed, waving his legs vigorously in mid air, shouting at the top of his
voice to attract my attention and giving me such a bright smile when I
look up. He looks a real boy, full of life and mischief. He has just
discovered his toes and likes to lie on his back and catch them with his
fingers. He isn’t at all shy with people and smiles happily at them all as
they stop to talk to him,”
The summer heat was increasing all the time and before the end of June, Marj and Myrie and I with
Raymond, were sent off to Jigong Shan. Winnie Strange and her two little girls soon joined us there and
were thankful to get away from the heat in Xi’an and to have the hot, dusty train journey over. We were
all in the same house and
with us also was Mrs. Don
JIGONG SHAN TODAY
Grant from Gansu with her
baby Paul, who was a little
older
than
Raymond.
Jigong is a beautiful place
high up in the mountains of
Western Henan.
We
could stand up on one of
the heights and watch
massive clouds rolling up
the deep valleys and
gorges towards us. It often
rained, but after the heat of
the plains, the coolness
was a real life saver.
Jigong was not a general
tourist resort, but was mainly used by missionary societies as a summer resort for their workers. So we
met missionaries from many other Missions and often gathered together with them for social or spiritual
occasions. A highlight for me was meeting and getting to know Mr. JO Fraser from Lisuland (Yunnan)
not only because of the deep spiritual teaching he brought to us, but also because he was a gifted pianist
who would have been world class had he not been a missionary.
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In Yunnan he had no instrument, but he kept his fingers and memory active by practising on the saddle
of his horse or mule as he travelled. Now at Jigong, with a good piano available in the Community Hall,
he was drawn to it like a magnet. So were any of us within hearing when he began to play. One night he
and Winnie Strange, who was also an accomplished pianist, played duets together and held us all
spellbound.
Percy kept writing to me to get as much rest as I could while I was there, and I did, and the fresh air and
sunshine and plenty of good food soon began to make me feel I was regaining some of the strength and
vitality I had lost on the trip from Hanzhong. I was still feeding Raymond and one day I received a letter
from Percy’s dad with a cheque
“I am sending you a cheque to buy something for yourself. You have that big fellow to feed through the
summer, so get something you need. It is from Mother and me.” I had been wondering if I could afford
to buy myself a tonic, and now I felt justified in doing it. I felt I had the loveliest parents-in-law in the
world!
Jigong was not only helping me, Raymond was flourishing and began to look the picture of health with
lovely rosy cheeks and bright eyes. I wrote in one letter,
Raymond is lying on a rug on the floor trying his hardest to attract my
attention. He is such a little scamp and the mischievous look in his
eyes is quite irresistible. I find it hard to realise he is six months old. He
was so funny this morning. I had his blankets pinned to the mattress
because he kicks them off and gets cold. When he woke up he turned
himself on his tummy and tried to push himself backwards towards the
foot of the bed until he ended up with his head just poking out of the top
of the blanket, and he could get no further. He looked around at me
and grunted to attract my attention! He is getting so knowing and is
ever such good company. I would be very lonely without Percy if I did
not have him, but I hate to think of all his daddy is missing. Yesterday
when I put him down to sleep he pushed himself down to the bottom of
the bed till he could go no further. Then he put his head down and went
to sleep, and when I went in I found him curled up asleep with both legs
sticking out through the cot bars at the bottom. He looked so sweet.
He is just full of life and in two minutes can push himself off the rug that
I put on the floor for him, and be on to the not over clean floor.
Meantime in Shaanxi, Percy was back in Xixiang where he found that both communists and soldiers had
occupied the Church premises at various times. Our rooms had been locked and had not been broken
open, so most of our things were intact. Perhaps as a result of all the troubles throughout the district,
Percy said there were more enquirers coming to the Church than they had seen for many a long day,
and they had started special classes to teach them the basis of the Christian faith. Crowds were coming
into the Preaching Hall every evening to hear the Gospel, and it was being kept open quite late every
night before people wanted to leave.
The political situation was still very uncertain. There were rumours of a band of communists about
eighty miles north of Yang Xian, and when Percy went to Hanzhong to do his fifth language exam, his
father kept him there for a few days until they saw what was going to happen. He went back fairly soon,
but in Jigong we heard that the Government still felt South Shaanxi and South Gansu were unsafe for
travel. By this time Percy and I had been separated three months and although we posted to each other
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every second day, we were missing each other very much and he was feeling very badly about missing
so much of his little son’s developments. I wrote home,
“Raymond is such a good happy baby and other people get so much
enjoyment out of him that it seems a shame his daddy can t share it.
The people in this house call him ‘Sunny Jim’ because he smiles so
readily at everybody. Dr. McDonald says he is the prize baby, not too
fat and certainly not thin.”
On 27 August 1935 I was writing,
“And so my dear Grandma has gone Home. It makes Heaven a little
nearer to think of her there, though I find it hard to imagine going home
and not seeing Grandma. She has meant so much to me for as long as
I can remember, but I can’t grieve too much over her going, because
she has so looked forward to ‘going Home’, and her poor body has
seemed so weary and weak this last year or two. My dear little
Grandma.”
My last letter from Grandma was in October 1934, just nine months before she died. She wrote,
“I am just going to try and write a few lines to you to show you and
Percy, my new grandson, what the Lord our Father has done for me.
Eight months ago my arm and hand and leg became useless, no life in
them. Now I can do many things, not as well as before, but I thank my
Father in Heaven that I do not have to be confined to my bed, but life is
pleasant to me and I can help others instead of being a burden. Praise
the Lord that I can be company to Grandpa too. He is so deaf. Thank
God too that He has given me sight, so that I can write and read and
see all the wonderful gifts He has given us to enjoy life with. He has
also given me a clear brain and right thoughts so that I can pray for
others which I do a great deal when I am awake at nights. This is a
lovely world we are living in, and we have a great many things around
us to enjoy.”
Now, dear Amy, I may never see you in this world again, but look
forward to it in the next, and if the world still goes on much longer and
you and Percy have little ones, train them up to know Jesus early in life.
May God bless you and Percy in your life together, and may His will be
done in your lives.
Your ever loving Grandma,

E.J.Mercer.”

She died on 14 July 1935.
At the end of August the houses on Jigong were all to be closed for the winter. Percy and I both had
been hoping that by the end of the summer we women would be allowed to return to Shaanxi. The
separation seemed to go on and on and we were longing to be together again, and Percy was
desperately hoping that he and his small son would be united once more. But on 27 August a letter from
Shanghai said that the roads into Shaanxi were still not considered safe, so they were sending us to
stations in Henan where we could help with the work among women. I was to go with Raymond to
Yuncheng where Mr. and Mrs. Ford were in charge. They were an older couple - he had his 67th
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birthday while we were there - and I already knew them, so was happy to go to them. Tom and Cathie
Murray had hoped I might be able to go with them to Kaifeng to work among women patients and
outpatients in the hospital, but it was not to be.

YUNCHENG (HENAN)
Henan is flat and, to my way of thinking, after beautiful Shaanxi, rather uninteresting, but I was glad to be
back among Chinese women again. Mr. and Mrs. Ford were still very active, and I learned a lot, living
as I did with two experienced and wise senior missionaries, and working with a Church that was
independent and reaching out to the vast multitudes in the surrounding villages. Mrs. Ford let me use
one of her serving women to help with Raymond and take care of him when I was called to help in the
meetings or other work in the Church. There were several new workers living with us doing language
study and getting experience, and they too were always willing to keep an eye on Raymond when I was
called away.
Every day I had work to do, sometimes speaking at meetings, sometimes going out to visit in country
villages, sometimes taking a class of women for reading lessons. Henan people were very poor and, as
I looked at the poor, dirty, miserable looking little kiddies whom they brought with them, most of them
undersized, and many with boils and other horrible looking sores, I couldn’t help contrasting them with
my clean, sweet, healthy little boy. ‘Poor little mites,’ I thought, ‘No wonder the Lord’s heart went out to
them and their poor, dull, ignorant mothers while He was here on earth.’ I felt a deep compassion for
them too, and longed that the Christian message might bring some joy into their lives.
It was November before we were at last given permission to return to Shaanxi. Raymond was ten
months old and I was giving him extras to eat, but hoping I could go on breast feeding him until we had
got the travelling over. He was trying his hardest to stand alone, and in his bath did stand up clutching
both sides and swaying himself backwards and forwards laughing and chuckling all the time. He loved
the Chinese people and, whenever any of them came near him, got really excited, jumping and waving
his arms and shouting as if they were his greatest friends. Mrs. Ford’s cook said one day, ‘The more you
look at that baby, the more you want to look!’
One afternoon when one of the new workers was minding him, she spent some time trying to make him
repeat the word ‘hat’ after her. She kept on until at last very slowly and deliberately he opened his
mouth just as she did and said, ‘aat’. After that he wouldn’t stop saying it!
Just before we left Yuncheng, the evangelist whom I had last heard in Yangzhou when I was in
Language School, came to Yuncheng for meetings. Wang Mingdao was well known as a fearless and
effective preacher of the Gospel, and the Church had invited him for ten days of meetings. For me it was
wonderful to be able to really understand what he said and to have a share in helping the women.
Crowds came in from the country and Wang Mingdao spoke to them with great acceptance both
morning and evening. I wrote home about two women who had made an impression on me. One was a
girl of about seventeen, very small for her age and crippled with TB. She came every Sunday, but one
Sunday, although she limped along as usual, she was obviously very unwell. I went out to find her lying
on some flat rocks in the shade with her poor little face drawn up in pain. When I asked how she was,
she said her side and leg were hurting, so I asked if she were not cold lying in the shade. She said yes,
but she couldn’t bear to move, and tears came into her eyes. I put two forms together in the sunshine,
and half carried her across to them and she lay there. Poor little thing. She said she often asks the Lord
to take her because she suffers so. The misery and the suffering in this land are indescribable.
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The same day a woman came to me and asked me to pray for her baby. When I turned the little thing’s
face round so that I could see her, it was just a mass of big, ugly sores. The mother said, ‘I don’t know
what else to do for her, nothing seems to help her. Please pray that God will heal her.’ So I prayed with
her then and there, and all through the next week, whenever I thought about her, I lifted my heart to God
for her healing. On the next Sunday, the mother came to me and gave me 300 cash (about 5 cents).
She said, ‘I want to give you this as a thankoffering to God because He has healed my baby.’ She
showed me her baby’s face all healed up without a sign of all those nasty sores except two tiny scabs at
the corner of her mouth. I wouldn’t have known her for the same child.

RETURN TO SHAANXI
At last in early November, the long looked for letter came, saying we could go back. Mr. and Mrs. Ford
were going to Shanghai, so I was able to travel with them to Zhengzhou where the line divided. They
would go on to Shanghai and I would still have another day and a half to Xi’an, travelling alone with my
small boy. I was not looking forward to it, but I was looking forward to having Percy meet us somewhere
after Xi’an to be with us on that long trip through the mountains.
At Zhengzhou a Mr. Silva of the Free Methodist Mission who knew the Fords, took me to his home to
wait for my train which did not go till midnight. He had a lovely big fire going and Raymond and I curled
up together on the sofa and slept till he woke us about ten thirty. He took us to the station and helped us
get on to the train, and I was so grateful for his help as there were crowds there and the usual scramble
to get on. Mr. Svenson of the Scandinavian Alliance Mission met us in Xi’an and took charge of
everything for me, then took me to the warm, comfortable Mission Home. There Winnie Strange and her
two little girls, Bertha and Myrie, Miss Begbie and Joy Betteridge all joined us and Marj Smith came a
day later, all from different parts of Henan.
We were held up in Xi’an several days waiting for permits to travel and also for the roads to dry up a bit.
It was so tantalising to feel that Percy and Fred were probably already in Fengxiang waiting for us, only
a day’s journey away, and we could not move. We were all going together to Fengxiang and then would
divide into two parties for the mountain trip. The weather was bitterly cold and we knew it would be even
worse in the mountains, but we were dressed in our Chinese wadded clothes and expected to survive!
The rain went on and on day after day, and at last, despairing of buses ever being able to go, we decided
to go to Fengxiang by cart. It took us four days instead of one, and by the time we had bump bump
bumped our way over those rough roads, we were very glad indeed to reach Fengxiang at the end.
Winnie Strange and her little girls, Kath and Beryl, had one cart, and Marj and I with Raymond had the
other, and of course we had to stay in Chinese inns each night.
But it was all forgotten and the six months of separation seemed like a dream when we finally met our
husbands again and could hand over all our responsibilities to them. Raymond, of course did not know
his daddy at all and was very jealous of him. Every time he saw Percy with his arms around me or
kissing me, he crawled as fast as he could to me, climbed up on my knee, and put his head on my
shoulder. I commented that ‘he is determined his mummy is his, and nobody else’s.’ It was not long
before he accepted his daddy again, and they became great friends.
I teased Marj on the first morning after we met Fred and Percy about her beautifully polished shoes!
Fred was noted among us for always having his shoes well polished and even muddy roads and hard
mountain travel didn’t stop him looking as ‘dapper’ as ever and making sure Marj did too!
For the mountain trip, Percy walked, I had a sedan chair and Raymond was in a basket I had had made
for him, which a Chinese coolie carried at one end of his carrying pole. Raymond loved it and sang and
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talked or slept all the time we were jogging along, and of course he was the centre of attention whenever
we stopped for a meal. To be travelling with Percy again through our lovely mountains was sheer joy. In
spite of the cold, there was a fascination about getting up early to walk a stage before breakfast, to smell
the smell of wood fires and cooking rice rising up from the valley around us, and just to walk together in
the fresh morning air and talk and talk!
The Mission station at Fengxiang,
usually occupied by Miss Ruby
Thompson, was empty at that time, but
we decided to go there anyway in
preference to a Chinese inn. We found
the main premises occupied by military,
but not the rooms which Miss
Thompson used. The leader was a
man notorious for his rough ways, but
Percy and Fred approached him
politely and told him we only wanted to
stay one night and we knew Miss
Thompson would be happy for us to
occupy her rooms. He agreed, and we
settled in while he went off somewhere else on his own business. Later we were startled to hear
gunshots quite close and looking out we saw him returning, stalking into the courtyard, shooting off his
rifle as he came, not at anybody in particular, but just to let everybody know he was there and he was the
boss! His surname was Han, and he was known all over the district as Han Bopi (Han who skins people),
and people were very afraid of him. He came in to visit us during the evening and wanted to see the
children who were playing on the ‘kang’ (heated bed), Raymond with Kath and Beryl Strange. To my
surprise, Raymond who was usually so friendly with all Chinese, gave one look at him and then
scrambled quickly away to the far side of the bed. We felt that with a child’s intuition, he knew that this
man was evil.
Our last stage on that journey over the mountains was a memorable one too. We failed to make the
regular stage and had to put up in a wayside village. The accommodation was meant mainly for
muleteers so we were all ushered into one huge room with a long bed stretching the full length of one
wall. We had our own bedding of course, but were not exactly delighted to find that we had to share one
bed with the coolies. No use complaining, so we made the best of it. We gave one half of the bed to the
coolies who were lice ridden and dirty, then we settled ourselves on the other half with as wide a space
in the middle as possible. We put Winnie against the wall with one of her girls on either side of her, then
Percy, Raymond and me, Marj next to me and finally Fred nearest the coolies!
What a night! Raymond was not used to sleeping in a bed with so many others nor with so much going
on around him, and it took a while to get him to sleep. That inn was the birthplace of a song (lullaby?)
which has been sung to all my babies as well as to grandchildren and even great grandchildren since. I
sat on the bed and rocked him in my arms, singing in a low monotonous voice, “Mummy’s precious little
baby, Mummy’s precious little baby boy”, to the tune of “Jesus, tender Shepherd lead us.” Occasionally
if I needed something and didn’t want to disturb him by a change of voice, I would vary the words with
“Percy, bring me a nappy please, And his powder as well, please.” This of course caused much mirth
among my fellow travellers in distress, but it had the required effect and Raymond slept soundly for the
rest of the night.
Return to Table of Contents
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Next morning we were up early and on our way through Chicken’s
Head Pass down to the plain and on to Hanzhong before nightfall.
Miss Haslam had arrived back a week or so before us and Arnold
Strange was there to welcome Winnie and his little girls and take
them on to Chenggu. Percy’s father had arranged for us all to gather
in Hanzhong for a Conference before we scattered to our various
stations, and we did that. But Percy and I did not return to Xixiang till
early February as his father was going back to Shanghai to report to
HQ and bring Mother back, so we were needed to take charge in
Hanzhong. It was good to catch up with the Xiaos again, and the
Church folk were all anxious to see Raymond after our year away. He
really loved the Chinese and they loved him. Old Mrs. Xiao, the
doctor’s mother, came round one day and couldn’t take her eyes off
him. She said, “Of all the good looking babies, he is the very best
looking!” The doctor often came round and held him on his knee all
the time he was there. I think they felt they had a special claim on
him.
There was an old woman who had been in the Church for years and years. She had hardly a bean to
bless herself with, so once a week we had her come in to wash the floors and earn a little money. She
was a dear old soul, very gentle, and we called her among ourselves, ‘Old Peaceful’. The minute she
came in the door, Raymond would crawl across the floor, squealing with excitement and, as soon as he
reached her, he climbed up and waited to be picked up. She was delighted of course, and as soon as
she got here, looked to see where Raymond was. She liked to tell us that he loved her, and we felt quite
sure he did.

RAYMOND’S FIRST BIRTHDAY
Raymond’s first Christmas and his first birthday were both spent in Hanzhong, the city of his birth. He
was showered with affection and received letters and gifts from a number of people, including Grannie
and Grandad Moore and the Xiaos. Their little Dorcas, who was some four or five years older than he,
loved him very much and was often in and out to see him, offering him all sorts of things that she liked
herself. The first year of his life was certainly an eventful one and I couldn’t help wondering what the
next would bring. He could not walk alone yet, but he liked to stand up behind his pram and push it
across the floor, hanging on for dear life when it went too fast for him. One morning he discovered that,
when the pram would not go any further, he had only to go to the other end and push in the opposite
direction. I thought that was pretty smart of him!

XIXIANG
At least a year after I had been there last, we were on our way back to Xixiang. The Church people
came out to the village to meet us, and of course Raymond was again the centre of attention. During the
winter of 1935/36 the Hanzhong plain had been experiencing a bad famine, and we were horrified at the
tales of distress and suffering all around us. Beggars abounded everywhere, and every morning dead
bodies were picked up on the riverside where we liked to have our evening stroll. I walked down with
Raymond one evening and was distressed to see a child’s dead body lying by the side of the path. I
almost felt guilty that my little son was so fat and well nourished, when others were dying of starvation.
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For miles around, the trees had been stripped of bark so that people could dry it, grind it to powder and
mix it with water to make something to eat. Tales of cannibalism filtered through to us from some of the
mountain villages. Soon after our return, we took Raymond and went to stay at a mountain village called
Liushutian where the Church had an outstation, and there was quite a good group of Christians who
wanted us to stay a couple of weeks to teach them more about the Scriptures and the Christian life.
Arrangements were made easier as the Xixiang Church owned a small building in Liushutian in which
we were able to sleep and make it our centre. There were three rooms in all, one big one we could use
for meeting people, and two smaller ones, one of which we gave to Mrs. Wu the Biblewoman we took
with us, and the other we slept in. I took a big basket for Raymond to sleep in and, by putting him against
the wall on the far side of the bed, he was shut in on three sides. I barricaded the fourth side when he
was asleep with the basket lid, so he managed to get through the time without any falls!
It was something of an experiment taking him, as he had not been to outstations before, but it proved a
great success. Crowds of people came in every day for no other purpose than to see the foreign baby
and having come, they stayed to hear our message. There were no lack of opportunities to give them
the Gospel and we received invitations everywhere to come in and sit down. Percy was much amused
one day that through his little son, he actually managed to get inside the taxation office! He was sitting in
a tea shop talking to a crowd of people with Raymond on his knee, when one of the chief tax collectors
came along, saw Raymond and held out his arms, and before Percy realised what was happening,
Raymond had gone to him and they were half way down the street to buy buns! Percy departed in
pursuit and when he caught up with them, there was Raymond beaming all over his face waving a bun in
each hand, and the tax collector inviting Percy to his office, and he spent half an hour or more talking to
him there.
Famine conditions were all around us at that time and, though we had been sent some famine relief
money, it was not nearly enough to help everybody, and we found it hard to know who to give to and who
not, though we did feel that our first responsibility was to any of the Church people who were in
desperate need. We tried to do what we could for others too. While we were in Liushutian a dreadful
thing happened which made me feel sick for days. A family, who had no food, took their little girl, cut off
her legs for meat, and then carried her dead body into the city to try and get some money from the local
authorities. Whether they actually killed the child or whether she died of starvation and they cut off her
legs afterwards, was never very clear. Having seen this incident myself, I had no difficulty in believing
some of the many stories about cannibalism in the mountains which reached us.
With winter over and the beans and peas ripening, things improved a little as those who couldn’t afford
rice, just ate beans or peas and kept from starving. Gradually things returned to normal, which at the
best of times for most people meant living barely above the subsistence line. For most, if their rice bowls
were filled twice a day with rice, and they had a saucer of chopped chillies or sauerkraut to flavour it, they
were satisfied. For this they toiled in the fields from dawn to dusk, never complaining and usually
cheerful and always ready to share with us whatever they had when we visited.
Percy was getting more and more involved in Bible teaching. The newly formed union of Churches in
South Shaanxi with Dr. Xiao as Chairman and Arthur Moore as advisor and representative of the CIM,
asked him to give all his time to Bible School work in the churches. This involved visiting the groups of
believers regularly for Short Term Bible Schools, not only in the big centres but also in the little villages
scattered over the plain and in the mountains. He planned systematic teaching at these times and
combined with it a Bible Correspondence course so that the interest and study would be kept up. His
Chinese, both written and spoken, was improving all the time and he was beginning to be recognised as
expert in both. His father had never learned to write Chinese as it was not thought necessary at the time
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he joined the Mission, though he could read it quite well. More and more, he was coming to depend on
Percy to answer his Chinese letters for him.
The Day School with live-in ‘orphans’ at Xixiang had more or less closed down with the Mission decision
that it must be independent of Mission funds, but we were hoping to open a Bible School for women with
Mrs. Chun and a lady missionary in charge. In this way we hoped to meet the need for trained women
workers in the Church. Joy Betteridge was asked to come and live with us and do this work. The Church
felt that as they had no money to pay for a day school for their children, they would open a half day
school for the children of Church members to teach them the rudiments of reading and writing as well as
Scripture. Since Mrs. Chun was going to teach in the Bible School and would still be Mission paid, and
the school premises would no longer be available for a day school, they would use one of the Church
buildings at the front of the compound - and right next door to Percy’s study! - and would invite some of
the women of the Church who had been brought up when the CIM school was in existence, to teach
them, each giving one morning a week free as a kind of thankoffering of service to the Lord.
Two of our young men from Xixiang, one of them Mrs. Wu’s only son, had been sent by us to our CIM
Bible College in Hongtong, Shanxi, where Howard Kitchen from Australia was teaching. In April 1936
we heard that the Reds had invaded and taken over Hongtong and Pingyang in Shanxi and we were
very anxious for our two boys as well as for the twenty of so CIM missionaries in Hongtong. Mrs. Wu,
our lovely Bible woman was a widow and had very bad eyesight but she loved the Lord and never
ceased to try and tell others about Him and what He had done for her, and the change in her life since
she came to know Him.
God never let us forget for long that we were wholly dependent on Him, and He often gave us lessons in
faith to remind us that He is faithful and we can trust Him at all times and in all circumstances. Our
monthly allowance, whatever it was, was usually paid into the bank on the last of the month in Shanghai,
but it was often weeks before we received notice of that or of how much it was, so we never counted on
being able to use it till we received the notice, and then we ‘cut our coat to suit our cloth’! This depended
on whether it was a normal remittance or a small one. In April 1936 we did not receive our notice from
Shanghai till the 21st and one Saturday before that, we realised that we had not a bean to our name, and
when the cook came in during the morning and said there was not enough rice to see us over the
weekend, I hadn’t any idea what we could do. I asked him if we had enough for the midday meal, and
when he said, “Yes”, I told him to wait to buy till the afternoon. After dinner, while I was putting Raymond
to bed, I was praying about what to do, when Percy came with the mail. Among it was a parcel slip for
a parcel containing cod liver oil which had come. This oil was some we had ordered months before and
paid for as a favour to an official in the city who asked us to get it for him. Arriving as it did that day meant
Percy could collect it from the Post Office, take it to the official and collect the $14 he owed us. He gave
us the money on the spot and we were able to buy rice that afternoon, enough to see us through till our
monthly remittance arrived. Since the parcel had been months on its way from Shanghai, we had no
doubt but that God had directed for it to come on that particular day to meet our need. Many, many times
we felt like the widow with her cruse of oil and her barrel of meal which never failed as God continued to
feed her and those dependent on her.
Banditry was rife in the mountains around us, and one day we heard that Longtingpu, the village to which
the Mission had appointed Bertha and me to work as pioneer missionaries but which had been too close
to bandit territory for us to ever get there, had now been burnt to the ground. It had been the bandit
headquarters, but when the Government sent soldiers to fight them, they retreated but left the village in
flames. Crowds of refugees were pouring into Xixiang every day.
At the request of the Church I had been using a girl called ‘Rosemary’ as a house help ever since we first
came to Xixiang. I didn’t like her and I didn’t trust her, so I was relieved when she decided to leave us
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and go back to her home in the mountains. I took on instead, a couple called Long, he to do the water
carrying and the garden, and she to help me in the house with washing and ironing etc. She used to be
a schoolgirl in the school and could read and write as well as do beautiful embroidery. Best of all, I felt I
could trust her.
Bandits, communists, disease . . . they were all around us, and we marvelled often at the way in which
the Lord kept us from all evil. In mid June 1936, the child of one of our Church members died in a
measles epidemic. She had been born about the same time as Raymond, and her mother and I would
often compare notes. This was her only child and she was terribly upset and cried and cried while I tried
to comfort her. During that epidemic, out of the five children born about the same time as Raymond, he
was the only one to survive. Their houses were so drafty and cold that it was hard to keep children from
catching cold and very few of the mothers had much idea of hygiene or of how to nurse a sick child. At
this time it was not only measles but smallpox was all around us too, probably much of the diseases
being the result of the famine conditions of the earlier part of the year.
One night a messenger came through to us from Miss Begbie in Shiquan asking if we could possibly
spare her some money. The previous night, about ten o’clock, all the soldiers in Shiquan had revolted
and gone over to the Reds. They looted the city, killing many people and taking what they wanted. They
broke into the Mission premises and threatened the lives of all there if they didn’t produce money.
Fortunately Miss Begbie had quite a bit of Mission money in the house to pay for repairs she was getting
done, so she gave them $300 and thereby spared them all from bodily harm.
We went to Hanzhong for a week or so at the end of June so that Raymond and I could stay with Arthur
and Esther while Percy and Jack Beck went on to Chenggu to run a Bible School. While we were all
there, Jack and Myrie Wood became engaged, so there was great excitement. They both came from
New Zealand so had much in common and we were all delighted. Arthur and Esther were always glad
when they could have their little first grandchild with them, so we were glad when there was a good
reason for us to take that three day trip from Xixiang to Hanzhong.
In June again we had another instance of God’s care over us. We were to have Miss Begbie and Joy
Betteridge staying with us over the weekend, and as I looked through my stores which were running low,
I realised that we were right out of butter which we bought in tins from the coast and used pretty
sparingly for ourselves, but liked to have for guests. Stores were on order from Shanghai, but when they
would arrive was very doubtful and, as Percy had to go to Hanzhong he said he would have a look in the
shops there for the odd tin. Even if he did see one, there was no knowing how long it had been on the
shelves, and it could be rancid, so I didn’t have much hope from that, but we prayed about it and left it to
the Lord to show us what to do. When Percy got back a few days later, he said, “Mother has sent you a
tin of butter.” I said, “Did you tell her we needed it?” He said he hadn’t because we had decided before
he left that we would tell nobody except the Lord, but when he was getting ready to come home, his
mother was looking for something not too big for him to carry on the back of his bike for him to bring back
as a little gift for me. She had just decided to send a small bottle of scent, when she suddenly changed
her mind and said, “No, I won’t. I will give a small tin of butter as we are getting plenty now from our own
goats for ourselves.” That meant I had enough for the weekend, while the others were here, and on the
Monday morning, when the mail came in, we received a notice that our stores had arrived. They got
there in less than a month from Shanghai, the first time since we had been in Xixiang that such a thing
had happened.
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SECOND EVACUATION - November 1936
In August, Percy’s father wrote that the military officials had given him warning that we might all have to
leave again. The Reds, who had been in South Gansu, had been turned back by the military there and
were making their way towards the Hanzhong Plain. That scare passed off and we settled down again,
but in the middle of September, we found ourselves on the move again. My letter of 1 October gives the
details,
“Raymond had diarrhoea pretty badly, and I was feeling rather worried
about him. It went on all the week and he was eating practically
nothing and beginning to pass blood, so that by the Friday when Percy
had to leave for a Bible School at Yang Xian he felt so concerned that
he decided to go through to Hanzhong first and ask Dr. Xiao to advise
us. He had hardly left when I began to wish I had gone with him and
taken Raymond to the doctor, so when Percy rang through from
Hanzhong that night, I asked him what he thought about me leaving
next morning with Raymond. He thought it a good idea, so I arranged
straight away for a huagan to come next morning and take me through
to Hanzhong in two days. By this time Raymond was so ill that he just
lay in my arms and seemed to have no energy or strength at all I left
next morning and we did 40 miles that day, arriving at Wutiaomen that
night. Percy had said he would try to come and meet me, but there was
no sign of him and I just went to an inn and booked in for the night.
Next morning we started very early as I hoped to get to Hanzhong as
early in the afternoon as possible to take Raymond straight away to Dr.
Xiao. I felt by this time that he probably had dysentery, and dysentery
was not a thing we could play around with in China. Too many
missionaries and their children had died of it. We did seven miles
before stopping for breakfast, and had just started off again when I saw
Percy coming towards us on his bike. He said, “We will have to go
back. The Reds are coming and we all have to get out again.” It did
seem like waste of time and money and energy to have got so far and
then have to turn back, but Percy had medicine with him and I gave
Raymond a dose there and then, so he did get it two days earlier than
he could have done if we had stayed at home. Dr. Xiao also told Percy
that though I had done right not to give him fresh milk, it was all right to
give him powdered milk if I had a good brand. We turned back and
stayed that night in an inn nearer home than Wutiaomen. Raymond
seemed worse than ever that night and we really faced the fact that we
might lose our little son, but by next night when we arrived back in
Xixiang, he was beginning to show the effects of the medicine, and we
felt much happier about him.
Then what a rush it was! We arrived home about four in the afternoon
and had to get ready for the Stranges from Chenggu and the Hanzhong
folk to stay with us that night and all be off again next morning. We had
to decide what we needed to take in the way of winter clothes so that, if
we were away a long time, we would not be without clothes for the cold
weather as we were last time. All this of course, in the intervals of
looking after a sick little boy who wanted to be nursed most of the time.
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Percy’s father decided we would only go as far as Ankang where we
could stay with the Lutheran missionaries until we saw how things
would go. It was only a year since our return from Henan and none of
us wanted to be away again for another year unless we absolutely had
to.”
We were away a month. The Reds were reported to have got as far as Baocheng, 13 miles from
Hanzhong, but the military beat them back and everything seemed to be peaceful once more. It took us
five days to get from Ankang to Xixiang, 11 missionaries and three children and all the Xiao family,
including Dr. Xiao’s mother. She was so ill that the huagan had to be flattened out to make it into a bed
for her and she looked so ill with what could have been pneumonia, that we were sometimes afraid she
would never get to Xixiang or home to Hanzhong at all. The weather, while we were travelling, was mild
and sunny and when we reached Xixiang on the Friday night, I suggested they had all better stay and
rest over the weekend before going on. The Xiaos were to stay anyway until the old lady was very much
better. There was plenty of room for them down in the school buildings and they were able to manage
for themselves. The Hanzhong folk decided to stay the weekend. But the Stranges wanted to push on as
they would have the rest of the party there in a couple of nights, and Winnie felt she wanted a chance to
prepare.
On Saturday morning we got up to hear the rain coming down, and knew it had set in for the day, so
everybody stayed and we enjoyed having them. They all departed again on Monday morning, leaving
only the Xiaos and Helen Dalton who was a nurse, and stayed to help nurse old Mrs. Xiao. A week later
the doctor and Percy’s father cycled together to Hanzhong, leaving the rest of the Xiaos with us. Percy
left too, as he had a Bible School at Yang Xian which had had to be postponed when we evacuated, and
from then till Christmas, he was going away a lot, leading Bible Schools in some of the villages.
Raymond thoroughly enjoyed having little Dorcas Xiao with us. They were great friends and played
happily together all day long. He began to speak Chinese more than English while she was there. Percy
and I were overcome with mirth one day to see him standing on the back doorstep calling Dorcas in
Chinese, “Lai, Docha, lai.” (Come, Dorcas, come) By this time he seemed to understand most of what
was said to him whether in English or Chinese.
The Women’s Bible School opened at the beginning of November with Mrs. Chun and Joy Betteridge in
charge. A number of the girls who had been educated in the day school under Miss Crystall had
registered for Bible School, and among them one girl who had been helping Bertha and Myrie at Xinji the
other side of Hanzhong. Bertha needed somebody to be there and go with them as they visited in
villages around, and especially now that Myrie was going off to marry Jack Beck, so we suggested Mrs.
Wu. Both she and Bertha were delighted, and she proved to be God’s answer for the work in Xinji. Her
son, Wu Shangwen returned from Hongdong about that time and married one of the local girls. I
commented in one letter at how he had developed and matured through his training, and his sermons
when he preached on Sundays were a joy to listen to.
In the family, Jessie Moore had applied to and been accepted by the CIM, so we expected her to be in
China by the end of the year. Of course we hoped she might come to the Hanzhong Plain! In Australia
my brother Jim was engaged to Hazel McManus and Mother was looking forward to welcoming her first
daughter-in-law.
With Percy away so much, I did not find it as easy to go visiting in the country or even in the town as I had
before we had Raymond. One afternoon I had been thinking about a girl who was usually very regular at
everything in the Church, but we had not seen her for a couple of weeks. She lived five miles away on a
mountain road so, when I used to go there I went prepared to stay the day. What to do about Raymond
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if I was away all day? In the end I decided to take both Mr. and Mrs. Long with me, she for company as
she often went visiting with me, and he to take his carrying pole and with Raymond in a basket at one
end and his own little son in a basket at the other, the children would enjoy the outing too. When we got
there the girl was in bed with a very heavy cold, possibly the flu, and so glad to see us. While debating
what to take her, I decided on some noodles, and it proved to be just right. She said it was what she had
been longing for.
By this time I was pregnant again and hoping that by April, Raymond would have a little sister. Her name,
Dorothy Margaret had been ready in case Raymond proved to be a girl.
Red movements in the north of the province sent a lot of the northern workers down to Hanzhong so we
in the south had our turn to host a crowd of refugees. Myrie and Jack were in charge in Hanzhong at the
end of the year 1936 as Percy’s parents had gone to Shanghai for Council meetings.
Mails were being held up somewhere to the north and our Christmas celebrations had to depend on
what we could get locally or make ourselves. We had the carpenter make a little wheelbarrow for
Raymond and he loved it, trotting around all day with two rag dolls sitting in it. I quote,
“They have all recovered from a fall when they all landed on the ground.
I had to first kiss each of the dolls to restore them to life again.
Raymond is telling me now that when the dolls fell out, they began to
cry, and he is crying to imitate them.”
In mid March we moved up to Hanzhong to wait for the new baby. Percy could work as easily from there
as from Xixiang as he had a number of Bible Schools booked for the next month or two, and I didn’t want
to leave the travelling too late before Baby came. Percy’s parents were still in Shanghai and had been
held up from returning because of Red movements round Xi’an, so Myrie and Jack were still in charge of
Hanzhong. Esther was hoping to get back in time to be with me when the baby came, but when time
dragged on and they could still not get permission to return over the mountains from Xi’an, they both
decided that Arthur should wait till the road was open again, but she should get a plane through to
Hanzhong as we had an airfield there. Percy was away the day she came and the weather was so
overcast we were afraid the plane would not be able to land as we watched it circle round and round, but
it did come down and Jack went on his bike to the airfield and brought Mother back in a rickshaw. She
arrived just a few days before the baby came and it was good to have her there. The place began to feel
like home at once as she took over and fitted in to her usual place. We were so sure the baby would be
a girl that we had not even chosen a boy’s name, but a few nights before his arrival, we began to talk
about what to call him if he were a boy. We decided on Alan George. Alan, because I had been very
fond of my little farm cousin Alan who had been killed when he was six from being thrown from the cart
on the way to school when the horse bolted. I had forgotten until later that his name was Alan George
too. I think we chose George because it was a family name on the Moore side.
Alan George arrives
Alan George put in his appearance on 17 April 1937 and though he was 9lbs.2ozs (1lb heavier that
Raymond at birth) I had a very easy time. Six hours from the first pain it was all over. Dr. Xiao delivered
him with Helen Dalton and Percy assisting, and I was able to make a normal recovery with Helen to look
after me and the baby and Grannie Moore delighted to have her little eldest grandson all to herself. My
letter home said,
“I haven’t recovered from the shock of being the mother of two hefty
young sons! Alan looks a strong, healthy little urchin and is already, at
10 days, holding his head up firmly and looking as if he owns the world.
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Raymond is his Grannie’s companion and shadow. He has been ever
so good while I have been in bed and, except for a few tears the first
night when Daddy didn’t say his prayers quite right, and a few at the
first meal when I wasn’t there to put his bib on, he has taken quite
happily to his Grannie and his Dad doing things for him that I usually do.
He is quite in love with his small brother and comes in half a dozen
times a day to see him. If I have him in bed with me, he wants to get in
too, and we have a cuddle together. One day he came in and stood on
a chair in front of the mirror brushing his hair with Percy’s hair brushes.
Alan was having a little cry in the next room, so Raymond turned and
looked at me very seriously and said to me, “My darling, ni buyao ku,
eh?” (My darling, you don’t want to cry do you?)
The text on the wall calendar for the day Alan was born was ‘Trouble is
near’, Psalm 22:11 and ‘But Thou art near, Oh Lord’ Psalm 119:151. I
often called him my’s little trouble after that.”
While we were still in Hanzhong we got news that Jessie had finished Language School, but was being
asked to go to Chefoo to help in the Hospital there as they were short staffed. We knew how much she
wanted to get into work amongst the Chinese and this must have been a disappointment for her, but she
went, hoping that later she might be free to get more language and work in the interior. Two girls from
her Language School group were sent to work under Arthur and Esther in Shaanxi, one was Norman
McIntosh’s fiancée, Amy Carter, and the other was Sadie Custer. Amy got as far as Fengxiang and then
stayed on to get some experience under Ruby Thompson, while Sadie came on to Hanzhong. Sadie
was to work with Bertha out at Xinji and Bertha came in to meet her and take her back. Sadie was a
lovely American girl whom we all liked from the start and we felt she would be a good partner for Bertha
who had been alone since Myrie married Jack Beck.
It was mid May before we returned to Xixiang and I was glad to have our travelling over before the heat
of the summer. By the end of June the Women’s Bible School in the premises at the back was closed for
the summer, and Joy Betteridge left for furlough. With our spare room empty, Arthur sent Helen Dalton
to live with us and continue language study while getting some experience in the work among the
women. The summer brought not only hot humid days which made us all feel pretty lifeless, but also
mosquitoes and fleas to help add to the general discomfort. Alan seemed to thrive in spite of the heat,
and in his bassinette on the balcony upstairs was protected from the mosquitoes and fleas and often lay
there wide awake listening to the birds and gurgling at them.
Raymond did not find the hot weather so easy and, with flea bites and mosquito bites to make him
miserable, it was hard work keeping him well and comfortable during the long summer days. By lunch
times he seemed to have no energy at all, and when I put him down for a sleep after lunch he would
wake up an hour or two later absolutely soaked in perspiration. Percy had not had a summer out of the
heat since we first came to Shaanxi, though I had had one in Jigong which did me so much good, and I
felt that summer of 1937 he was very run down and needed a good change and a rest. We had been in
China almost six years and the thought of furlough was beginning to be attractive. In Henan the workers
went off to the mountains for the summer at least every second year in turn, and in Shaanxi we ought to
have been able to do the same, but though we had delightful mountains all around us, they were so over
run with bandits that it was foolish to even think of going there for any length of time. To go to summer
resorts in other provinces was far too expensive for us even to think about, so we stayed and endured
until the worst of the heat was over.
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The rainy season usually came as a conclusion to the hot humid summer months, generally September,
and once it started, the rain did not seem to know when to stop. One year it literally rained for ‘forty days
and forty nights’. Although we welcomed it as the end of summer, yet by the time it was over we were
always pretty tired of it. The rivers rose, making travel between stations difficult, mud brick walls
surrounding many compounds would suddenly collapse if the tiles on top had moved at all, and the
roads would turn into quagmires. Percy was holding a Bible School in the school buildings at Xixiang
during the rainy season in 1937. Fred and Marj were coming to stay with us so that Fred could help
Percy, but as the rain went on and on and they still had not arrived, we decided that the river must be too
high for them to cross. Percy carried on alone, finding it a pretty big job for one man and specially as one
of the students who had come all the way from Hanzhong became very ill soon after commencement.
With no medical help nearer that Hanzhong, I did all I could, but wished many times I had more medical
skill than I did. All I could do was to use what knowledge I had and pray. One Sunday afternoon Percy
walked round to the telegraph office to try and get a message through to his father in Hanzhong, but
while he was away Yong Seng died while I was there with him. He was only 18 and had TB in a mild
form, but was never very strong. He had grown up in Miss Haslam’s Primary School and worked at
times for Percy’s parents. He was a quiet, reserved kind of boy, very sensitive and with few friends, but
a really keen Christian who had been getting a lot out of Bible teaching until he became too ill to attend.
Strangely enough, when he came to the Bible School, he said he would like to die in Xixiang, so he had
his wish, but it was a shock to us.
The funeral was held a day or two later, and by the time the service and the meal afterwards were over,
it was well on into the afternoon with the rain still tipping down. At 4:30 pm to our amazement, in walked
Norman Mac. He had gone down to Shiquan a week before to see the house as that is where he and
Amy were going to live after they were married. He had gone down by boat, but coming back by boat
against the current was far too slow for Mac, so he walked! He had done 66 miles in less than a day, 6
am to 4:30 pm, and with the roads like pea soup it had been hard going. We got him a bath and a hot
drink and a meal and were all just beginning to relax when a telegram arrived from Fred saying they
hoped to get through to us that night. With the roads in the state they were we knew they couldn’t get in
early, but we got their room ready and as warm as we could, and from then on jumped up at every sound,
expecting it to be them. At 9 pm, Mac decided to go to bed and not long afterwards we decided to do the
same as we thought they would hardly get in after that. I had just settled the two children for the night
and was getting out of my Chinese gown, when we heard Fred’s voice outside. It was pitch dark and
raining hard. They were wet through, tired out, covered in mud, cold and hungry, but we were so glad to
see them there rather than in some dirty inn on the way with wet bedding. We scrambled round and got
hot water, cups of tea and food and they soon felt warmer and more like themselves. Little Ridley, not
yet a year old, seemed none the worse for the adventure and it wasn’t long before we were all sound
asleep in bed.
I commented in my letter home,
“Travelling in this district never seems to go off gently and quietly as we
think it should. We usually meet with adventures of some kind. These
wet days, week after week of them, are very hard on the children. At
present Raymond is cleaning the bookshelf for me, but how long he will
be contented to stay put is a doubtful question. Alan has just cut three
teeth and is struggling with a fourth. He has his cross fits when he is
decidedly unpleasant to know, but he has his happy times too and he is
such a fat cuddly little boy that we all want to hug him!”
Return to Table of Contents
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In July 1937 the ‘Marco Polo Bridge Incident’ when it was claimed that Chinese troops fired on Japanese,
set off the Sino-Japanese War and before long there was fighting all along the China coast, and our
various consuls were trying to decide whether things were bad enough to evacuate all British and
American nationals. The Americans were all for their people getting right out but the British, perhaps
with their longer experience of ‘foreign policy’, were all for their people staying on. So we stayed, but
Miss Begbie and Joy on their way for furlough, found that they could not go to Shanghai and had to take
the train to Wuhan (Hankow) down to Canton and Hong Kong where they were able to get shipping
home. Getting trains was not easy either as they were all commandeered by the military being sent to
the fighting area. That meant also that our mail was held up but we were so used to the uncertainty of
the mail that we only expected things when we saw them.
With Joy going on furlough, Percy’s father asked me to take over the Women’s Bible School which
restarted in October after the summer and the worst of the rainy season. Mrs. Chun would take half the
classes and I the other half, and I went into it feeling very inadequate indeed. Preparation was going to
take a lot of time and, with my family and the housekeeping and the Church work amongst the women, I
hesitated to accept the job at all. However, there was nobody else available, I was on the spot and
Helen would just have to do more of the visiting and women’s work. I usually put Alan down for a sleep
on the upstairs balcony before I went to classes and as Helen’s room opened onto the balcony, she
could keep an eye on him. I could also see his bassinette from the school window where I was teaching.
Raymond spent a lot of time in his Daddy’s study out at the front of the compound if Percy was home. If
he wasn’t I took him down to the school with me.
Winnie and Arnold Strange had just been to Chefoo for the summer and to leave their little Kathleen at
school. The thought that in a few years we would have to be parting with Raymond for schooling was
never far from our minds. How could we bear to part with our precious little son? I tried to push it down
and forget it, trying to enjoy every minute of the present, but it wouldn’t stay forgotten for long.
By the end of 1937 Japanese planes were beginning to come as far as Hanzhong and we heard that
Xi’an, Fengxiang and Baoji had all been bombed. There didn’t seem much in Xixiang to attract them, but
we expected Hanzhong to be bombed at any time, and many people began to dig dugouts just in case.
Dr. Xiao decided to build a big one in his garden and Arthur thought he should do likewise in our Mission
compound, so it was not long before a place had been dug under the bamboos in the Hanzhong garden
and boarded in, with benches along the wall where we could sit if an air raid was prolonged.
At first the war seemed rather remote from our lives, but gradually it began to affect us all. Motor roads
were built across the mountains from Xi’an to Chonqing to facilitate military movements. As the war
advanced further into China the people of the West who had never seen an aeroplane up to that time,
began to dread the air raid sirens which disturbed the peace and sent many of them fleeing from the
cities to the comparative safety of the country villages. The bell on the Roman Catholic Church next
door to our compound in Hanzhong was taken over by the Government as an air raid alarm, and it
clanged loudly and urgently when Japanese planes were approaching. The airfield was outside the city,
but not far over the wall from our compound, so as the bombings increased so did the danger to us.
The Church Conference in Xixiang was held in November 1937 and we had a busy week with about 60
people sleeping and eating on the compound. The Bible School was still in progress and we had class
every morning till 11 am. After that I let the girls attend the Conference meetings, but they had to take
notes and make outlines of the addresses to hand in to me afterwards as part of their work. The week
ended with fourteen people being baptised down in the river. I was helping with the women so Percy
looked after Raymond and held him in his arms so that he could see what was going on. He was scared
stiff and every time anybody went under the water, he turned away and shut his eyes tight. Afterwards
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he gave me a graphic description of it all in Chinese, “Mummy, they all fell in the water and I was
frightened as anything, but the Elder held them tight!”
That reminds me of another occasion when there was a funeral and, as Percy was away teaching, I took
Raymond with me. The coffin was outside in the courtyard and we all sat round it for a short service.
Suddenly Raymond’s voice piped up (in Chinese of course) “Mummy, what’s in the box?” Grins from
many of the crowd as they waited to see how I would get out of that one! I just whispered to Raymond
that we had to be quiet now, but I would tell him later. When we got home I told him that Grannie Wang
had gone up to Jesus in Heaven but she didn’t need the old body she had lived in here. She would get
a lovely new one up there so she had left the old one behind in that box!
Our children knew nothing of the beautiful and expensive toys which children at home often receive at
Christmas time, so they were quite happy with the things we made them to play with. The little carrying
pole we had made for Raymond’s birthday was still a constant source of joy a year later, as was the
wheelbarrow we had made out of old packing cases. For the next Christmas I made him a hobby horse
by designing a head on paper and getting the carpenter to cut it out in wood. Then all I had to do was to
paint it, attach a mane, bridle and reins, and add a pole for the body, and a round piece of wood for a
wheel at the end. It was a great success and gave him hours of fun.
During those years when my babies were young and the war with Japan or the Reds was continually
causing a break in the mail coming through from Shanghai, one of my greatest problems was how to
provide milk for them. Cows, if we could have bought them, were a source of TB and, until Madame
Jiang introduced a good strain into China, few of us would buy cows or their milk even if we could. Goats
were fairly plentiful in Shaanxi but the amount we got from each goat was so small that we needed to
keep a huge herd to get anywhere near enough for our household. I always had a big supply of
powdered milk on order from Shanghai, but never had any guarantee when it would arrive if ever! In
August 1937 I wrote,
“We have been having a kind of ‘cruse of oil - barrel of meal’
experience with milk since we came home after Alan’s birth. I had
several big tins of powdered milk here when we got home, but with
Raymond needing quite a lot and myself drinking it to keep up Alan’s
supply as well as what we use ourselves and all the visitors who come
and go, it didn’t last long. Every day I expected the stores to turn up
from Shanghai, but when my milk was used up and still no stores, Marj
Smith sold me a big tin of milk as she had plenty. When that was gone,
my cook managed to find a shop on the street selling quite a good
brand of condensed milk. It was awfully expensive, but I simply had to
have it so bought a tin at a time hoping that the stores would come.
Then Miss Begbie came through on her way to furlough. I knew she
would feel like a good cup of tea, so I had saved enough powdered milk
to last for the two days she would be here. When she came, our
conversation turned quite naturally to the hold up in stores. She had
been waiting months for hers too. Then she said she had a few tins of
condensed milk with her and some powdered, which she did not need
to take any further, and she gave it to me then and there. When that
was almost gone, Percy’s parents came through from Hanzhong and
brought some from there. And so it went on. Each time we seemed to
have come to the end, some would turn up from somewhere, and we
went on again. The ‘cruse of oil’ never failed”
208

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

In the middle of January 1938 my stores were running out again. Alan’s Lactogen was getting pretty low
and I was giving him powdered milk to help out at times, but that too was getting low. I got up one
Saturday morning with all this on my mind and prayed very earnestly that God would not forget the
needs of the children and would provide them with what they should have. I sent one of the servants out
to look at shops on the street and see if there might be an odd tin of Lactogen on some shelf, but he
came back saying he had not found any. I found when I gave Alan his 5 pm feed that I had to use the
very last of the powdered milk, so as I put him and Raymond to bed, I decided to go on the street and
look for myself. As I went downstairs I glanced into the dining room and there on the table were four big
tins of Lactogen. I rushed out to Percy to see what had happened. He said the parcel slip came with the
mail while I was upstairs, so he went straight round to see what it was and opened it as a surprise for me.
He didn’t know that I had not only finished Alan’s Lactogen, but that I finished up the powdered milk as
well, nor that I had prayed specifically about the food for the children that very morning. We both
rejoiced, and it was such a confirmation to us that God does care, not only for us, but for our little ones,
and He is well able to supply all our needs. The life of faith is not always easy but it is always rewarding.
It was months before any other stores came through.
Our first parting from Raymond came in February 1938 when we went up to Hanzhong for a change
while the Bible School was having a mid term break. Several stations had asked to have one of the
students there during the holidays to help with women’s work, so I was anxiously waiting to hear how
they got on and if they were a help or not. The whole purpose of the school was to train them to work in
the Churches and to be responsible for work among women and children of South Shaanxi in places
where missionaries were not available. To train leaders in the Churches would be an important step
towards an independent Church and that was our goal.
In the meantime Percy and I both needed a rest, so we took the children and went up to Hanzhong
where Percy’s parents were always glad to see us and their little grandsons. While there, Bertha and
Sadie invited us out to Xinji for a few days as I had never actually seen where they lived though Percy
had been there for the Bible classes. Grannie begged us to leave Raymond with her so we did and only
took Alan. We found ourselves missing our little son, and though we enjoyed our time with the girls, and
I was able to catch up with dear old Mrs. Wu again, we both got quite excited over seeing Raymond
again. His Grannie said he hadn’t fussed at all and just said that Mummy and Daddy and Alan had all
gone to Church! I hadn’t realised how much he had grown till we were away from him for a few days and
then my first impression was of how big and tall he was. His Grannie had loved having him there and I
always felt she had a special spot for him in her heart because of all we went through together at his
birth.
We had a rather nasty experience on our way back from Xinji. We were approaching a small village and
Percy and I were walking behind the boy who was carrying Alan in his basket on the carrying pole.
Suddenly without any warning there was a ‘ping’ right in front of us and a bullet skimmed past Alan and
Percy who was directly behind him. It was so near that Percy said he felt it whizz past his leg and I
involuntarily had looked across at Alan because it seemed so near him. There was no sign of anybody
about and the street which we entered a few minutes later was crowded with people. There was nothing
we could do though we wondered if it was accidental or on purpose, and we just thanked the Lord for
protecting us.
That was a very minor affair to the one which the Smails went through a few months later. Jim and Alma
Smail were a young American couple who were working up nearer Xi’an, but Arthur was in charge of
them too. Their first little daughter was about nine months old and because Jim had not been very well
and Alma needed to get some dentistry done, they asked permission to go down to Sichuan for the
summer. This was granted so they sent some luggage ahead to Hanzhong and a few days later set out
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by bus with the baby. The bus was delayed for some reason and they didn’t reach the regular stage that
night so all the passengers had to spend the night in a small wayside village which had very little
accommodation - rather as we had to do when returning from Henan. There was no mosquito net and
Alma had a difficult time getting the baby settled
and trying to protect her from the swarms of
mosquitoes that plagued them. It was quite late
before they finally dropped off to sleep, but they
seemed to have only slept for a few minutes
when they were wakened by lights flashing and
guns being fired and jumped up to find
themselves surrounded by brigands. Several of
these men guarded the door while the rest
searched the passengers.
Most of those
travelling were military people and one man had
$980 in military funds with him, all of which they
took. One Chinese lady and gentleman who
were travelling with their two little girls, had quite a lot of money with them and the lady managed to hide
some of it for quite a while, but it was eventually found and the brigand was so mad with her that he
slapped her face. Alma said she saw the husband bite his lips hard and clench his fists, but the men
were shooting so wildly that he would probably have been shot dead if he had said anything. They were
furious with the Smails because they had so little money with them and searched both of them
thoroughly, finally slashing Jim around the shoulders with their knives. At last they went, leaving
everything they didn’t want to take in a confused heap on the floor. Alma’s skirt had been torn off her
and she had visions of arriving in Hanzhong in her underwear! A young boy who was rummaging in the
pile of things to see if he could find anything of his own, suddenly called to her,
“Here’s your skirt”, much to Alma’s relief. When they reached Hanzhong and reported to the military
there, soldiers were sent up to beat up the whole village as they suspected that the whole village as well
as the landlord of the inn were probably in league with the bandits. As Percy remarked, we never know
from which direction to expect trouble. It could be communists, or Japanese or bandits, or even the
warlords who were supposed to be our protectors!
The Smails went on to Sichuan and in the end, for various reasons, did not come back till early in 1939,
as they stayed on for the birth of their second child, a little boy, who was born in the Mission Hospital in
Baoning. Then of course they had to wait the usual month before they could travel.
Our furlough had been granted and we were packing and clearing things up before leaving for Australia,
when we received letters from Hanzhong which shocked us a lot. Alma and Jim with their two children,
were coming back by bus from Baoning and had almost reached Hanzhong, in fact they were out of the
mountains and on the plain. Alma was sitting next to the driver with the new baby on her lap and Jim had
little Kathleen with him in the back of the truck. On a perfectly level road, as they drove along beside a
stretch of water, the driver took his hands off the wheel to light a cigarette. Nobody knew quite what
happened, but the bus tipped sideways into the water. Alma and the baby were trapped in the cab, but
on the side above the water, but Jim with Kathleen in his arms was flung into the water and hit by some
of the boxes which were piled in the truck. He was trapped by the boxes and could not move but he held
Kathleen in his arms above the water so that she would not drown. A passing truck came to their aid and
managed to pull them all out of the water, but had no room to take them on to Hanzhong, so they were
left there in the freezing cold until a relief truck came from Hanzhong. A couple of old Chinese women
came by and, seeing the children wet through and freezing in that cold January weather, opened up their
short wadded Chinese jackets and tucked the children inside against their skin. By doing this they
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probably saved their lives, but Jim who was hurt inwardly by the boxes that had fallen on him and bitterly
cold in his wet things, had to lie down there on the side of the road with his head on Alma’s lap until help
came. They were taken to Dr. Xiao’s hospital and given immediate loving care, but it was too late for Jim.
He got pneumonia from the cold and was also severely hurt inwardly and it was only a few days before
he died, leaving Alma a young widow with two tiny children.
It shocked us all and made us realise again the dangers of travelling by bus. Chinese drivers were not
trained with cars as our men at home were. They learned the basic mechanics of making the truck go,
but knew nothing of the insides of the engines nor of safety rules which were second nature to our men.
So on those mountain roads with all sorts of hazards and hair pin bends, many times they failed to do the,
to us, obvious thing, with the result that the truck went over the edge of the cliff and smashed to pieces
on the rocks below. Each time any of us had to travel we prayed for safety all the way and often as we
looked down to the river below us, we saw the wrecks of trucks which had not made it. I often wished for
the old days of mule travel when we walked on our own two feet and had time to stop and chat and teach
people in the little villages all along the way. Now we could rush through in two days to the railway
terminus near Xi’an, but there was no time to talk to anybody and we were so busy hanging on to keep
from being thrown out, that it was a relief when we came to the end.
With Percy and me and our two little ones leaving very
soon by bus for furlough, the tragedy in Hanzhong hit us
very hard. Percy’s father wrote that it was impossible for
us to go out through Shanghai where the Japanese were
already entrenched, and we would need to go south over
the same road that the Smails had travelled so recently
to Chengdu, Chongqing, down to Guizhou and Yunnan
and get on a train down through French Indochina (now
Vietnam) to Haiphong where we would be able to get a
ship to Hong Kong and from there shipping to Australia.
Bertha was due furlough too, so Arthur wanted us to take
her with us and he also said that Alma was to return to her home in America to her own people to recover
from the shock of the past weeks. We were asked to take care of her too as far as Hong Kong where she
and Bertha would travel together to North America. The thought of that long trip by bus from Xixiang
through Hanzhong and right down to Kunming in the far south west corner of China was one we did not
look forward to at all especially as by this time I knew I was pregnant again. It would be wonderful to be
home for the birth of one of my babies, but it was a long trip for a pregnant woman, and a heavy
responsibility for Percy to have the charge of three women and four children all under five.

FURLOUGH 30.6.1939 - 31.8.1940
We all said goodbye to the folk in Xixiang, and to our little home which we had enjoyed so much where
our two boys had been so happy. The Wendell Phillips were coming to take our place. They were a
young couple who had been evacuated from another province because of the Japanese advance, but
we did not know them at all and could not satisfy the curiosity of the Church people about them. We
hoped they would fit in.
In Hanzhong we helped Alma pack for home, and one day I walked out with her to see Jim’s grave. As
we came back, we passed a dirty looking beggar covered in sores sitting by the side of the road. As
Alma looked at him she said rather wistfully, “I can’t help wondering why God leaves a poor old man like
that who seems to have no purpose in life at all, and takes Jim with all his potential.” I had no answer,
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and for her and for me too, the only answer is that we know our Father, and can trust His loving purposes
even when we don’t understand all the ‘why’s’.
Arthur Moore’s last words to Percy before we left were, “Stick close to the Lord, my boy. There’s nothing
else worth having.”
We left Hanzhong on 22 May. That trip was not an easy one. We had to travel down from Hanzhong
through Ningjiang on the dangerous mountain roads to the south west of us. It was not only dangerous
because of the roads themselves, but because our ‘buses’ were trucks piled high with goods and
luggage before the passengers could climb up and sit on the top, often higher than the cab itself.
Alma with her baby and I, because I was nearly five months pregnant, were able to get seats in the front
with the driver, but Percy and Bertha with our two little boys and Kathleen Smail, had to perch on top at
the back. Our boys were wonderful little travellers and seemed to look on the whole thing as a great
adventure. They kept well and always cheerful all the way along in spite of early mornings and long
tiring days.

CHONGQING
We stayed a few days in Chengdu in the Mission Home there, and were glad of the chance to clean up
and rest a bit before pushing on to Chongqing, the wartime capital of China. It was of course a constant
target for the enemy and just before we arrived, they had gone through some of the worst bombings of
the war so far. A huge public dugout had been hit by bombs and over a thousand people lost their lives.
They were still pulling bodies out of the rubble. Mrs. Liversidge was the kindly hostess at the CIM home
and she did her best to make us all comfortable under the war time conditions. My children tasted ice
cream for the first time, made by Mrs. Liversidge herself. I thought they would love it, but was very
amused when Raymond made a funny face and said, “Mummy, it colds my teeth.”
One evening the children’s meal was just ready, when an air alarm sent us all flying down to the dugout.
We put the food on a tray and took it with us, and just as well we did as the raid was quite a long one.
Even after the ‘all clear’ had sounded, we could still hear the crash of falling buildings for some
considerable time afterwards. In the dugout I was sitting next to an old German missionary who had
been through a great number of air raids and was a bundle of nerves. Every time a bomb fell she
shuddered violently and I did my best to calm her. On my other side, Raymond was sitting quite
unconcerned about all the noise, and after one especially loud explosion, he said in a very matter of fact
way, “Mummy, that sounds a bit like bombs, doesn’t it?” I was so thankful that they were not frightened
at all, and didn’t really understand what it was all about.

GUIYANG
From Chongqing we went on again by truck to Guiyang in Guizhou Province. This is where Allison had
been working with her mother before her marriage and for some time after she married Roland Butler.
They were no longer there, but Dorothy and Wilfred Holland were, and we were glad to catch up again
with each other. They also had two little boys, twins, and were getting ready for their furlough, but they
welcomed us and we were thankful for the rest.
The trip between Chongqing and Guiyang had been hair raising, and I felt almost a nervous wreck
before it was over. The mountain road we had to travel had twenty seven hair pin bends, and our driver
more often than not, turned off the engine and coasted down. How good his brakes were, we could not
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tell, but knowing how badly Chinese cared for their vehicles, we had our doubts. All we could do was
hang on and pray hard.
Percy had been able to get me and Alma a front seat again on this trip. I had Alan on my knee while
Alma had her baby, but being in the front and facing forwards was a mixed blessing as we watched the
hazards that lay ahead. Just before we reached Guiyang on our last day, something happened to the
flow of petrol, so our last few hours into the city after dark were spent with Percy perched precariously on
the side of the truck in the front, with the bonnet up as he slowly dripped petrol out of our travelling teapot
into the carburettor. We were never more thankful to reach journey’s end than we were that night.

KUNMING
On to Kunming in Yunnan where we were to get a train down through French Indo China (Vietnam).
This was not available at once, so we had to spend a few days in the Mission Home there. Kunming was
a busy passing through centre for people moving out of China, either by train through Vietnam as we
were, or by bus along the Burma Road and into India. Everybody was keen to get out as soon as they
could. The housekeeper was overworked, and the house was stretched to capacity as more and more
people arrived from other provinces every day, and the Japanese seemed to be moving further and
further into China.
At last we were able to get seats on a train already overcrowded with people trying to leave China. We
not only had our own party, but Mr. and Mrs. Scott had joined us with their little boy Basil. She was a
very sick woman who needed all her husband’s care and attention so, although Mr. Scott was the senior
man, Percy once again had to take charge. Every evening as darkness fell, the train stopped at some
city along the route. It became a nightly ritual for Percy and Bertha to leap off the train almost before it
had stopped, race across to the nearest hotel, and book rooms sufficient for us all, before they were
snapped up by the hundreds of other passengers pouring out of the carriages.
Alma and I and Mr. Scott had to manage the children and Mrs. Scott as well as count and keep track of
all our various pieces of luggage, while we argued with the dozens of coolies who swarmed round us
shouting and jostling for the privilege (?) of carrying our stuff across to the hotel. Then came the job of
finding food for us all, and that usually fell to my lot. By the time we were all fed and washed and beds
made up with the children all settled for the night, we adults were ready to turn in too, especially as we
had to be up again at the crack of dawn.
Next morning the whole process had to be gone through again in reverse, except that we still had our
seats on the train. The heat was intense and we found the whole journey most exhausting. Personally
I have very little recollection of the country we were passing through except that it was pretty flat. I do
remember the wooden clogs the women wore and the clatter they made as they walked down the street.
The only other thing that remains vivid in my memory is the betel nut they all chewed, that badly
discoloured their lips and teeth.

HAI PHONG - VIETNAM
We were not sorry to get off the train at Hai Phong where we were to board a ship to take us as far as
Hong Kong. It was three days before the ship arrived, so we booked into a hotel and were thankful for
the rest. We still had to provide our own meals, so every day I went shopping to feed my hungry family.
The shop keepers all spoke French and, though I had done four years of French in High School, it was
not so easy to recall it after eight years of speaking Chinese. However, I managed somehow to drag
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words out of my subconscious and, with those and gesticulations and pointing, we didn’t starve. On the
ship to Hong Kong it was the same. It was a French ship and our children were the only ones on board,
so every day Alma and I had to take them at meal times to the dining room at ‘children’s meal time’.
Trying to order their meals in French proved hilarious at times, especially when my two wanted porridge
for breakfast and I didn’t know how to say ‘porridge’ in French! It ended with the cook bringing in some
oats in a saucepan to show me and ask if that was what I wanted. Vigorous nods of the head and a
hearty ‘Oui, oui’ from me, a broad smile from the cook, and the crisis was over.
At Hong Kong we had been booked into a Christian Guest House known as Phillip’s House. Here we
found many missionaries from other missions as well as our own, and we were made very welcome.
Again we had to wait for our ship which we found to be our old friend the Nellore, the same one on which
I had travelled to China eight years before. By the time it arrived we were quite a large party all going to
Australia. Arthur and Bessie Kennedy from Henan with Pat and Marguerite, John and Muriel Adamson
with their little Maelynne, and Jean Anderson who later married Cyril Edwards and had been with me in
Language School, were all to travel with us. We said goodbye to Bertha and Alma in Hong Kong as they
were taking ship to North America.
The only incident I remember of that stay in Hong Kong was one morning after breakfast when I was
chatting in the dining room and there was a heavy shower of rain. Bertha came in and called me saying,
“Do you know where your son is?” I jumped up in a hurry to see what Alan was up to, and Bertha led me
to the big front entrance opening out on to the main street. There in the middle of the road, stark naked,
was my small son, thoroughly enjoying the lovely cool shower he was getting from Heaven. He looked
so blissfully happy that it almost seemed a shame to bring him in, but I was afraid of the traffic which so
far he had mercifully escaped.
Alan at this time was not yet two and a half and not talking much, though Raymond at the same age had
been quite fluent. When Alan did talk, it was Chinese. On board he attached himself to Jeanie and liked
to order her around and have her meekly obey. When he wanted her, he would stand there and say,
“Auntie lai, Auntie lai” (Auntie come, Auntie come) and Jeanie would come.

SYDNEY
We reached Sydney and found Mr. Gardiner there to meet us and to take those of us whose homes were
in other states to the familiar Mission Home in Stanmore. It was a surprise and joy to me to find that my
sister Dora was in New South Wales at that time and was actually on the wharf when we arrived. What
a thrill to have one of my own family there, and she was the first to meet Percy and the children. She
came to the Mission Home with us and Mr. Gardiner seemed to know her pretty well already, and gave
her a warm welcome too. I found out later that Dora worked for somebody as a cook when she first
came to Sydney. I can’t remember what the trouble was (something not her fault I think) but her
employer gave her the sack without any notice. She found herself with nowhere to go and very little
money in a strange city.
She suddenly remembered that the China Inland Mission of which I was a member, had a home
somewhere in Sydney, so she turned up there and poured her troubles into Mr. Gardiner’s kindly ears.
He helped and advised her until she was able to find another job.
From Sydney we went on to Melbourne where we stayed again at the CIM Home in Coppins Grove.
Miss Blanche Rowe had now taken Miss Batterham’s place as housekeeper and she made us feel at
home immediately. While Percy got to know Melbourne a bit and went in to the city and to the CIM office
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in Elizabeth Street, I was thankful to relax after all our travelling. From Melbourne we moved on to
Adelaide and spent a couple of nights with my Uncle Ken, Mother’s younger brother. That gave Percy a
chance to meet him and Linda, his wife and their two children Basil and Nancy. After that it was across
the Nullabor and non stop to Perth and home.

PERTH
We arrived in Perth at the end of July or the beginning of August 1939. I had often dreamed of the day
when we would be in the train crossing the Nullabor with its 300 miles of dead straight railway, and
passing through Kalgoorlie with all its childhood memories of the gold mining days and our lives as
children in Brown Hill on the ‘Golden Mile’. Now we were actually doing it all and my excitement only
increased as we left Kalgoorlie and started on the last stretch before we would arrive in Perth.
We were soon passing through the familiar territory around Cunderdin where my Carter cousins still
lived. As I looked through the window I could see the house on the Main Street which Win and Howard
had built for themselves. Finally we were in the Darling Ranges, down through Midland Junction and
Bayswater and on to Perth itself. It was nearly eight years since I had left. We all peered anxiously
through the window trying to catch a glimpse of the family as the train slowly pulled in. There they were
at last, and they saw us, but the train went past them and they had to run to catch up.
Percy had once laughingly said that he was terrified that my sisters would all want to kiss him! I had
passed this piece of information on to them, so that even though Dora was still in Sydney, the other three
made up for it by throwing their arms round their brother-in-law to give him hugs and kisses.
It wasn’t long before we were home, the home I had left eight years before to go out alone to face the
unknown, with only the certainty that God was with me and I could trust Him. Now I had a husband and
two little boys and another little one expected within a few weeks, and a testimony to share of the
faithfulness of the God Who had led me all the way.
What changes there were in eight years. Mother and Father both looked older, Jim was married to
Hazel McManus with a little son of his own, now six months old. They were living in Swanbourne and
Jim was working in the Customs.
Beth had been doing voluntary work since 1930 among the aborigines working with Miss Belshaw and
Miss McRidge, missionaries of the United Aborigines Mission at Badjaling, some eight miles from
Quairading. It was an aborigine reserve of some 160 people with about 37 children in the school run by
the two ladies. Besides the school, they made themselves available for all the needs of the people as
they cared for the sick and kept a store of second hand clothing to sell very cheaply. Our mother not only
did all she could to support Beth, but also collected and sent to Badjaling sacks of second hand clothing
which people passed on to her to give away. She was often very indignant when she found the clothes
had neither been washed or mended, and sometimes were so filthy that she could only put them under
the copper and burn them. Others she washed and mended before she would give them to the
aborigine people. There were others of course which arrived in beautiful condition from those who
recognised that the dark people of our land were just as much human beings as themselves and
deserved as much consideration as their white compatriots.
In 1933 the two ladies went on furlough and the Reichenbachs were sent to Badjaling. Beth was
prepared to return home and did go for a time, but the Reichenbachs asked her to go back. She worked
very happily with them until she left to go to the Perth Bible Institute. Students from PBI sometimes
helped out at Badjaling during the holidays, one of these being Wilfrid Douglas who went there over
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Christmas 1938 and took over the school in 1939. We first met Wilfrid during that year too as he often
came to Wisbeck Street to talk about China with Percy. He had a great love for China and it was only
after a real struggle that he had accepted that God’s call for him was to the aborigines of Australia. He
fascinated our little boys with his ‘magic tricks’ and they were always delighted when he came to visit.
We didn’t know at that time that he was to become a much loved brother and uncle when he married
Beth and they worked together among the aborigines. But that was all still in the future.
Jack, after trying work on a number of farms in the south west of the State was working in 1939 on the
orchard of the Rev. James Sanders at Kalamunda in the hills east of Perth. Later he wrote of this as
“probably the happiest time of my life”. He enjoyed the work and was his own boss. He also got involved
in the local Scout movement while he was there. He and Jim had always been active in the Scouts as
they were growing up, and both had become leaders, so he jumped at the opportunity to become part of
it again. Sometimes at weekends, he came home, bringing with him great sacks of beautiful ripe
oranges, some of which I made into marmalade.
Mary was living at home at this time and was in charge of the kitchen. She was not very keen to have
help with the cooking, and I could understand that and appreciate the fact that she had a big household
to cater for now that we were at home too. In spite of that, I must admit that there were times when my
fingers just itched to get into the kitchen to be able to prepare meals with all the modern appliances
which we didn’t have in China, and to be able to use some of the varieties of lovely food stuffs available
in the shops at home, so different from China. I did make the occasional Chinese meal and tried to teach
my family to use chopsticks. Uncle Percy on one occasion caused us much amusement as he tried to
pick up the food in his bowl with a chopstick in each hand. Needless to say he failed miserably!
The family were amused with my fascination for butchers’ shops. The beautifully set out cuts of meat in
the windows on display, never ceased to hold my attention as I compared them with the places where
we bought meat in China with the carcases hanging out in the open and the dogs licking round
underneath them, while we pointed out whatever bit of the animal we wanted to buy.
Muriel was a big 14 year old girl attending the Midland Junction High School at this time. She was
delighted to have two little nephews of her own to call her ‘Auntie’. She often tried to get Alan to kiss her,
knowing full well that he would say ‘No’ and run away to hide under the table and tease her. There would
be great scrambles then under and around the furniture and shrieks of laughter from Alan as he evaded
her.
When we first arrived home, Mother had my cousin Darrell Mercer, Uncle Eric’s eldest son, boarding
with her. Eric and Trixie were living in the country and Darrell who was about the same age as Muriel,
needed to be nearer the city to attend High School. Unfortunately, just before we arrived, he contracted
mumps. He was better, and Mother felt the infectious stage was over, but he was still not well enough to
move over to Auntie Elsie and Uncle Percy’s, a move arranged before our arrival. I was not very happy
about bringing my boys into contact with mumps as they had not had it, nor had I. None of us got it
however, and Darrell soon moved out, but for a short time after our arrival I felt I must warn friends who
visited me with their children, that there was the danger of infection. My old friend Winnie Wolf with
whom I had worked in the Telephone Exchange, was one who came and I had to turn away, but I caught
up with her later.

FRANK ROBERT ARRIVES
The weeks seemed to drag for me between our getting home and Frank’s birth. To make matters worse,
he came a week later than expected, probably due to the many hours of sitting I had done on that long
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journey out of China and the lack of exercise. I was longing to visit friends and relations, and yet did not
feel like going out. A lot of people came to see me and though I felt and looked anything but glamorous,
I was glad to see them all again.
Mr. Hogg was still the Pastor of the Bayswater Baptist Church and he was delighted to meet Percy as he
and Arthur Moore had been fellow students at the Glasgow Bible Training Institute. He gave Percy the
run of his library which was a great boon as we were both hungry for devotional reading and Bible study.
Percy also bought or borrowed a bike and rode over to North Perth every day to attend lectures under
the Rev. Carmen Urquart at the Perth Bible Institute. He was a wonderful lecturer and Bible teacher and
Percy soaked it all in. He also made friends there with a number of the men students who were about his
own age.
By this time Mr. Powell, who represented CIM in Western Australia when I went to China, had retired and
Mr. Glanville was in charge. He arranged a ‘welcome home’ meeting for us before Frank was born. I felt
far too conspicuous to either sit on the platform or to speak at the meeting, so I sat down in the
congregation with my parents. My sisters were immediately behind us. Their sense of humour almost
upset them and me too, when the hymn ‘Still There’s More to Follow’ was announced. The chorus went
on and on, ‘more and more, more and more, still there’s more to follow’. With their suppressed giggles
and my own consciousness of looking very much as if there were more Moores to follow, I had hard work
to keep a straight face and not disgrace myself as a missionary. I didn’t dare look at Percy!
Mr. Hogg often asked Percy to fill in for him at the Bayswater Church when he was preaching elsewhere,
and he enjoyed that, though he often found words in Chinese came more easily to his tongue than the
English ones. It was eight years since he had preached in English, and his Chinese was fluent. There
were times when he simply could not think of the English word and on one occasion he asked me from
the platform, “Whats ‘xilianpen’?” to which I replied, “A wash basin”. My mother loved to hear him preach
and said “He’s so natural”. It was nice to have my husband so loved and accepted by my family and he
fitted into the life at Wisbeck Street as if he had always been there. It was the first real home he had ever
had outside of China.
Return to Table of Contents

SECOND WORLD WAR
Between our arrival in Perth and Frank’s birth, came the big event which changed all our lives and that of
most of the rest of the world also. Clearly and distinctly over my father’s radio, on the morning of 3
September, the day before my 31st birthday, came the voice of Neville Chamberlain announcing that we
were at war with Germany. We couldn’t know of course, how it was going to affect each of us, but we
were not left long in doubt about Australia’s involvement. The beautiful ‘Queen Mary’ was transformed
into a troop ship and it was not long before the first contingent of Australian and New
Zealand troops arrived in Perth. They were to take ship on the camouflaged ‘Queen Mary’ waiting in
Fremantle Harbour.
That weekend, with Perth and Fremantle full of boys going off to the war, was a disgrace to the
organisers. It was the first time we heard the song ‘Roll Out the Barrel’ as drunken soldiers rolled barrels
of beer down the main Post Office steps and along the streets. Before the ‘Queen Mary’ sailed on
Sunday morning, Fremantle Railway Station was littered with drunken men being picked up by military
MP’s and loaded on to the ship. It was their last touch with ‘home’. It was never as bad again because
Churches and social organisations stirred themselves after that to entertain and care for the boys who
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passed through our State en route to the battlefields of Europe. The first occasion had found us all
utterly unprepared.
Jack was soon getting ready to join up, as were many of his contemporaries and the girls were looking to
see what they could do. In our minds of course, was the question of how this would affect our return to
China. We could only wait and see.
At last the great day of Frank’s birth arrived, 8 October. Percy dragged me out for a walk after tea on that
Saturday night, but I felt exhausted so quickly that I begged him to take me home before we were
halfway round the block. That night the waters broke and we called a taxi to take me and Percy and
Mother to ‘Seaton Ross’ the Nursing Home our old friend Matron Melsom had opened in Guildford. She
had brought Muriel and so many other Mercer grandchildren into the world, so when I knew I would be
home for the birth of our third child, I asked Mother to book me in with Matron whom I knew and trusted.
It was not she who welcomed us at the door, but a red headed Scottish nurse who worked with her.
Mother got as far as the door and then said she would go and sit in the taxi to wait for Percy. He had my
case and was going to walk up the passage with it to wherever I was to be. I hoped he would be able to
stay with me at least till things began to happen. But not so! Our nurse very firmly took the case from his
hand and said, “And we don’t want any husbands either”. He found himself outside the door following
Mother to the taxi while I meekly walked up the corridor after my nurse.
It seemed a long drawn out affair and Matron finally gave me something to hurry things up. This was the
days of ‘twilight sleep’ which I had refused. Having had Alan without drugs of any kind, I felt that is the
way I wanted it to be with any others. I felt glad I had refused it when I
heard some of the performances put on by other women who had it.
Obviously they did not know what they were saying or doing and that did
not suit me at all.
All this time I had been expecting ‘Dorothy Margaret’, so it was quite a
shock when Matron said, “You have a lovely little ten pound boy, Amy.”
This was in the early hours of Sunday morning, 8 October, so I asked
Matron to ring the Manse at Bayswater and have Mr. Hogg deliver a
message to Percy and Mother, which he was delighted to do. They came
to see me later in the day, and from then on all I had to do was relax and
get my strength back. The Scottish nurse proved to have a heart of gold,
and even Percy began to think she wasn’t so bad after all. My cousin Cliff
Tassell’s wife, Vi came in to have her baby a few days later and Matron put
us together in the one room. That was great, not only because we knew
each other well and had lots to talk about, but also because we could
share our visitors. Most of my relations were hers too. The only drawback was that our children were
not allowed to visit if they were under a certain age, so neither Vi nor I saw our other children for the
week we were in hospital. I found myself longing for a sight of my little boys.
Frank was a perfect baby. I used to listen when the nursery door opened in the morning to try and
distinguish his cry from all the others, but without success. When I told Matron she said, “He never cries.
He’s such a happy contented baby”, and so he proved to be even after we took him home. I was a bit
afraid they would spoil him between them, but he seemed to take it in his stride and was none the worse.
My first day home was a Sunday and Percy had to go down to Fremantle where he was taking services
at the Baptist Church for three months. It was wonderful to have my two little boys with me again, but by
the end of the day, after the quiet of the hospital, I was exhausted. Raymond was content to stand by my
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side and quietly look at the new baby, but Alan was so delighted to have me home that he was all over
me, climbing on my knee, wanting my attention and hugging and kissing me. By mid afternoon I
astonished everybody by sitting down and bursting into tears. I began to wonder if I could possibly cope
with three children! I soon got over that as I began to feel stronger and it wasn’t long before I was
thoroughly enjoying my three little boys, all so different.
Raymond at nearly five, was quiet and dependable, the kind of child who could be reasoned with and
who usually obeyed without too much argument if I explained the reason why. Alan, at two and a half,
was an unpredictable little mischief who always wanted to do the opposite of what I wanted. Sometimes
I thought it would be easier to tell him to do what I didn’t want and then he would do what I did want! But
I felt he had to learn obedience while he was still young, or how was he ever going to learn to obey God
if he hadn’t learned to obey his parents? He was certainly a very obstinate small boy with a very strong
will of his own, but with it all so loving and loveable that I felt my heart softening even when I knew I must
be firm. Then there was our lovely happy baby boy who won everybody’s heart and gave us all a lot of
joy as he grew and developed.
Soon after Frank’s birth we went up to Cunderdin to my Auntie Ruby and Uncle Arthur Carter’s farm for
a holiday. My cousin Win was already married to Howard Blyth and they had built themselves a home
right in Cunderdin, so I was able to see them too, but mostly I revelled in being back in what, during most
of my growing years, had been a second home for me with Win as my closest friend.
Auntie and Uncle were older and the boys were doing the heavier work on the farm. Percy loved it and
went off every morning with my cousins to help with the day’s work. They had just invested in what was
called a baler which gathered the hay after harvesting and packed it into tight bundles for storing.
The machine gathered the hay in at one end and threw out the bales at the other. These, the boys later
collected and stored on one of the sheds for fodder. It was all new and they were enjoying finding out
how it worked while Percy took his turn at driving the tractor. He was out of practice after eight years in
China and caused many a laugh from the other boys as he made mistakes. As one bale came out, they
were all amazed to see a goanna lizard squashed flat with the straw and quite dead.

DEPUTATION WORK
Back in Bayswater my holiday was over and I had to take my turn at deputation meetings. Percy had
complained when he first came home to Western Australia, that he would only be ‘Amy Weir’s husband’
as he knew nobody and I knew everybody. When I came out of ‘retirement’ after Frank’s birth, the
situation had been reversed. I told him I was now only ‘Percy Moore’s wife’, because the meetings he
had been taking had made him quite well known by this time in Christian circles, and he was being
greeted on the street and other places by people I didn’t know at all!
Raymond and Alan settled into life in Australia very happily. They were fascinated by the marvellous
toys they saw in shops or that other children had, and I found it hard to have to refuse to buy them some
of the very expensive things they so much wanted. Father didn’t find it funny when they turned on the
taps in the garden and left them running. I didn’t find it so funny either when they came in filthy dirty after
playing in a patch of black sand at the bottom of the garden, but these were all minor incidents in our joy
at being home again. It was the days before washing machines, so I spent a lot of time at the wash tubs
scrubbing away on the wash board and then boiling things in the copper, rinsing and blueing them and
hanging them on the line outside to dry. The lovely dry air of WA dried everything very quickly and that
was a bonus.
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Something else I became very aware of was the different spiritual atmosphere from that in China. There
I was always conscious of the darkness surrounding us and powers of evil which were so oppressive.
Back in Australia where I was not aware of demon possession (if there was any at the time) and where
the whole atmosphere seemed more open to Heaven and to God at that time, I felt a lightening of my
own spirit. It was a tremendous relief to be able to leave my children with my mother or my sisters and
go off without any fears for them, whereas in China I never left them even with Chinese whom I really
trusted, because their ways are so different and some of the things they taught their children I didn’t want
mine exposed to.
One of our deputation trips took us to all the main country centres on the Great Southern Railway line to
Albany and then back to Perth along the west coast. We left Raymond and Alan with my parents and
took only the baby with us. We were very dependent on public transport, so had to transport the pram
for Frank to sleep in at nights and be carried round in during the day. Besides that, we had a case of
books for sale, slides and pictures and our own luggage, so it was not an easy job. That was all made
up for by the warm welcome we received all the way along, and I found to my delight that most of the
young ministers we were working with in each place were people of my own age group, many of whom
I had known in my Christian Endeavour days.
In most of those big country towns, the Ministers’ Fraternal worked together, so our meetings were
usually united ones of all denominations. That suited us with our interdenominational mission
background. One of the highlights of that trip was at
Busselton where we stayed with two girls who were the
leaders of the local Salvation Army. They were ‘Cappie’ and
‘Leffie’ to everybody (Captain and Lieutenant) and they were
full of love for the Lord and enthusiasm to witness for Him
everywhere, in hotels and on the streets, it didn’t matter where,
and they dragged us along with them
Before we were to return to China, we were able to have
another short holiday. Mr. Strickson was the minister who had
baptised me and he and Mrs. Strickson had been at the
Bayswater Baptist Church before Mr. Hogg came. By this
time they were at Mosman’s Bay with their home situated very
near the beach, so we were delighted when they offered it to
us while they were away for a couple of weeks somewhere
else. We took Mother with us and it was a lovely relaxing time
which gave the children their first real touch with the beach
and the sea. They loved it and we spent long hours on the
beach with books to read or just playing in the sand with the
little boys while Frank slept in his pram nearby. Running in
and out of waves as they broke on the beach was tremendous
fun for them and they never tired of it.
At home in Bayswater the boys quickly got to know all the tradespeople who in those days called at the
door with the milk or bread or fresh fruit and vegetables. When they saw them coming they called to
Grandma that “the Uncle who brings the bread (or the milk) is here”. They liked to pretend that they were
the tradespeople and knock loudly at the back door. When Grandma appeared, they would ask how
much she wanted of this or that. Sometimes she would give them her purse with some money and a
note in it and send them round the corner to the little general store, to get something she needed. That
was great fun too.
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Something that happened between Frank’s birth that year and Christmas was the death of my Grandpa
Mercer, my mother’s father.
After Grandma died he had stayed in the old home out along the
Beechboro Road. Since Auntie Elsie and Uncle Percy Tassell were living at the other end of the same
block, they were able to keep an eye on him and help him if he needed it. He had been very deaf for
many years and, after he retired from work, he spent most of his time in the garden which he loved, his
white head bent over his petunias and mignonettes, pansies and wallflowers, and his happy face as he
looked up were a familiar sight to all who passed by. It was not difficult to see that he had an inner peace
that was not dependent on circumstances. He never heard us approaching and I often heard him
humming one of his favourite hymns:
Oh Beulah Land, sweet Beulah Land,
As on thy highest banks I stand,
I look away across the sea
Where mansions are prepared for me,
And view that shining glory shore,
My Heaven, my home forever more.
It was obvious to all that he was just waiting to go. When he became ill, Mother brought him to Wisbeck
Street and took care of him, but it was not long before he quietly stopped breathing and was with the
Lord. Mother grieved for her father whom she had been close to all her life, but I think for her and for all
of us his going was so peaceful that we could only feel he was ‘home at last’. It was 30 November 1939.
We had called Frank after him and gave him his second name of Robert after my father.

CHRISTMAS IN AUSTRALIA
We were only home for one Christmas and the children were able to join in all the activities at the Church
and Sunday School. I will never forget Alan at the Sunday School party that year. I took both the boys
and Raymond sat with the children of his own age group with whom he had been attending Sunday
School. Alan sat with me in the back seat, still a little shy and uncertain about Santa Claus when he
arrived and began giving out presents to the children. Suddenly Alan’s name was called and he looked
up at me and said, “For me?” and when I nodded he quickly ran down to the front to grab the parcel he
was given. His little face was literally beaming with excitement.
The other thing that happened that Christmas was that Mother and Father rented a cottage up in the hills
at Kalamunda for the annual Christmas/New Year Convention, and we all went. Percy had to speak
several times, but I only had one meeting so was free to enjoy the other speakers. Perhaps what
remains longest in my memory is not the speakers or the Christian fellowship, all of which was wonderful
after the years in China without them, but just the sheet joy of being in the Australian bush again. To get
up in the morning and walk through the bush and smell the gum trees and hear the kookaburras in the
branches above me was delight indeed, and I soaked it all in, knowing full well it might be another eight
years before I could experience it again.
One funny incident from that Convention remains in my memory. Early one morning I walked alone from
our cottage to the Conference Centre to attend the early prayer meeting. The sun was not yet up and I
didn’t feel the need for a hat or any other head covering. So it was a surprise to be taken aside after the
meeting quietly and lovingly by one of my uncles, and told that perhaps for the sake of others, I should
wear a hat at the meeting! To say I was astonished is to put it mildly! For eight years in China I had not
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worn a hat to meetings and, although to go hatless to Church was not yet commonly accepted at home
as it is today, it had never occurred to me that the informality of that early prayer time together with a few
others, demanded the wearing of a hat.
Percy’s love for Australia began during that furlough time too. I think for the first time since he left China
at the age of seventeen, he felt he belonged somewhere and had a home and a family. He joined the
Bayswater Baptist Church of which I had been a member since I was thirteen, and was always glad to
relieve Mr. Hogg in the pulpit when asked. He made many friends during that year, some of whom
remained friends for the rest of his life.
All too soon it was all over and we were on our way back to China. We had been home a year and,
although the war had been going on for almost a year already, it was that strange period known as ‘the
Phoney War’ when nothing seemed to be happening and most people hoped nothing would happen.
Chamberlin’s policies became more and more unpopular in England and Winston Churchill became
Prime Minister, surely God’s man for the hour. America was still on the sidelines, but in Canada as in
Australia, young men were offering themselves for war.

ARTHUR & ESTHER PREPARE FOR FURLOUGH
Percy’s parents, Arthur and Esther were in Hanzhong after we left until the end of 1939 and then they too
left for furlough in Canada with Doug and Marj. By this time Jessie, who had been relieving as a nurse
both in Chefoo and Shanghai, was at last free to settle down to language study in Huilu in Hebei. Her
parents longed to see her before they left China, so wrote asking if she could come to Shanghai and
meet them there. Arthur had to be there in mid January for Council meetings. Jess hesitated for some
time, not because she did not want to see her parents, but because she feared that once she got to
Shanghai, they would want her to fill another nursing gap somewhere. Her deep desire was to be able to
work with and for the Chinese somewhere in the interior of China, and for this she wanted to be fluent in
Chinese as soon as possible. It was as she feared. While she was in Shanghai Mr. Gibb asked her to
go back to Chefoo as the school nurse assisting Dr. Hallam Howie.
Arthur and Esther’s final months in Hanzhong were by no means uneventful. By this time they had won
their place in the hearts of the Shaanxi workers and even those who had opposed them in the beginning
were now firm friends.
Myrie Wood and Jack Beck were married, the Frenchams were settled up in Baoji near Xi’an and Fred
and Marjorie Smith were in Yang Xian where I had lived with Miss Parr before I married. Marjorie’s
younger brother, Rob ament, had married Muriel Farmer from Henan and the two New Zealanders,
Norman and Amy McIntosh were living in Hanzhong to help with the secretarial work and the
entertaining of passing through guests.
So the Province was full of young couples, and to all of them as well as to us, Arthur and Esther became
as parents to whom we could go for help and advice. Esther was affectionately called ‘Mother Moo’ by
everybody (Moo being our surname in Chinese), and Arthur was our much loved ‘Super’ whose wisdom
and understanding we could trust. To the Churches he was the ‘Lao Mu se’ - the old Pastor - while Percy
as his son was the ‘Xiao Mu se’ - the young Pastor.
Arthur’s physical strength seemed no less at this time than when he was playing rugby in Shanghai.
Chinese Christians often told with awe of the Sunday morning when the old Pastor banged the pulpit
with such force to emphasize a point (or perhaps to wake some of them up!) that the pulpit split in two.
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Missionaries liked to tell of his meeting his old friend Jimmy Orr in Jinjiang and giving him such a bear
hug that he cracked two of his ribs.
He loved people and it was often said of him that when Chinese coolies, opium smoking and
unpredictable, were at their worst, he could joke with them and tease them until their good humour was
restored. At Chinese feasts Percy and I were often amazed at the fund of good stories or jokes with
which he could entertain a table of Chinese guests. The polite words with which he thanked our hostess
when refusing to eat anything more, have come down as a family legend which even his great
grandchildren, who have never been to China, can recite: ‘Bu shi fan bu hao, nei shi wode du pi tai xiao’
( It’s not that the food is not good, but that the skin of my stomach is too small). Always good humoured
and usually unruffled by circumstances, with a firm trust in God, Esther used to say sometimes in
exasperation, “Really Dad, if the roof fell in on you, you would still say ‘Praise the Lord’”.

HELEN
That proved to be a prophetic word one day in 1939 after we had left for furlough in Australia. Helen
Dalton, our district nurse, went down suddenly with what proved to be meningitis. Dr. Xiao knew what
serum should be used, but he had none and there was none in the city at that time. Arthur wired the
Baptist Hospital in Xi’an and Dr. Stockley at once sent off all the serum he had, but it was delayed in the
mail. Arthur wrote that by this time . .
“Helen’s head was thrown back, her back was stiff and she was full of
pain and delirious. It seemed that the disease must take its course and
the end was not far off.”
Then the miracle for which they were praying happened. Dr. Xiao was talking to the man who was
Customs officer for goods coming into the city from Sichuan Province. When he mentioned Helen’s
illness and the impossibility of doing anything because there was no serum in the city, the officer said,
“But there is! I had it in my hands this morning in a consignment from Chongqing.” The doctor
immediately went to find out where it was and to borrow equipment for doing a lumbar puncture. He had
set out to have a coffin measured up for immediate burial when she died. They found the serum, a
spinal puncture was made and examination of the fluid showed that it was the epidemic type of
meningitis. Treatment was begun at once with the serum, which was only a small quantity, but before it
was finished, the parcel from Xi’an had arrived, the crisis was over and Helen was responding to
treatment.
In the midst of this situation, one of the worst air raids they had experienced up to that time occurred.
Heavy Japanese bombers flew over to bomb the airfield but also bombed the city in passing. One of the
bombs fell in the garden of the house in which Helen was being cared for. Because she could not be
moved, all the missionaries there at the time stayed upstairs with her taking refuge under the beds and
tables as the planes came nearer. Helen’s mattress was lifted down and put under the bed with her on
it. As the planes got closer, Arthur began to read aloud the 91st Psalm. He had just read the 7th verse,
“A thousand shall fall at thy side and ten thousand at thy right hand, but it shall not come nigh thee”,
when the house began to shake, plaster fell from the ceiling and the air was filled with dust. They
discovered later that a bomb had fallen some twenty paces away from the house in the vegetable
garden. It made a hole fifteen feet deep and thirty feet in diameter. Big pieces of shrapnel were buried
in the walls, but the full force of the blast had gone between the house and the Church without harming
anybody. The buildings were untouched except for a few tiles and some plaster off the roof. Arthur said,
“Praise the Lord” very fervently and meant it with all his heart, but he never ceased to tease a certain
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middle aged single lady who was there with them, that she could never say she had never been under
the bed with a MAN!
With Hanzhong becoming more and more a target for enemy bombs, Arthur felt it was no place for
women and children. He sent Helen under Sadie Custe’s care to stay at Dr. Xiao’s home which was in a
less vulnerable part of the city. He and one of the other men went round to the bus station to try and get
transport for them all to evacuate to Ningqiang next morning. At 5:30 pm while they were still at the bus
station and Esther and two of the other ladies were alone on the Mission compound, another urgent
alarm sounded.
Unable to get back inside the city, Arthur and his companion went to a safer spot further away from
where they could see all that was happening. Twenty seven Japanese bombers were just north of the
Hanzhong plain and heading direct for the city when a thick mist rolled up and covered the whole city
causing the planes to turn back. From their position, Arthur and his companion could see the whole
thing and once again Arthur was moved to say very fervently, “Praise the Lord”.
Next morning they were able to get away to Ningqiang even though Helen was still very weak. They
stayed there for a number of weeks and Dr. Gray came up from Sichuan to advise about the proper care
for Helen. As soon as she was well enough, she was moved down to the Baoning Hospital in Sichuan.

RETURN TO CHINA
In the meantime we were on our way back to China with our three little sons. In Melbourne we met Doris
Williams who was also returning to China, and she, with us was asked to be responsible for escorting a
party of new workers to China.
Three of them, Ruth Porteous, Elizabeth Swanton and Ilma Whitelock, joined us in Melbourne, but the
other two, who were from New Zealand, were waiting for us in Sydney. Our ship, the ‘Nellore’, took us
from Melbourne direct to Newcastle where we loaded scrap iron for Japan. We spent three far from
peaceful days there as we had to sleep on board and the loading went on day and night. Our outraged
feelings were not improved by the thought that with China and Japan at war, scrap iron we were taking
on could very well come back in the shape of bombs upon our own heads! The one bright spot was that
the minister of the Baptist Tabernacle in Newcastle at that time was my old friend Les Gomm from
Western Australia, and he and his wife made us most welcome to spend all the time we wished in their
home, although they could not offer accommodation for the nights for such a large party.

SYDNEY
We reached Sydney at last and found our two New Zealanders there before us still recovering from sea
sickness and still feeling the pangs of homesickness, so they were rather weepy when we arrived. They
soon recovered and it was not long before Ina and Marjory had become part of our ‘family’.
Miss Crystall joined us in Brisbane but this time she was not the escort, but we were. The interesting
thing about all this was that though by this time Percy and I were senior missionaries with nine years
experience behind us, the new workers we were taking out were all about the same age as ourselves.
Ruth Porteous who was a child of the Mission had actually been at the Chefoo School at the same time
as Percy and his sisters. The reason for this was that they had all done some kind of professional
training after Bible College, and they had also been held up for a year or two with the difficulty of getting
visas to China.
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As on my first trip on the Nellore to China we called in at Rabaul again, but this time both Ruth and Percy
knew Ina Trudinger, a Chefoo girl married to a Government official there. They lived in a beautiful
bungalow and welcomed us all most warmly to their home. We were shown all the sights, given shelter
from the heat and plied with cool drinks while we relaxed under the ‘punkah’. For those who have never
been out of Australia before, it was a lovely introduction to life in the tropics.

HONG KONG
Then came Hong Kong and here we had to stay longer than expected because our ship had to go into
dry dock for repairs. They put us up at the Peninsula Hotel on the Kowloon side for the three days when
it was impossible to sleep on the ship. Frankie celebrated his first birthday while we were there, but
unfortunately not only contracted measles but also was cutting teeth, so was quite unwell. How thankful
I was for the two big rooms our family were given at the Peninsula. I was able to put Frank in a lovely big
cot in a room by himself where it was quiet and cool. He was right off his food and was quite feverish
with very sore eyes. All he wanted was to sleep, so it was wonderful that we were not on the ship.
Raymond and Alan enjoyed all the good meals provided for them in the hotel dining room, milk at every
meal and plenty of fruit and vegetables, so different form the ship food. Since the shipping company
were paying all our expenses, we made the most of everything.
Percy’s cousin, Les Andrew, was in Hong Kong while we were there and had actually been staying at the
same hotel, but when he found that his bill for the month was over £60 he decided it was too expensive
and moved elsewhere.
Frank did not enjoy his birthday at all, but by the time we had to get back on to the ship, he was
recovering and seemed more like his own bright little self again. He was a general favourite with
everybody on board. I often put him in his swing chair just high enough above the deck for his toes to
touch it and move himself back and forth. The old Scottish engineer liked to come up on deck
sometimes to sit near him, encouraging him by saying, “Kick ‘em up, Plugger Bill, kick ‘em up!” A
Japanese lady passenger was really delighted to see him looking so much better and told me she had
felt like crying when he was looking so white and listless.
By this time we had been six weeks on the Nellore and were all longing to get to Shanghai. Because we
were travelling when our country was at war, we had to black out our cabins every night. We were not
allowed to show any lights at all, and in the tropics this seemed to make it hotter than ever. Lifeboat drill
was taken very seriously, and we were told that if we were torpedoed, parents must throw their children
overboard first, and then jump in after them. There were no lifebelts for the babies Frank’s age. I stood
on deck and looked down at the dark green water far below, and could not imagine ever being able to
bring myself to throw my baby or any of our children into its depths. Thankfully I was never called on to
do it.

SHANGHAI
It was mid October when we finally reached Shanghai and were immediately thrown into a whirlwind of
re-packing and interviews with Headquarters staff. We were expecting to take Raymond to Chefoo and
see him settled in and also to catch up with Jess who was nursing in the hospital there. She was
delighted to think she would have her little nephew to care for, even though he would not be able to live
with her at the hospital in case of infections. In any case, he would be happier in the Prep School with
the children of his own age.
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All this was not to be. As the Japanese were by this time holding all the coastal cities, it was decided not
to reopen the Language Schools for men and women at Anqing and Yangzhou, but to send all new
workers inland at once. Small centres for language study would be opened in some of the bigger
Mission stations and Percy and I were chosen to be one of the couples to have six or seven new workers
with us for six month’s study of the language and culture of China. Our first job was to get them out of
Shanghai and into ‘free China’ as soon as possible.
It was felt there was no need for us to go to Chefoo at all as Ailsa Carr, the Headmistress of the Prep
School, was going there in the next few days and could take Raymond with her. Doris Williams who had
travelled with us from Australia would also be on the same ship and Raymond knew her well. I dreaded
the whole thing especially as I knew it would be two years or more before we could bring Alan out to join
him at school and in all that time we would not see him again. Being busy and having to complete his
outfit sooner than I expected, and having to sew on name tags, kept me from having too much time to
think. Ailsa was very good in getting to know him and making friends. In fact he was soon talking about
her as ‘my teacher’ and one day when we were talking about Bayswater he said, “Mum, I would love to
go back to Bayswater and see Grandma again,” then he added, “but I don’t want to miss Chefoo”. So I
knew he was ready for it and would settle down fairly easily, especially with Jess there to help him over
the difficult moments.
October 26 came at last and we all went down to the wharf to see the party off to Chefoo. I think
Raymond was too excited about going to school to feel the parting much, but as we looked up at our little
son standing between Ailsa and Doris on the deck of the ship and waving cheerfully to us, I thought my
heart would break. I wept all the way back to the Mission home and felt I missed him at every turn. Alan
was missing him too and, as I went up and down those long corridors taking armfuls of things to the
‘go-down’ in the basement for packing, he trailed up and down behind me saying disconsolately,
“Mum-pums, where’s Raymond? Mum-pums, where’s Raymond?” While Raymond was there the two
of them played outside in the big garden all day and were no trouble at all, but now he clung to me as if
I were going to disappear too.
Bishop Houghton was inducted as our new General Director while we were still in Shanghai and we
were able to meet him. He came to us from the Anglican part of our Mission work in Sichuan Province.
Mr. Hoste, the retiring GD was still living in Shanghai and, during the meeting he crept quietly in to one of
the seats at the back of the Prayer Hall. There he would have stayed unobserved but somebody on the
platform saw him and called him to join them. I was impressed by his humility.

JOURNEY ACROSS CHINA
With that over, all the parties for the interior began to move. Stanley and Norah Rowe were to take a
party of seven new lady workers across Jap occupied territory into ‘free China’, and they left first. Then
Mr. Ernie Weller, the Superintendent of Henan Province left with another seven, and with them a Mr. and
Mrs. Terry of the Christian Literature Crusade and their two teenage children.
Finally our turn came, and with Alan and Frank and our party of new workers (all girls) we set out third
class on a Japanese steamer going up the coast of China from Shanghai to Tianjin. What a journey! I
think it was about the worst I have ever taken. Third class on a Japanese steamer meant we had no
cabins, but were all down in one big hold. At the far end of the available space were the toilets and
washrooms. From there to the other end where the stairs by which we descended were placed, the
space was all given up for the passengers. It was divided into three sections by two narrow corridors,
and each of the three sections was again divided into four parts partitioned off from each other by a
wooden wall about three feet high. This was our living and eating and sleeping area with no privacy
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whatsoever as we not only could see what was going on at the other side of the wooden partition, but
half of our area was given over to an equal number of Chinese.
When we lay down for the night, our seven girls, the two children and ourselves, all tried to sleep with our
heads against the partition and our feet pointing out towards the Chinese who were doing the same thing
against the opposite partition. It was difficult to keep our feet from touching theirs. For meals we had
brought supplies sufficient to last us for the two or three days we were to be on the ship. Everybody had
done the same. In other sections of the hold there were some Chinese, some Russians and some
Japanese and, at the end nearest the stairs, was piled mountains of luggage - our own presumably
amongst it.
We were overcrowded, far from comfortable and lacking all
sense of privacy, but worse was to follow. A storm blew up
as often happens in the China Sea and we had to keep the
portholes shut to prevent the waves coming in and the
hatches above us were all battened down. It was stifling and
then as the ship rolled and tossed, people were being sick
everywhere. The floors of our ‘cabins’ (sleeping areas) were
only inches above the corridors, and most people, as they
felt sick, just leaned over and vomited into the passage. If
we wanted to get to the toilets, we had to pick our way
through the mess. We all tried to hold out as long as
possible, but it was no use trying to explain that to Alan, and
it seemed as if all too often he wanted to go to the toilet.
With all the mess, I dared not let him go alone, so each time
I had to go with him. The rolling of the ship and the awful
mess in the passages and the smell that pervaded
everything was bad enough, but when we reached the
The “Shengking” near Shanghai
washrooms and toilets, it was even worse. The wash basins
(top picture) and docked in
were full and overflowing where people had been sick, and
Tientsin (bottom picture
the toilets in such a filthy mess that I had to carry Alan to find
a reasonably clean place. Then we had to go back through it all again! Percy was feeling so nauseated
that he dared not move. The new girls were horrified at this their first taste of life in China, and I couldn’t
ask any of them to take Alan for me, so each time he felt the urge, I had to steel myself to face it all again.
Fortunately I am a fairly good sailor and was thankful I was not feeling nauseated myself.
On one of these trips, I noticed two girls, one about twenty and the other probably sixteen or seventeen,
obviously sisters and clinging together as if they had not a friend in the world. I found out later that they
were two white Russians who had escaped from communist Russia but had no passports. Though they
had managed to get on the ship, they could not get off as no country would take them without passports.
They had already been to Vladivostock and down to Shanghai and been refused entry at both places.
Now they were on their way back to Vladivostock, but had no idea what would happen to them there. I
knew something of the plight of these refugees from communist Russia as many of them had passed
through north west China, but no other had quite touched my heart as these two lonely girls did.
Return to Table of Contents
QINGDAO & THE BEGINNING OF THE CROSS CHINA JOURNEY
We reached Qingdao safely at last and found Mr. Glittenberg, our business manager, there waiting for
us. He took charge of us and our luggage, got us through Customs with nothing to pay, and then took us
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to where we were to stay. Percy and I and the children were to stay in the Mission Home where my first
senior missionary, Miss Kitty Cooke was in charge. The girls were taken to the home of the Scotts,
Betty Stamm’s parents. They were on furlough and the CIM rented their house for the year they would
be away.
While in Qingdao we received a card from Ailsa Carr written on board the ‘Shengking’ on which they and
Raymond were travelling to Chefoo. It was so welcome, as our hearts had been with our little boy ever
since he left us and we had no idea when mail would catch up with us, if at all, before we reached
Shaanxi. The card said,
“Just a line to let you know how good and happy Raymond is. The ship
left punctually at 10 and we are having a very good trip. Raymond
shares a cabin with me and shows unmistakeable signs of making a
splendid little schoolboy. He says he likes this ship better than the one
you came on from Australia. Wishing you as good and safe a journey
as possible and always the best of news from Chefoo. Ailsa.”

We found that the Stanley Rowe party and the Ernie Davis party had all gone through ahead of us to
Bengbu where we were all hoping to get through to free China. We decided to give them a few days
start so that we would not attract too much attention by having so many ‘foreigners’ together. From
Qingdao we had to go by train to Bengbu with a change of trains at the junction Jinan. We were
reasonably comfortable on the first train, though not able to sit together as it was fairly crowded. I found
myself with Frank on my knee sitting next to a Japanese officer, while Percy, with Alan was further along
next to another Japanese officer. He seemed to be getting along well as he managed to make
conversation by writing in Chinese characters what he wanted to say. They are very similar to the
Japanese, and he could understand.
I could not get through to mine in the same way with a wriggly little boy on my lap, but to my relief he
seemed to like children and quickly made friends with Frank. To my horror, Frank was not content with
smiling and making pleasant noises, but wanted to stand on my knee and reach over to pull the
Japanese beard! Knowing how touchy the Japanese can be with foreigners, I hastened to look and
sound apologetic. We didn’t seem to have rocked the boat too badly as he took Frank on his knee and
went on playing with him.
From Jinan on it was another story, as the second train was absolutely crammed with people and we
could hardly get in, much less find a place to sit or sleep for the night, or even stand. Percy found a first
class compartment with nobody occupying it, so we all crowded into that and stayed there till the
conductor came to make up the beds for the night and turned us all out. We stood in the corridor then,
while Percy vainly tried to find a vacant seat where we could spend the night. A guard finally gave us his
own seat in a corner which was so narrow that five of us managed to squeeze onto it, but only with our
knees pressing against the wall. Most uncomfortable! It looked like a long night ahead and with two
tired little children, I was not looking forward to it.
Dr. Adolph of our Mission was on the train, and after a few hours, he came along to see how we were
faring. When he saw how uncomfortable we were, he insisted that I go back with him to his first class
sleeper, where the two children and I could have his bunk and he would get in with his wife in the other
one. This was marvellous and while I would not say it was the most comfortable night I have spent, it
was one hundred percent better than sitting up all night.
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Meanwhile the five girls occupied the seat I had been on with the children, and Percy sat on our luggage
at the end of the corridor. At 12:30 all the Japanese guards were replaced by Chinese ones and the
officials were all well asleep, so a little Chinese attendant came quietly to Percy and took him and the
girls to an empty compartment where he said they could spend the night. That was marvellous. There
were only four bunks, so the two smallest got into one and Percy rolled himself in a rug on the floor
between the bunks. Ruth Porteous, whose stories always grew in interest if not always in credibility
when she told them, often regaled us afterwards with the tale of that long night. She declared that every
time Percy rolled over in the night, he managed to roll onto one of the extra bit of blankets hanging down
from the four bunks, so that by the morning (as Ruth tells it) the girls had no blankets and Percy had
them all!

BENGBU
We reached Bengbu next day and had to hang round the station for an hour or two till our smaller cases
had been opened and searched by the Japanese. We were thankful they didn’t worry about our larger
luggage which would all have had to be unroped and re-roped again. We got rickshaws then and made
our way to the Mission compound which had no resident missionaries at that time as all had been
evacuated. To our surprise, Mr. Davis and his party were still there. The Rowes had gone on ahead, but
had been held up because they did not have the proper passes. So we settled ourselves in as
comfortably as possible until we could get word from Stanley that they were going on and we could
follow.
The Mission compound was quite a big one with plenty of room for us all, and as Bengbu is quite a big
town, I usually went out each day with one or two of the girls to buy food for us all. This was so as not to
draw on the supplies we had brought with us which would be needed for the journey as we got further
inland. The Japs were well in control, but we had no trouble because England was still not at war with
Japan at that time.
It was a different matter with the Chinese who were under Japanese control in that area. One day at the
railway station, a queue of Chinese were lined up to buy tickets. I saw an old woman obviously ill and
shaking with malaria, standing in line with her daughter who was trying to support her. The Japanese
guard walked along the line, looked at these two who were obviously in distress, then he deliberately
walked away, came back with a bucket of cold water and doused the old lady with it.
I saw another old lady knocked right off her feet by a blow from a Japanese guard when she didn’t move
as fast as he thought she should. There was certainly no love lost between the Japs and the Chinese.
One day, when I was buying something in a shop, I saw a Japanese soldier ride by on horseback. He
was taking the middle of the road and expected everybody to move out of his way. The shop keeper
stood behind his counter and watched him without any expression on his face at all. He waited till the
man was past and then very deliberately walked right out in to the middle of the road, cleared his throat
and spat right where the Japanese had passed. Then still with no expression on his face, he turned and
walked back into the shop. Not a word was spoken, but his actions spoke far louder than any words
could have done.
We were surprised when one day Stanley and Norah, with their whole party turned up again at Bengbu.
The Japanese would not give any of us passes to go on and said there was heavy fighting ahead of us.
We had better go back where we had come from! We were determined not to go back to Shanghai, but
how were we to go forward when every place seemed to be manned by Japanese military? The Rowes,
Ernie Davis, the Terrys and ourselves met together to discuss all the possibilities while Percy and I
planned language study and periods of prayer for the girls who were soon going to get bored if they were
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shut up for long inside the walled compound with nothing much to do. We had no idea how long we
would be there and could only commit the whole situation to the Lord and trust Him to lead us aright.
The Rowes had two children, Christopher, about five and Faith, some two years younger. Apart from
them and our two, the only other children were the Terry’s teenage son and daughter. Frank, at just
over a year, was everybody’s pet and the girls all made a fuss of him. Alan took Faith under his wing and,
as she was at a rather weepy stage, he became very protective of her. I was amused to see him one day
putting his arm around her and saying, “Don’t cry Faify, I’ll take care of you.”
That left Christopher very much to his own devices and, because he was bored, he managed to get into
all sorts of scrapes. His father chastised him one day for something outrageous he had done and we
heard him saying, “You asked God for a little boy and this is what you do to it.” Norah and Stanley both
had a strong sense of humour and there were times when their amusement was too much for their sense
of duty. But one day Norah’s watch disappeared, and that really was a bit too much. It could not have
been anybody but Christopher, and after much scolding they finally got it out of him that he had thrown it
down the well. Stanley promptly prepared to scramble down the well to see if it could be rescued, while
Norah went inside to get something to help him. While there, she went over to her bed to get a hankie
from under her pillow, and there safe and sound was her watch just where she had left it the night before!
“Why did you say you put it down the well?” they asked Christopher, feeling anything but happy at having
falsely accused him. “Well, you asked me and I thought that was a good place”, was the answer. What
a boy!
Every day the four men, Percy, Stanley, Ernie Davis and Mr. Terry all made their way to the local office
where the Japanese in charge of the area had their headquarters. Every day they asked for permission
to go forward and every day they were refused and told they had better return to Shanghai. While they
were there, the rest of us gathered together to pray that God would direct our paths and open the door
for us. This went on for a week and we had already been almost two weeks in Bengbu.
One evening near the end of that fruitless week, the men came back depressed and feeling they were at
the end of their resources, didn’t know what to do next. They came in through the big entrance gates to
the Mission compound and stood together just inside to talk it over. They began to feel there was
nothing for it but to return to Shanghai, and yet they hated the thought of having to tell us that was their
decision. As they stood there, the gate was quietly pushed open and a Chinese man slipped in and
approached them. As he came closer they could see he was not Chinese but Korean.
He quickly produced a small New Testament from his pocket and said, “I m your brother.” He went on
to say that he was the interpreter who had been interpreting for the Japanese at their headquarters
every day when they made their requests for permits to travel. He commended them for the polite way
they had approached the Japanese officers, not causing any offence in any way. “I want to help you,”
he said.
He went on to explain that the Japanese officers changed over every hour and nobody ever knew what
the other was doing or had done. “Don’t just go once a day and leave when you are refused” he said.
“Sooner or later you will find a man who will give you what you want, but you must keep going every hour
and see every officer as he comes on duty.” In the darkness he slipped out as quietly as he had come,
followed by many heartfelt thanks from our four men who felt that God had truly intervened when they
were literally at their wits’ end.
They came inside to tell us what had happened, and we all met together to give thanks and praise to our
great God and to pray for His guidance for the next day as they carried out the advice of their new friend
and brother in the Lord.
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The following day the men set off early to be at the offices as soon as they opened, and began their
hourly visits and requests. Their Korean friend was there as usual, but gave no sign of recognition.
They continued for most of the day, each time when they presented themselves to the officer in charge
being refused as usual, but at last some time in the late afternoon, they met an officer who seemed more
friendly. He explained that we were in a military zone and because of military activities ahead of us, it
was impossible for us to obtain permits to pass through. Then he said that if we were to go further north
to the area under a civil administration, we should have no trouble in getting through.
With all the politeness he could muster, Percy asked if he would be willing to give us permits to leave
Bengbu and go north to Guide. He said he would and that if Percy cared to go on the back of his
motorbike, he would go with him at once to the railway station and help him get tickets for rail travel to
Guide. Miracle of miracles! They could hardly believe it, but the other three men handed all their official
documents to Percy and quite soon he was on the back of the Jap officer s motorbike on his way to the
station. The officer took him in, introduced him to the station master, and then left him to it.
Having come to them under the auspices of the military command, everybody was very polite to him, but
they took a long time to go through all the passports of our large party. There were 32 of us altogether,
including our four children, and the Japs got a lot of amusement out of lining up the passports of all the
ladies, and comparing them to see who was the best looking! Percy would never tell us what their final
decision was! As they got our four parties sorted out (we thought it best to keep to four parties and travel
on different days), they went into shrieks of laughter as they discovered that each party consisted of one
man and seven ladies. They probably thought all foreigners had seven wives! It took hours to get tickets
for us all, but at last it was done and Percy came back triumphant full of thankfulness to God for what He
had done.
We arranged between ourselves that the Davis party should go first as he was a District Superintendent
and his absence was making things difficult in Henan. The Rowes and the Terrys and ourselves all had
longer distances to travel, but we had no deadlines to meet. By this time we not only had all our own
luggage and, with 21 new workers, that was no small amount, but we had found stacked up in Bengbu
boxes and boxes of Bibles from the Bible Society, and cases of stores all addressed to people in the
interior. They had got so far and no further, because of the hostilities between the Chinese and the
Japanese. We decided that, rather than leave them there to rot or be looted, we would add them to our
own luggage and get them to the people waiting for them in some far off Mission station.
We farewelled the Davis party cheerfully on a Saturday afternoon, but within twenty minutes they were
back owing to some slight difficulty in booking the luggage. They left again on Sunday morning and
succeeded this time in getting through to free China without too much trouble. The Rowe party was next
and they struck trouble on Monday morning when a new group of officials at the station professed to
know nothing of us or our affairs. They eventually gave them permission to travel but only after all their
luggage had been searched twice, once outside the railway station, and again after it had been taken
through on to the platform. The boxes were all roped as well as locked, so each had to be unroped (by
us, not them), everything pulled out and looked over (by them, not us). Then as they passed on to the
next box we were left to repack our scattered possessions, lock the box and rerope it. Percy and Mr.
Terry had gone down with the party to help Stanley with the luggage. By the time they returned to report
to us, they were not only angry at Japanese officialdom, but exhausted with the effort of tying and
untying the ropes. What was maddening too, was that although there were a large number of Bible
Society boxes, they were all exactly alike and their contents were the same, and we had the bill of lading
for each already stamped by the Japanese Customs. In spite of that, every box was opened and
examined, locked again and reopened, not only once but twice. Stanley nearly missed the train with all
this going on, and as he had all the tickets, the rest of the party nearly missed it too. In the end they all
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got away and Percy and Mr. Terry heaved a sigh of relief as they came back to us to prepare for our own
departure.
On the next morning Percy took two of the girls with him to help the Terry party get away. He felt they
could be helping Mrs. Terry and their children repack boxes while he and Mr. Terry did the roping and
unroping. Our own turn came the following day, but this time there was only one man, and by the time
we finished at the railway station, Percy s hands were sore and swollen but we were through it all at
last and safely on our way to Guide.

GUIDE
We only had one change of trains and an overnight stay in an inn at Xuzhou where there was a railway
junction, and the next day we found ourselves arriving at Guide. There we were given a warm welcome
by Mr. White of the Southern Baptist Mission. He was kindness itself and did all he could to help us. To
save congestion, the Rowe party had gone on to Bozhou, another three hours by road, but near enough
for Stanley to spend a lot of time with Percy and Mr. Terry trying to get permits for us to move on.
Our problems were by no means over even though we were now in a non military zone. Although Mr.
White knew the officials well and they were all very friendly, there was always some reason why we
could not have permits to leave ‘today’ or ‘tomorrow’. Finally we came to the conclusion that we were
probably not going to get them at all. This was confirmed one day when the men were told we must all
go back to Qingdao. This we were determined not to do, so we quietly decided to walk out on the
authorities and pray for the eyes of all guards and soldiers to be kept shut as we passed through.

FREE CHINA
It was a strange feeling to be creeping out of a sleeping city early in the morning with our forty cart loads
of baggage, twenty two foreigners all trying to look as inconspicuous as possible. As truck after truck
passed us loaded with Japanese soldiers, we walked on quietly, but expecting every minute to be
challenged to show our passes. The Bozhou party only had their hand luggage as we had all their
heavy luggage with ours. The sentries at the Bozhou city gates challenged them as they came through,
but let them pass.
What a day that was! Apart from our fears of being stopped and sent back while we crossed ‘no man’s
land’ to Chinese occupied territory, we found that the Chinese had cut ditches across the roads to
prevent Japanese vehicles getting through. Every few hundred yards we had to stop, unload our carts,
carry everything across the ditch and reload on the other side. I lost count of how many times we did this.
I only know it was quite late in the afternoon when we found ourselves approaching a small village and
read with amusement and thankfulness a big sign in Chinese characters on the building facing us,
‘Down with the Japanese devils!’ We had done it!! We were in ‘free China’ at last.
By nightfall all parties had gathered in the little Chinese village. We had safely negotiated the Japanese
occupied territory between Guide and ‘no man s land’, and then ‘no man s land’ itself, which both
sides had tried to make as difficult as possible to pass through. The village people stared at us as if they
had never seen foreigners before. There was a large Chinese garrison stationed in the village, so Percy
and Stanley and Mr. Terry went together to interview the Commanding Officer. The result was that we
were given every courtesy and all the help we needed.
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Inns were found where we could stay the night, not the most comfortable accommodation as most of us
had to sleep on the floor, but we were too tired to care. Food of a kind was prepared for us and next
morning, as we walked the mile or so down to the river to hire boats, we found a guard of honour drawn
up to farewell us. Percy, marching on ahead with Frankie perched astride his shoulders, was taken
completely by surprise when the soldiers suddenly sprang to attention and presented arms as he came
abreast of them. All he could think to do was to bow as deeply as possible, but with Frank on his
shoulders, this was not easy. We caught up with him in time to see Percy looking embarrassed and
rather foolish as the soldiers prepared to march away. The other two men, who had not been caught up
in this little drama, were splitting their sides laughing at Percy’s dilemma.
The men had spoken for four boats to take us down river and over the wide spread flood waters, which
were the result of the Generalissimo breaking the Huang He (Yellow River) dykes to keep back the
Japanese and hinder their advance into China. We allotted the biggest boat to the Rowes with their two
children and five of the new workers. They had Ilma, Elizabeth and Ruth, our three Aussies, who had
travelled with us from Melbourne, and also Jessie and Mildred who were both English. We had the two
New Zealanders, Ina and Marjorie, whom we had brought from Sydney, and also three Britishers, Olive
Lothian, Marjorie Sykes (nicknamed ‘Bill’ for obvious reasons) and Ina McLachlan from Scotland.
The Terry family had a small boat to themselves, and we were given the remaining two, one small boat
for our family and the bigger one for the girls. Because there was so little room on our boat, we spent
most of the daylight hours on the bigger one with our girls. That gave Alan and Frankie room to move
round and play, and sometimes if we were near a bank, we were able to get out and walk while the
boatmen pulled upstream singing songs which often sounded very like ‘The Volga Boatman’.
At night we usually anchored somewhere near the shore, and our family would then return to our own
small boat for the night. Our sleeping area was about five feet square, with the roof some three feet
above our heads. We slept with our heads near the entrance to get some air and, since we couldn’t
stretch straight out comfortably, Percy and I stretched across from corner to corner with a child filling the
gaps each side of us. It was a tight squeeze and we were never sorry when morning came and we
could stretch our legs.
Alan’s constant companion was a little lunch case which my cousin Wally Tassell had given him before
we left Perth. He kept all his ‘luggage’ in it and packed and unpacked it a dozen times a day. It never left
him, and kept him happy and contented all through that long journey. Both the boys were marvellous
little travellers and I was so thankful that they kept well and good all the way along.
As we proceeded the flood waters increased on all sides, dirty yellow water which was our only drinking
water of course. We saw dead bodies floating past at times, people as well as animals. The boatman’s
wife hauled up a bucket of water when it was needed, and as she swished a lump of alum round in it, the
sediment settled at the bottom. Then we boiled the clear water remaining at the top before we dared
drink it. It was probably full of germs, but at least they were cooked germs before we ate them!
The Rowe party kept us amused with their antics. Christopher, in a playful mood, decided to throw one
of his best shoes overboard, much to his mother’s disgust. On another day Stanley, who was quietly
sitting on deck, suddenly decided he would go on shore. He was very short sighted, and whether he
misjudged the distance or not we never knew, but instead of landing on the bank, he jumped with a loud
splash into the deep water between it and the boat. Norah, instead of rushing to save her spouse from
drowning, was so overcome with mirth, that she just stood on the deck with both hands on her hips and
laughed and laughed, while Stanley called in vain for somebody to help him.

233

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

HENAN PROVINCE
At last we reached Zhoujiakou where the CIM had two Mission Stations and where we were going to
leave our boats and travel overland to Yuncheng, the station where Raymond and I had spent so many
months with old Mr. and Mrs. Ford during our evacuation in 1935. The Fords had retired long before this
and Mr. and Mrs. Ernie Davis were there in charge now. Since he had been the first to leave Bengbu, he
had been able to get through to free China while we were still in Guide and later held up in Bozhou. We
learned that between his going and our finally getting through, there had been a battle between the
Chinese and the Japanese in which we could have been caught had we not been delayed. So Romans
8:28 proved true again.
We stayed overnight in Zhoujiakou and next morning went on by rickshaw to Yuncheng. By this time it
was 22 December and we had been almost two months on the way, a trip which in normal times by train
would only take two days. Mr. and Mrs. Davis insisted we should spend Christmas with them. After all,
it was the first Christmas away from home for the new workers, and to spend it with the Chinese Church
would be an experience worth having. The population of Henan was vast, and the churches were very
big. I remembered the crowds who had come to hear Wang Mingdao while I was there in 1935 and
looked forward to sharing the Christmas services with them.

CHRISTMAS 1940
We were awakened at about four o’clock on Christmas morning by the children from the Chinese
Christian School singing carols under our windows. It was a crisp cold night and, as they stood there in
the darkness with their hurricane lanterns, their voices came clearly and sweetly up to us above them.
At 10 o’clock we all gathered in the Church for a service, and about 700 Chinese gathered there with us.
Various musical items were given and, of course, our new girls were asked to contribute something in
English, which they did.
Christmas dinner had been prepared for the whole crowd by sinking ‘woks’ into the sloping ground of the
lower courtyard, building fires under them and cooking slowly, rice in some and delicious smelling stew
in the others. It was very simple, but everybody had enough. It was not the food but the joy of being
together on the Lord’s birthday which brought them together and kept them there till late in the afternoon,
when they gradually drifted off home to their villages.
The only unhappy incident was when Christopher Rowe (it would be Christopher!) ran down from the
upper field to the lower one and, not knowing the cooking pots were there, put his foot right into the
middle of the boiling stew in one of them. The stew was none the worse, but Christopher had a very sore
foot and leg for the rest of the trip. I must say, I could not help but admire the way in which he endured
what must have been a great deal of pain. He got round on one leg with the minimum of fuss and I
thought him a really brave little boy.
Because of the seven children on the compound, Mrs. Davis had prepared a western style Christmas
dinner for the evening meal on Christmas Day. She even had a tree with presents for all the children.
That was very exciting and they all went off to bed with shining faces hugging their new possessions.
Next morning we were up bright and early ready to start on the road again. As we were to do the first
stage by bus, we went to the bus station only to find the buses already there were full. Buses of course
were still open trucks, so all we could do was to climb up over the wheels and try to squeeze in somehow
between other passengers and their luggage. An hour and a half went by before we started, and by that
time we were all suffering from cramp. Fortunately for us, once we got going, some of the passengers
were facing the front and could see what was coming. They shouted a warning to the rest of us when a
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low gateway or overhanging tree could have knocked us off our perches as we passed under them. The
luggage didn’t fare so well, and got badly knocked about and, by the time we arrived in the late afternoon
at Ye Xian, most of us were covered with dust and bruises as well.
At Ye Xian we were able to stay at the CIM home. There were no missionaries there but a very charming
little Bible woman welcomed us and made us feel at home. As she could speak English, even the new
girls felt at ease with her. The Terry party caught up with us the same night, so next morning we all set
off together for Luoyang. Because we had arranged the night before that the buses should call at the
CIM before going on to the bus station, we were able to get on first and make ourselves a little more
comfortable with our bedding rolls for seats and back rests.

NORTH WEST CHINA
By the end of the day we were into loess country and the dust was worse than anything we had
experienced so far. As Elizabeth Swanton described it in one of her home letters.
“Clouds of it poured in at the back and up through the floor until we
were nearly choked. We were coated with layer after layer changing
colour as the type of soil changed until all passengers had a uniform
appearance.”
The loess country with its cave dwellings and temples and even idols carved into the hillsides, were new
experiences for her and the others who had not been there before, and they were fascinated by it all.
Twice during the day we all had to get off the trucks and walk over bridges that had been damaged by
bombing. We held our breath as the trucks were driven slowly over, but they got safely across in both
cases. The nearer we got to Luoyang the more evidence we saw of heavy bombing. The premises that
we would normally have expected to occupy, belonging to one of our Associate Missions had been
wrecked by bombs, but friends on the Lutheran compound opened their doors to us.

LUOYANG
We found they were already giving hospitality to members of three other Missions. It was good to meet
with them all for worship on that Sunday evening. They had a well built air raid shelter in the grounds,
some 35 feet below ground level, but although the Lutheran folk told us their city was due another air raid,
we only had one very short one during our time there. Soldiers were everywhere and our girls found it
very embarrassing to be stared at every time they went out on the street. Those of us who had been in
China longer were so used to it that we never gave it a thought! How quickly one gets used to a different
culture!
What really did upset Ruth and Elizabeth was to be caught up in a crowd one day when they went into
the city. The crowd were marching with music and banners and there were quite young children among
them, all hurrying to see the public execution of a spy outside the city wall.
By this time some of the new workers had already left us to go to Henry and Mary Guiness in one of the
Henan stations for language study. The only ones left were the seven who were to live with us in Xixiang.
The Terrys and the Rowes were still with us, going on to Gansu Province, so we could all travel together
as far as Xi’an where we would part company. We divided into two parties to leave Luoyang. The
Terrys and the Rowes and Mildred and Ilma went first by train on the Monday morning, and the rest of us
waited till the Wednesday which happened to be New Year’s Day 1941.
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That morning after a service in the Church, the whole congregation visited each home on the compound
to wish us a Happy New Year. They stood in the garden of the house while the occupants of the house
came out on to the front steps to receive them. One man made a New Year speech, we all bowed to
each other three times, then they were led in singing by a blind man with a braille hymn book. We were
told he was the son of the Empress Dowager’s gatekeeper, but when he was struck by blindness, he
was thrown out of the palace and rescued by missionaries.
On the train we all crowded into one sleeper and managed to pass a reasonable night. At dawn we were
all turned out as we approached the border of Shaanxi, Shanxi and Henan. This was considered to be
the most dangerous part of the journey as the Japanese were continually firing across the Huang He
(Yellow River) from the places where they were entrenched on the other side. We had to find our own
transport across what was known as ‘the Gap’. This was as far as our train would go, but other trains
would be waiting on the other side of the Gap. I got breakfast for us all at an inn while Percy went off to
try and hire carts. When the carter picked up the shafts to begin pulling, the front of the cart was pushed
up and the back went down almost to road level, so if after piling their luggage in, people wanted to get
on themselves, it was better to get in from the back and to sit facing the back with the upended floor of
the cart as a backrest.
As we got nearer the main town on the Huang He all traffic was diverted into a narrow trench guarded by
soldiers. The old road was high enough above us to be seen from the other side of the river, but the
trench along which we were told to travel was sunk well below ground level. It was narrow and crowded
and full of dust. Carts, wheelbarrows, pedestrians, coolies and laden donkeys all struggled to pass each
other as they waded through the dust. Every few minutes soldiers had to untangle wheels as collisions
occurred. As we reached and passed through the bombed city, we realised how much damage had
been done. We passed whole streets where the buildings on both sides were blown to pieces, but in
spite of all the damage, the city was still in Chinese hands. This was the same city of Tongguan which
had been the end of the railway when Myrie, Bertha and I with Miss Haslam had come to Shaanxi for the
first time in 1932. How different it was now when most of the people had fled into the surrounding
country to escape the Jap bombs.
At Tongguan we were now about half way across the Gap. The road we were travelling on was the only
one left into west and north west China and it followed the course of the Huang He on the other side of
which the Japanese were firmly entrenched. Both sides were continually firing across the river at each
other. Our road had been cut some 12 to 15 feet deep down into the loess soil for protection from the
shooting, and travel along it was usually done at night.
On this day we went through in broad daylight and the only shooting was from the Chinese side and we
did not need to take cover even once. Sometimes we had glimpses of the river which at that time of the
year was ice bound, and the frozen waves and foam made a pretty picture.
Return to Table of Contents
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SHAANXI AGAIN
It was 4 pm when we came to the end of the Gap and found a
train waiting to take us on to Xi’an. As Tongguan is the border
city of Shaanxi, by the time we passed through it, we were
actually in Shaanxi Province - home at last. Not quite perhaps,
as we still had a long way to go before we reached the
Hanzhong Plain and Xixiang, but it was so good to be in
territory we knew and among people we were familiar with. I
must say that wherever our travels had taken us and with whom
ever we had had to spend a night or more, we had never lacked
a welcome. There was always that lovely sense of ‘family’ that
is part of the inheritance of the people of God. We have
brothers and sisters everywhere.
We had to stay a week in Xi’an waiting for our passports to be
returned to us and for the girls to be given resident permits for
however long they would be with us. That gave them the
chance to see something of this wonderful old capital of ancient
China. Unfortunately some of the historical sights such as the
Nestorian Tablet, had been sand-bagged up to protect them
from bombing, and the now famous terracotta soldiers had not
yet been unearthed. We stayed at the Scandinavian Alliance
Mission as usual. They were associates of the CIM which
meant we used their facilities in Xi’an and they used ours in Shanghai or Chongqing.
The English Baptists also had a work in Xi’an, mainly medical, though they did do Church work as well.
We used their hospital when we needed to, and we knew most of their missionaries quite well. The
George Youngs had their children at Chefoo School and I found myself green with envy when I heard
that Mrs. Young was preparing to spend the summer at Chefoo. How I would have loved to be able to
join her. We had had no news of Raymond or Jess since we left Qingdao, though we were sure there
would be mail waiting in Hanzhong. The school term had commenced the previous Tuesday, so our little
boy would now be a fully fledged schoolboy living with all the other Prepites in the Prep School with boys
and girls of his own age. He would know Kath and Beryl Strange from Shaanxi, but nobody else at first.
Alan was only just beginning to find his feet without Raymond. It really hadn’t been easy for him to adjust
to life without his big brother. Frankie was growing fast and was everybody’s pet and plaything. His
funny little ways were an amusement to us all. One day he was sitting on our big bed and quite suddenly
lifted his face for me to kiss him. Then he crawled across to Percy and did the same to him, chuckling to
himself as if it were a great joke. Next day when I asked for a kiss, he just turned his head away! By this
time he had twelve teeth and another nearly through, so travelling did not seem to have done any harm.
It was two months since we left Shanghai and we were still not at the end of our journey. In Xi’an we
parted regretfully from Norah and Stanley and the Terrys who were all going on to Gansu in the far north
west, while we were preparing for the trip over the mountains south to Hanzhong. We had to go first by
train to Baoji where Ruth and Charlie Frencham were now living.
BAOJI
We got away from the Mission Home straight after lunch. Our train did not leave till five o’clock, but in
China we always needed to allow plenty of time for complications or difficulties along the way. We
reached Baoji at two o’clock in the morning, only to discover that our bedding had not come on the train
with us. There were no rickshaws at the station, so eventually we put all our hand luggage on to one
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wheelbarrow, the two children on another and we walked across the city. As one of the girls said, it was
a case of ‘follow the squeak’, the squeak being the noise made by the wheel of the wheelbarrow. The
moon was nearly full and it was a lovely night, crisp and cool, and we were glad of the walk to warm us
up. For all that, after we had gone by mistake to the street chapel instead of the Mission Home, we were
so thankful when Percy disappeared down a dark lane and came back to lead us to the right place. By
this time it was 3 o’clock in the morning and we longed for nothing so much as bed and sleep.
Charlie Frencham was determined to live exactly as the Chinese do, so their home had few comforts of
any kind. Since our bedding had not arrived, we had to be content with rolling ourselves in our travelling
rugs. We all felt we had never spent such a cold night and were thankful when morning dawned at last,
even though our night had been such a short one. Ruth’s welcome was warm and friendly, but she
lacked so many things which would have made life a little easier, so we settled down to make the best of
a bad job. We were there for nearly a week before we were able to continue our journey to the south.
One aspect of life in Baoji which intrigued the girls and rather amazed me too, was Charlie’s goats. He
had a good flock, but nobody to look after them, so a good part of his day was spent taking them out to
find grass and then watching them as they ate. At night they were locked in a small yard at the back of
the house, but to get to it and to leave it every morning, the whole herd had to rush right through the
house! I will never forget the faces of the girls as they saw this happen for the first time!
Trucks going through to the south were not very frequent. Percy managed to get one for all our luggage,
so we decided he had better go on with it and I would wait with the girls for the next one which could take
us all. It was nearly a week after he left that one finally agreed to take us. Petrol was unobtainable so
trucks were running on charcoal or Chinese wine. The one we got was alcoholic and the fumes nearly
choked us, but it was much quicker than charcoal and more likely to be able to get up the mountains.
We had a most disagreeable crowd of fellow passengers and a number of soldiers who pushed us round
whenever they felt like it. One shrew of a woman disliked foreigners on sight and was determined we
should be aware of it.
To me all the difficulties of this trip and of being in charge of the party and the only one who could speak
the language, were all made up for by being able to have yet another glimpse of our wonderful
mountains, so different and so beautiful, stretching as far as the eye could see. The girls fell in love with
them too, and though it was cold, the days were clear and the sun shone on the mountain slopes and
even reached down into the deepest valleys for a short time at noon.
That first day was a very long one, but at night we reached the famous old temple at Miaotaizi, part of
which the China Travel Service had taken over as an inn for the use of travellers. Percy had booked
rooms for us on the way through, so we had no trouble and spent a very comfortable night there. Now
that the Government had pushed through motor roads because of the war and the need to transport
military personnel and goods as quickly as possible, the old days of nine days by foot over the
mountains was a thing of the past. I often looked back on the old leisurely trip by foot with nostalgia for
all the little villages we used to stop at and drink tea and talk and share the Gospel, now never touched
as we shot through in trucks. Most of the Chinese drivers knew little or nothing about the insides of a
motor vehicle, and we were often horrified at the risks they took on those dangerous mountain roads.
Elizabeth described that second day when we hoped to reach Hanzhong by nightfall:
“We enjoyed the scenery of that second day even more than the first.
There was more vegetation and we followed the course of a clear river.
The colours of the stones in the river bed were amazing and the water
itself seemed to change form indigo to pale jade. Here and there,
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perched on the top of a steep mountain, was a picturesque little temple.
We could quite understand how people felt they acquired merit by
visiting these shrines.
Just when we were congratulating ourselves that we should be in
Hanzhong by dinner time, our truck ran out of alcohol, so we thankfully
climbed out to stretch our legs. Then we sat by the river while the driver
walked to the next town about four miles
away. Three hours
later he returned with a little fuel on the top of another truck to which
most of our passengers transferred. We remained on the first truck,
but a mile further on, ran out of fuel again in a narrow place where the
road was under construction. The second bus was behind us and
there just was not room for it to pass. It would drive alongside, crash
and pull away to crash again. Each time the two met, we would pass
over luggage and, when all was transferred, began to climb over
ourselves
Four of us, Ruth, Elizabeth, Ilma and Mildred were still on the first bus
when the other bus bumped again, began to push past and gradually
pushed our bus (the first one) off the road. We tried to scramble across
but there were warning cries, and a most imposing looking passenger
held up an imperious hand and said, “Wait a minute, ladies” in English!
At last the second bus managed to squeeze past us and disappeared
in a cloud of dust, while we were left sitting. We sat back to back on a
spare tyre and laughed. There was nothing we could do. If we tried to
walk to the town we would probably lose the others, and something
would have to be done about the bus we were on, so we might as well
wait.
So there we sat without luggage, without money, without tickets and
without language, on the top of a temporarily abandoned bus, whose
driver had vanished. After three quarters of an hour, Mrs. Moore
appeared! The imposing passenger had championed our cause, she
said, and contrary to her expectations, the driver had consented to wait
for us in the bus station. This bus (the one which had got ahead of ours)
was a charcoal burner, so slower and the first one after it had been
refuelled, actually passed us before we reached Hanzhong.”

HANZHONG AT LAST
So we reached Hanzhong three months after leaving Shanghai. Arthur and Esther were still in Canada
and Norman and Amy McIntosh were in charge at Hanzhong till they returned. The girls had their first
taste of conditions in war time China that very first morning, when the air alarm sounded and they had to
take the children (five others as well as our two) down to the dugout. It was about an hour and a half
later, after they had dropped their bombs somewhere not too close to us, that the ‘all clear’ sounded.
Alan had caught a chill on the trip over the mountains and was quite ill for a few days, so we could not go
on immediately to Xixiang. Percy went on ahead again with the luggage and to try and get the house
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into some semblance of order before our arrival. It had not been occupied for some time, and I was
concerned about buying stores to feed my large family. Also there was the question of milk which we
could no longer expect to get in powdered form from the coast. We would need to keep a herd of goats
to supply our increased needs, but Chinese goats give so little milk that it would have to be a pretty big
herd.
While we were still in Baoji, Percy was reading his Bible one morning and came to me laughing over
what he had just read in Proverbs. The last verse in chapter 27 said,
“There will be enough goats milk for your food, for the food of your
household and for the maintenance of your maidens.”
Seeing that we were taking seven ‘maidens’ back with us and needed milk for them as well as for
ourselves, it seemed a promise just for us at that time. So it proved to be. When Percy arrived in Xixiang
he found a man waiting for him who had travelled right across country from Henan with a herd of
beautiful goats. He had been goatman for a missionary of another Mission and when they had to
evacuate, he gave the whole herd to his man to help support him in the future. Hearing that we might
need goats, he waited for our arrival. Percy was able to buy three or four nannies in full milk as well as
a billy. Swiss goats give an abundant supply, and for the rest of our time in China, we had an ample milk
supply for ourselves and for our :’maidens’ while they were with us.
Mail had been mounting up in Hanzhong for us and to our great joy there were letters from Raymond and
Jess. There was also one from Doris Williams predating theirs, and telling about Raymond on the ship
to Chefoo after he left us in Shanghai. She said,
“You’ll be happy to know that he has quite adopted Miss Carr and she
him. She thinks he is such a sensible little chap. It was lovely seeing
her getting him ready for bed last night. He was so good and so bright
and not at all strained, perfectly at ease with Miss Carr. She suggested
I might like to hear his prayers and then left him with me.
He
suggested we sing a hymn, but I didn’t know the one he chose, so we
sang ‘Jesus loves me’ and we talked for awhile about you all. He
thought Alan might wonder where he was and whether he would
remember that he had gone on the ship. Then it was prayer time. He
prayed all round the family and asked the Lord to keep our boat and all
the other boats from sinking, and then that certain other boats might
sink! Very clearly and decidedly too! I tucked him up in bed and kissed
him goodnight and he said he would give Miss Carr a kiss goodnight
too, so you see she has won his heart. She is so nice with him and
yesterday, when we left, she had a game all ready for him and he really
loved it and was so contented. He thinks this boat is nicer that the
Nellore.”
Jesse’s first letter was all about his arrival with Miss Carr. She rushed up the gang plank and took him
off with her without waiting for Customs as of course the adults had to do. Since Jessie was living in the
hospital, it was thought wiser for Raymond not to be living with her in case of infections. Dr. and Mary
Howie however, had their own home, so they took him to live with them until school commenced after
Christmas. Jess was constantly in and out of the Howie home and they were old friends of the Moores,
so this worked out well. On the first evening she took him first to the Howies to meet them and then back
to the hospital to have tea with her. Then they went down to the Prep School and brought Beryl Strange
back with them as he knew her from Shaanxi.
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On the back of Jessie’s letter there were notes from Raymond and Beryl too, and pictures they had
drawn. Beryl said, “I have seen Raymond Moore. Love from Beryl”. Raymond said, “Auntie Jessie
came to meet me. I had a nice time with Miss Carr. Beryl is playing with me.” At least he was able to
form letters and write to us, and as time went on he was able to say much more. Every letter was
precious and it was so good to have Jess there to love him and spoil him a bit and to give us reports of all
his doings. She was going through a difficult time just then herself, and to have Raymond there all to
herself for awhile before school started, was just what she needed.

THE WAR YEARS

1941 - 1945

I am calling this section ‘The War Years’ because, although the war in Europe began in 1939, except for
minor inconveniences, it was not until 1941 that we began to really understand what war meant. By the
middle of February 1941 we were beginning to settle back into life in Xixiang with our seven ‘maidens’.
My letters home tell about those first weeks.
“Coming back with such a big family (nine adults and two children) to
an empty house and not having had any time to prepare, made me
pretty busy when we first arrived. I had to buy everything in big
quantities which meant arguing weights and prices with the sellers of
peanuts, vegetables, charcoal, wood, flour, grains and ever so many
other things. Then when we have all these things bought in, I have to
start at rock bottom and prepare them for eating. We buy the peanuts
in their shells so they have to be shelled, roasted, husked and ground
very very slowly on a big stone grindstone if we want nice smooth
peanut butter. For porridge we have to prepare and grind whatever
cereals we want to use, and if we want to make puffed rice for a cold
cereal in the hot weather, I put special rice into a big Chinese wok filled
with sand and heated until the grains of rice pop like pop corn. Then of
course we have to separate the grains of rice from the sand!!
We have a very nice syrup which we all like to eat on bread with peanut
butter. It is called ‘tangxi’ and that too has to be boiled up before we
dare eat it, and I usually boil some ginger in with it to give it a nice
flavour. Sugar and salt come in big 10 kilogram parcels and are always
so full of dirt, sticks, beesheads and other unappetising things, that
they too have to be cleaned.
How do I do it? I get the biggest
saucepan I can find, tip the sugar in and cover it with water. Then I
crunch up several handfuls of egg shells saved specially for the
purpose, add them to the sugar and bring it to the boil. As it boils the
dirt and sticks and other things all come to the top and I skim them off.
Finally I strain it all through a muslin cloth and boil it again hard, until it
‘spins a thread’, when I beat it until it granulates again. By that time it
looks a lot cleaner than it did. I treat the salt more or less in the same
way. In this way I can use both salt and sugar for preserving meat,
making our own hams and bacon, and to make jam and bottle fruit.
But it is a lot of work, especially when I have such a big family and
many visitors passing through or staying. Of course I try to teach my
cook to do some of these things, but he has plenty to do just keeping up
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with the meals. It looks as if my work for awhile will be housekeeping
for the new workers, but I would like to be able to get in a little work
among the Chinese women as well.”
Percy had the school whitewashed and fixed up nicely for the girls to live in and study in, but they came
up to us for all their meals and prayers together. The school was another big compound at the bottom of
our garden with a gateway between them and us, so all they had to do was to walk up though our
garden.
Percy was in demand as soon as we got back for a Bible teaching ministry in the Churches, and
especially in the smaller groups scattered through the mountains and out in the country. We had not
been long back when he was called to an eight day Conference at Yang Xian which left me to do his
work at Xixiang as well as my own. Sadie Custer came down from Xinci where she was working with
Bertha Silversides to help me.
As I had to take Percy’s
Chinese/English
classes
with the girls, I was glad to
hand the housekeeping
over to her. We found
plenty to keep us both
going and I was very
thankful to have her there
when one of the girls, Ina
Tebbs from New Zealand,
had a bad attack one night
with vomiting and pains in
the right side.
They
gradually got worse until I
decided to send a telegram to Hanzhong for help and advice. Dr. Max Gray happened to be spending a
few days there on his way to Sichuan from Gansu, so he and Norman McIntosh got on their bikes and
came straight down, arriving here on Friday night. Max examined Ina and decided it was probably an
appendix, but if it wasn’t, it was serious enough to need attention, and he thought she ought to go up to
the English Baptist Hospital in Xi’an for an x-ray and possibly an operation. Sadie was leaving on the
Monday for Hanzhong, so Ina got ready to go with her and from there Norman Mac would take her on to
Xi’an. I felt sorry to have this happen and Ina’s study interrupted so early, but I was thankful to the Lord
that Max was there when we needed him and that Norm could escort her to Xi’an.
It was April before Ina got back, but it had proved to be an appendix and the doctors in Xi’an were able to
remove it. Helen Dalton who was my nurse when Alan was born, was on her way back to Hanzhong,
bringing with her a lovely Norwegian girl called Annie Skau, so they escorted Ina back and brought her
all the way to Xixiang where they stayed with us for a few days. Both Helen and Annie were big tall girls
and the Chinese used to look at them with amazement when they walked down the street together.
They must have seemed like giantesses, but Annie’s bright smile and loving ways soon won their hearts.
During the early months of the year, Percy’s old teacher, Mr. Chang, who had been such a help when we
first came to Xixiang, was taken ill and died. He was a Beijing man and had no family in this part of the
world. He was actually in Shiquan when he became ill, but as soon as we heard, Percy sent someone
down to bring him back to us where we could care for him. He was glad to be ‘home’ and brightened up
at first, but soon relapsed again and died. I was struck by the contrast between his Christian funeral and
two other heathen funerals held at about the same time. There was a certain amount of sadness with us
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for we all loved the old man, but there was joy too because we knew he was in Heaven with the Lord he
had loved and served. Further along the street, before the other funerals had even begun, there was a
continuous weeping and wailing from the professional mourners. The Buddhist priests sat there
morning and night reciting prayers while the monotonous tap, tap, tap of the little hammers they use,
went on endlessly. There was an awful hopelessness about it all.
It was towards the end of March that I had a miscarriage to my surprise, as I was not even sure I was
pregnant. I had been working pretty hard ever since our return and my two little ‘pickles’ kept me going
too, but what actually did the damage was a trip into the country that I took with ‘Jiu Jiu’, one of our
Church young women. We went out to visit one of the country women and wandered on through the
rice fields on paths about nine inches wide, until we reached the back of her place. We had a good visit
with her and when we left, came out through the front entrance onto the ‘big road’, big because it is about
two and a half feet wide instead of nine inches. We soon got on to the paths between the rice fields
again and wandered along, keeping our eyes glued to the path because it had rained recently and we
didn’t want to slip over into the fields full of water.
It wasn’t till we had gone some distance that I
began to think we were taking a long time to get home. Jiu Jiu seemed a bit doubtful of our whereabouts
then too, but we went on till we came to a street full of people who all stared at us as if they had never
seen a foreigner before.
I said, “Jiu Jiu, wherever are we?” She said, “I don’t seem to recognise it either, but I’ll ask.” When they
said, ‘Yangheba’ we nearly fainted! Yangheba is fifteen li from Xixiang and ten li from Mrs. Zhou’s so we
had walked ten li in the wrong direction. By this time it was getting dark and the thought of walking fifteen
li in the dark on a narrow muddy track with four feet of water on either side if we happened to slip, did not
thrill either of us. However it was the only way of getting home, so we started out. Before we got half
way it was pitch dark and the road was more and more difficult to see. Road and water looked exactly
the same colour in the dark and at one stage Jiu Jiu stepped firmly forward on to a light patch of road and
found to her sorrow that it was a light patch of water instead.
We suddenly saw a dark mass of some kind by the side of the road and discovered it to be man. He said,
“You need a light”, to which we answered fervently “We do!” Much to our surprise he offered to go to his
home and get us a lantern. We were only too thankful and the lantern helped enormously. God’s angels
must have been on the road that night, because some distance further along, we met another man going
in the same direction as ourselves and actually living in the same street as we did. He offered to take us
by a short cut to the river, and when we got there and crossed it on the one plank bridge, we met Percy
and the goat boy coming to look for us. As we joined forces and went home together we kept meeting
some of the Church people coming to look for us, but when we told them we had gone to Yangheba by
mistake they simply collapsed into laughter. It really gave them something to talk about and Jiu Jiu and
I lost face completely.
Two nights later I lost the baby I hardly suspected was there. We thought of sending for Sadie again to
help in the house, but in the end everybody helped and it wasn’t long before I was well again. Ilma
looked after me as she was a nurse and a midwife, Ruth and Millicent took charge of the children and
Jessie and Olive looked after the kitchen. By this time my good old ‘Cookie’ was well installed and they
didn’t have too much to do except discuss with him what we should eat and what he needed to buy.
After a consultation with me each morning, they went down armed with pencil and paper to the kitchen.
It all did wonders for their language, and the rest did me good as I was more tired than I had guessed.
For some time afterwards I found my back, which had been a problem ever since Alan was born, playing
up again and aching quite badly, but that was probably a good warning to take care.
Return to Table of Contents
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THE CHURCH
Coming back after furlough, I felt that many of the women had become very lax in spiritual things. Apart
from visiting them and catching up with their families, I found it hard to know where to start, but decided
that if I began a weekly Bible study and prayer meeting for them, it might be a beginning. Dear old Mrs.
Wang, the 80 year old widow who came from across the river, manipulating the narrow one plank bridge
with her tiny bound feet every Sunday, walking ten miles to Church and ten back, was as bright as ever
and a joy to us all. I hardly expected her to come to a midweek meeting, but there were others who lived
nearer who could, and I hoped would. Percy was encouraged by some students asking to have an
English Bible class on Sunday afternoons. About thirty or forty came at 3 o clock every Sunday. Most
of them never came near the place otherwise, and we suspected all they wanted was to learn English.
Percy made no bones about his reasons for giving them the time, but they still seemed quite keen to
come, so we could only pray that some at least would turn to the Lord as they studied His Word. Many
of them came from a big Industrial School and some seemed really interested.
Percy’s comment on the Church at this time was that:
“They have had a hard time and everyone has lost heart. Nothing,
literally nothing is being done. There are no deacons and only one
poor decrepit old elder, and when we arrived they were not even
having communion. Amy has commenced a Bible study for women on
Wednesday afternoons, and I have one for men on Thursday nights,
and we pray the Lord will use them to work in the hearts of the
Christians.”
Mrs. Chen, the ex school mistress was having a hard time supporting her three children at school. Her
eldest Joy, was really brilliant and wanted to go on to university to study medicine, but with inflation
increasing all the time and everything so expensive, how could a widow with two children, and boys at
that, who in Chinese culture would take priority over a girl, possibly afford to support her?
Apart from the Industrial School students, Percy was also having good contacts with students from the
Teachers’ Training College who were keen to have help with their spoken English. Two of them came
to the Lord and began to come for regular Bible study as well, which was encouraging.
We had some funny times too, specially with one of the teachers who often came out with some unusual
expressions. He used to tell us not to take any notice of him when he came, but just let him ‘play in your
yard and admire the beautiful scenery.’ One day he brought a lady friend (not his wife) and introduced
her to Percy saying, ‘She is an honest man!’ All this caused much amusement among our girls who, of
course, could not help wondering how many equally hilarious mistakes they were making in Chinese.
I often felt frustrated that I couldn’t get out to visit in homes as much as I would have liked, but with
housekeeping for our seven ‘maidens’ and two lively small boys to care for, as well as having to fill in for
Percy’s classes when he was called away on provincial business somewhere, there was little spare time.
I began to pray that if I couldn’t get to people, He would bring people with prepared hearts to me. So I
was encouraged when the barber’s daughter from across the road, came in to buy a Bible. She was
quite a shy girl and I had not found it easy to get to know her, but this day she just seemed to want to talk
and it ended by my leading her to the Lord. She prayed so sweetly and asked the Lord to forgive her
sins and save her and to help her not to tell lies. Then she prayed for her father and mother.
It was never possible to forget that we lived in the midst of darkness, as all around us were the offerings
being offered to the idols and the ancestors and the sound of the bells from the nearby temple rang in
our ears by day and night. A strange story came to us one day about a man who had been given some
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opium to look after for his boss. When the boss died, some of his friends came to the man to collect the
opium, but he claimed he knew nothing about it. Soon after, his dead body was found under a bridge
over the river not far from us.
There was no clue as to who had murdered him, or even if it was a murder, and nothing would have
come of it if his wife had not suddenly become possessed by a demon. She went into a trance and her
dead husband’s voice spoke through her lips and gave details of the night on which he died. He gave
the names of the two men who had killed him and then dumped his body in the river. The authorities
arrested and convicted the two men on the evidence of the dead man’s spirit speaking through the lips of
his wife. The spirit world is very real to the people of China.

THE CHILDREN
Raymond lived with Dr. and Mrs. Howie at Chefoo until the new school term began in 1941. Jessie was
in and out of their home all the time as she worked in the hospital with Dr. Howie. She took Raymond
under her wing and wrote us long and interesting accounts of all his doings and sayings, all of which
helped to ease our own loneliness and the longings which were always there, to see our little son again.
But in March 1941 Jessie got engaged to David Bentley-Taylor, one of the young men who had recently
joined the CIM and been sent to Chefoo for language study. Because of the Japanese invasion, it was
not possible for them to go to Anqing along the Chang Jiang (Yangtze) where the Men’s Language
School normally was. That group of men were called ‘The Sons of the Prophets’ by the Chefoo children
who loved having them there.
Very soon Jess and David were on their way to Shanghai to be married, and after a brief honeymoon,
set off on the long overland journey to Lanzhou in north west China where Jess and Percy had been
born. They could not take the route we had taken, so had to make their way through the southern
provinces of Zhejiang, Jiangxi, Guizhou and Sichuan. They planned to break their journey from Sichuan
and come north to be with us, but when that would be we had no idea and neither had they. With no
weekly letters from Jess, we were dependent on Raymond’s for news of him, although Ailsa Carr did try
to include a note from herself as often as possible. Even though so short, his letters were very precious,
and Percy kept the first note we received in his Bible ‘to show him when he grows up.’
One of our girls had a letter one day from a friend of hers who taught at Chefoo and sometimes taught
Raymond. She said he had been in sick bay with chicken pox. She went to see him and enquired how
he was. He said, “I’m quite well thank you, but I don’t know if I’m quite normal!” He was probably
referring to his temperature, but it sounded funny.
In my letters home I said:
“I am missing Jessie’s letters about him. He seems so far away sometimes and I just ache for
a sight of my little boy. Miss Carr wrote me an awfully nice letter about him and said that
everybody who knows him loves him.”

Perhaps it was just as well I didn’t know how long it would be before I had my next sight of my little boy.
I was already starting to get Alan’s school outfit together as we hoped to spend the summer of 1943 at
Chefoo with Raymond and then see Alan settled in before we came back to Shaanxi. By this time Alan
was beginning to settle down without Raymond, but kept talking about him and asking when he would be
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going to school too. Frank was getting to be more of a playmate for him now that he could walk and trot
round after him. In February that year, not long after we returned, Alan developed some kind of a rash
which I decided must be because of something he had eaten as it was a bit early for heat rash. I was
having quite a hard time teaching him he mustn’t drink unboiled water or eat raw vegetables unless they
had been scalded first. He and Mrs. Chen’s son Fude played together quite a lot and it was really funny
hearing them trying to communicate, Alan in English and Fude in Chinese, but somehow managing to
understand each other.
My letters home at that time were full of Master Frank’s doings. He was trotting round everywhere, and
when Percy chased him, he padded away from him as fast as possible. He usually ended up by
collapsing on all fours and then looking back at his daddy from between his legs and laughing at him. He
was always into something and I felt I needed eyes in the back of my head to keep up with him.
One
morning, after climbing into the water butt and getting thoroughly wet, he then spilt a jug of vegetable oil
and paddled in it till his woollies were well soaked with the sticky smelly stuff. In desperation I stripped
him and tucked him into bed for a sleep.
My next letter a week later reported that Frank had just been put to bed after getting himself soaking wet
in a tub of water while I was trying to comfort Alan who had tripped over something, fallen against the fire
and burned his hand. I dealt with him and sent him off to Percy for a while only to find I still had Frankie
to deal with. At this stage he was beginning to learn some Chinese too and, having picked up some of
the words of one of the choruses the children sang in Sunday School, he sang it on every conceivable
occasion. He looked so comical in his long overalls covering his woollies, wandering round the garden
singing at the top of his voice, ‘Down with sin!’ That particular letter was finished in pencil because I had
left it for a few minutes and Frank had come in and spilt the ink. Never a dull moment!
The big news in February that year was that Dr. and Mrs. Xiao had another son, their sixth, born seven
years after Dorcas (Duo Jia) their only daughter. The doctor had trouble finding a Bible name beginning
with ‘Yue’, the first syllable of the names of his five brothers. Chinese custom decreed that his must
begin with the same first syllable as his brothers and since they had Bible names, he must too. Dr. Xiao
came with Bible in hand to consult the missionaries and between them they hit on Yue Xi (Joses).
Percy’s parents by this time should have almost finished their furlough, first in Canada and then in
England. Mails were very uncertain and, with the Japanese advancing further and further into China,
travel to the interior was getting more difficult too. The whole district was longing for the return of the
Super and Mother Moo and for their strong hands and wise counsel to be in control once again.

SUMMER 1941
That summer was one of the worst we had known in South Shaanxi with day after day of burning heat,
sometimes up to 106ºF and high humidity as well. Everybody was longing for rain. Every day the
streets were noisy with the sound of drums and gongs as the rain processions went up and down with
people crying out to their various deities to send rain. Often they paraded them out in the midday sun to
give them a taste of what we were all enduring, but still the rain held off and the skies were like brass.
With a houseful of new workers and two small children all facing their first China summer, I was trying to
think up new and interesting recipes to tempt jaded appetites during the heat when nobody felt like
eating anyway. My old cook, whom I had trained before furlough, was back with me and I could leave
most of the kitchen work to him as well as the shopping, but the girls were not yet used to Chinese food
all the time, and I knew they would feel even less like it as the summer went on. I wanted to get them
through their first summer as healthy as possible, so I planned ahead. Fortunately South Shaanxi
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produced plenty of fresh fruit and vegetables and we had a lot in our own garden, so I spent a lot of time
bottling fruit and making jam. I also made my own bacon and pickled and smoked hams while it was still
cool enough.
I had planned with Joy Chen to have a Daily Vacation
Bible School (DVBS) for children during the summer
holidays, but Joy went down with cholera just the week
before we were to start. I asked Winnie Strange to come
and help me instead, and she agreed. My comment when
it was all over was that we had 50 of the wildest, most
uncontrolled little urchins in Xixiang! In spite of that, we
had a good time with them form 9 am to 11 am each
morning and from 4:30 to 6 every afternoon, thus avoiding
the worst of the heat. We taught them to sing choruses
and to learn Scripture verses and told them Bible stories,
a series of Old Testament ones illustrating that there is
only one way of salvation. They also did handwork,
making scrolls etc., and, at the end, we invited the parents
to come to a programme the children put on for them.
Quite a few asked if we would do it again next year.
Alan didnt seem to feel the heat at all, and during the
children’s meetings he joined in the singing with every
ounce of energy he possessed, the veins of his neck standing out with the effort.
“You never saw anything so funny” I wrote to my parents, “He is going
to be quite a chivalrous young man and is very gentle and affectionate
with anybody younger than himself. They seem to bring out the best
side of his nature. He loves to give me ‘bear hugs’ and nearly throttles
me when he does. Frankie likes to pretend he is killing me and thinks it
a great joke when I pretend to cry, but Alan always sticks up for me and
takes my side.”
Alan liked to watch me write letters and I often had to include letters from him to Grandma and Grandpa
as well as pictures of himself and Raymond and Frank and our little dog Titch. He often wrote to
Raymond too.
We had a lot of visitors during that summer of 1941 and that was good even though it made a lot of extra
work. We wanted the girls to meet all the other workers in our district, and also for our folk to know them
before they scattered to other places in China, so we encouraged them to come and spend longer or
shorter periods of time with us. After the DVBS, Winnie and Arnold Strange stayed on with us for
another week. Winnie and I were both thankful for a break after our busy time with the children. Having
her there we had lots of music and singing which we all enjoyed. Winnie was an accomplished pianist
and Ilma had her LLCM for the violin. We had no piano, but Winnie made our little organ sound as it had
never sounded before and she and Ilma played many duets together.
Arnold had come down later than Winnie and, being Acting Superintendent while Percy’s dad was on
furlough, he was able to bring with him the designations for the girls which had reached him from
Shanghai. There was great excitement as each one found out where she had been appointed to work.
Olive, Jessie and Millicent, who were all Anglicans, were to go to Sichuan which was our Anglican field,
but they would not know to which particular station till they got there. Ruth Porteous and Elizabeth
247

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

Swanton, who were both school teachers, were asked to take over the new Prep School for our children
being opened at Jiading in Sichuan. Ilma was to go to West Sichuan as District Nurse, and Ina was to
remain on with us to be joined by another of the new workers who was in Henan with Henry and Mary
Guiness, but would join us later. They were to help me with the work among women and children. We
felt pleased about this as, although much of their time would still need to be given to language study,
they would be company for me when Percy was away so much on district work and gradually they would
be more help to me in the women’s work too.
Fred and Marjorie Smith with Ridley and Andrew and baby Lorna, came for a couple of weeks that
summer and our children enjoyed having other children there to play with. Percy cut the girls’ study time
to four hours during the very hot weather and insisted they had a rest after lunch. There were a few
protests that they would never get their exams done, but I think they were really glad it was a rule and not
an option. In the evenings we often took the children down to the river where they could paddle in the
water and play in the sand. A crowd soon gathered of course, but we were used to that and it was an
opportunity to talk to people about the Lord and their own need of Him.
Norman and Amy McIntosh with Linnet and Averil managed to get away from Hanzhong while Arthur
and Esther Moore were away for furlough and, although Arnold Strange was the Acting Superintendent,
he lived in Chenggu and not in Hanzhong. But worse than the work load was the constant bombing by
the Jap planes. As the summer went on, the bombing intensified and we often had a hundred or more
planes pass over us in Xixiang on their way to bomb Hanzhong. In late August we heard that the street
in which Dr. Xiao had his clinic had been badly hit and as it was quite a short street, we could not help
fearing for their safety. The Xiaos had property out in the country and during the worst of the air raids,
the family often got up early and moved out there for the day just to be out of the city. On one such
occasion, their fourth son Job, was on his way out of the city when he heard the Jap planes approaching,
so he threw himself into the roadside ditch. He might have been safe, but the planes that day machine
gunned the road, with the result that Job’s mind was affected by the shock of it all, and he was never
quite the same again. The doctor did all he could for him and wrote away to other places for advice and
help, but all to no avail.
All this was a strain on young workers like the Macs who were still in their first term of service, and we
were glad that we had been able to persuade them to come to us for four weeks that summer. In spite of
his tiredness, Norman (or Mac as we called him) never lost his sense of fun, and our girls enjoyed having
them both with us. Before they came we had had a joke among ourselves over Jessie’s reaction one
day to a remark Percy had made, that in the summer the missionary men usually wore shorts. Jessie sat
up straight and ejaculated in horrified tones ‘Shorts!’
This made us all collapse with laughter.
Somebody must have passed this story on to Mac because, on his first morning with us, he came down
to breakfast in shorts, but discreetly covered by an oil sheet draped around him to cover them up!
Meal times were always fun and we had many jokes among ourselves, one of them being that Percy,
who sat at one end of the long table with the toaster next to him, would not let anybody else look after it,
but invariably burned the toast himself. The problem was that he told the girls that they would lose
marks on their final report if they dared say anything about the toast. So it became a matter of
endurance to see who could keep quiet the longest, as the smoke from the toaster began to climb
upwards. Eventually somebody would be sure to break the silence to say in an apologetic voice, “Mr.
Moore, the toast.”
A COUNTRY TRIP
By the end of August most of the girls had written their exams and were ready to leave as soon as there
was an escort available to take them to their various destinations. I wanted to visit a woman who lived
some seven miles out in the country, so decided to take Olive, Jessie, Millicent and Elizabeth with me. It
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was a long walk and we climbed up hill and down dale, but we didn’t hurry as we had all day to get there
and back. At the last stage we had to climb down quite a steep hillside to the valley below, cross over a
merry little stream at the bottom, and then climb up the slope on the other side before we reached the
Yang family home tucked away in a shady little valley surrounded by mountains.
When we reached the stream we were ready for a rest and it looked so inviting that we stretched
ourselves out in the cool and relaxed. That is, all but Jessie who felt this was an excellent opportunity to
throw off the shackles of Chinese custom while there was nobody but us to see. Discarding her shoes
and stockings and tucking her skirt (Chinese gown) into her knickers, she set off for a paddle in the
stream. She had just settled herself on a large rock and, displaying a vast expanse of bare leg, was
splashing her feet in the water, when a horrified expression came over her face and she exclaimed,
“Girls! A man!” For ladies to display their legs up to the thigh even when paddling in a stream, simply
isn’t done in China, so Jessie hastily pulled her gown down and scrambled back to where we were sitting,
trying to look as inconspicuous as possible. She tucked her bare feet underneath her and sat on them till
the man had passed with his load. She had just unfolded her feet again preparatory to putting on her
stockings, when two small girls who belonged to our Sunday School appeared out of nowhere, and
settled down beside us. Jessie’s face was a picture! In the end I just explained to the little girls that she
had been bathing her feet and was putting her stockings on again. They greeted this statement with
giggles and settled themselves down to watch proceedings. When at last we were all once more clothed
and in our right minds, we set off again with the two small girls accompanying us as they were related to
the Yang family.
We were welcomed warmly and given tea to drink made by infusing a few bamboo leaves with boiling
water. The girls were used to having their midday meal about 12:30, but by 2:30 we were just beginning
to prepare the vegetables, scraping the corn from about twenty or thirty cobs. About 3:15, Olive
enquired if I thought there was any hope of getting dinner by 3:30. I said it was more likely to be 4 pm,
but it was actually only 10 to 4 when we were invited inside to eat. All this time we had been sitting
outside in the cool, and had had nothing to eat except a roasted corn cob. Now, to the horror of the girls,
in true Chinese fashion, I began to protest to our hostess that we were far too many and couldn’t
possibly think of staying to dinner! I knew of course that we were quite safe and they would never think
of letting us go without a meal - and they knew I knew!
A square low table was put in the middle of the room. In the centre of it was a dish of green edible weeds
picked off the hillside and chopped up fine with small chillies and salt. We were each given a huge bowl,
as big as one of our steamed pudding basins, filled with a mixture of sticky rice and corn, into which
some young pumpkins had been sliced. I found it quite tasty and enjoyed it, but the girls were rather
staggered by the size of the bowls and found the rice rather too stodgy for their taste. All the time we
were eating, the lady of the house was protesting about what small appetites we had and how little we
ate. We left for home again soon after the meal. It was quite an experience for new workers who had
not been long in China.
At the end of July the Church Union invited a Pastor Guo from Shanxi to come and work in South
Shaanxi. Percy and Arnold Strange and Fred Smith and some of the Church leaders, all went up to
Hanzhong to meet him and to discuss with him his ideas for the work. He suggested a preaching band
consisting of Percy and himself with Kathleen Heath and Mrs. Liu, the Biblewoman from the north, to
visit all the Churches in turn for a Bible teaching ministry. This was to commence as soon as the hot
weather was over and, as they made out the programme, we realised that Percy would be away most of
October and November with only a short break between. The other three in the Team had no family
responsibilities, but Percy had, and we felt we must pray about this to be sure of the mind of the Lord on
the whole matter. I knew of course that Percy was better fitted than anybody else in the district to that
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type of work, and by that time I would have both Ina and Esther Freeman with me, but neither of us
relished the thought of such long separations. We committed it to the Lord and waited to see what the
outcome would be.

END OF THE LANGUAGE SCHOOL
Early in August we heard that Bishop Bevan from Sichuan was to be in Hanzhong during the first week
in September, and he would be prepared to escort our girls back with him when he went. They were to
meet him in Hanzhong. Winnie Strange suggested that, if Percy was going to escort them to Hanzhong
on his bike, he could take Alan as far as Chenggu to stay with them till he was on his way back. This
sounded very exciting for Alan, but in the end it did not eventuate because we were able to get seats on
a ‘bus’ going through to Hanzhong, and they all, Percy included, went on that. What we called a bus was
really an open truck, usually a charcoal burner. The luggage was all piled on first and, when that was on,
the passengers climbed up over the wheels and made themselves as comfortable as they could on top
of the boxes and bags.
We all felt sad when the day of parting actually came. Some of them, Ruth and Elizabeth, Ilma and Ina
had been with us right from Australia, and the others for almost nine months, so we had grown into a
‘family’. We were going to miss our ‘maidens’. Alan badly wanted to go with them but was somewhat
comforted when he knew that Ina was going to stay, and we told him he could help her move her things
from the school up to the house. We had some hilarious moments as we watched Elizabeth, who was a
big girl, struggling to climb up over the wheels with much pushing and pulling from the others. Jessie’s
‘do or die’ expression and the determined look on her face as she tackled the climb was too funny for
words, but it was Frankie who nearly upset us all by bursting into a loud howl as the bus began to move
and he realised they were all leaving us.
Before they left, the girls gave me a surprise birthday party before the actual day as they thought they
might be gone by 4 September. It really was a complete surprise. When Ruth came up the path and
asked me to go down to the school, she had such a worried expression on her face that I wondered
whatever had gone wrong. When I got there they had the school room all decorated with greenery and
beautiful birthday cake in the centre of the table. They had managed to make it in my kitchen without my
ever knowing, though they said I had nearly caught them several times, but I had suspected nothing, and
it was a complete surprise. They presented me with a set of Chinese teacups and a teapot and a ‘poem’
entitled ‘Jubilate’ which was supposed to express the feelings of relief the Moores were having now they
were getting rid of the girls! It was really very clever and managed to incorporate some of the highlights
of their time with us. I still have the original, but it is worth including here I think.
JUBILATE
A glorious day’s ahead for the Moores.
We’ll bring out all the hidden stores.
For we shall live on cheese and ham,
And eat up all the Sunday jam.
We’ll have a jolly good time
When the ‘jiaosi’s’ have gone again.
We’ll do no more accounts like theirs.
We’ll wear our shorts when no one cares.
We’re going to do the things we want.
We’re going to say the things we can’t.

Hurrah! Hurrah!
Hurrah! Hurrah!

Hurrah! Hurrah!
Hurrah! Hurrah!
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We’ll all be off the chain
When the jiaosi’s have gone again.
We’ll have our ‘miantiao’ every day.
We’ll even be able to go away!
We’ll kiss our wife whenever we please
With Gilbert the only one who sees.
We’ll all be perfectly free
When the jiaosi’s have gone again.

Hurrah! Hurrah!
Hurrah! Hurrah!

(Noodles)

(The gardener)

Most of this was a take off of some of the things Percy had said or done while the girls were with us. He
was always pretending to be very restricted because they were there and telling all the things he could
do if only they were not there. In the Church the unmarried girls were called ‘jiaosi’s’. The bit about
Gilbert which was their nickname for our gardener, was because he had unexpectedly appeared at our
sitting room door one day just as Percy was giving me a big hug and a kiss, much to our embarrassment
as Chinese don’t do that sort of thing in public. Actually we missed the maidens very much and were
glad we could keep Ina for awhile.
Alan and Frank had a great time after the girls had gone helping Ina move up to the house. They
enjoyed running up and down the garden path with her things.
The girls had not been gone long when we heard that Arnold Strange was very ill in Hanzhong with some
undiagnosed fever. Soon after that, Norman Mac phoned through to say it was typhoid and very serious.
Winnie was so worn out with nursing him and anxiety that Norm wondered if Ina could go and help take
care of him as she was a trained nurse. Poor Ina had already been delayed in taking her exams because
of her own trip to Xi’an for an operation, and this would delay her further, but of course with such an
emergency, there was no question but that she must go. Mac thought we could put her on a bus at our
end and he would meet her at the other, but we found there would be no buses for several days, so we
found two rickshaw men who said they would do the three day trip in two. I would have to go too as Ina
still did not have enough language to manage on her own in a Chinese inn overnight. I left Alan and
Frankie in Percy’s care, and they all looked as if this was going to be great fun with Mum away!
Ina had to get straight into nursing as soon as we arrived so that Winnie could get a much needed rest,
but I felt as if I were having a holiday after my busy year - no babies, no housekeeping and nothing to do
but relax for a few days before I had to return. Arnold seemed to be holding his own at that time, though
he was seriously ill, and I started the trip back feeling confident that he would soon be well on the way to
recovery.

A SCENIC TRIP BY RICKSHAW
With motor roads having been put through because of the war and the use of buses (trucks) more
frequent for carrying both goods and passengers, we had got out of the habit of using rickshaws for
longer journeys. After spending the weekend at Hanzhong, I decided to go back to Xixiang by rickshaw
instead of waiting for a bus. Although I was alone, I found myself thoroughly enjoying it. My letter home
says:
“I had a good puller and he pulled me nearly fifty miles that day to get to
a better stopping place with less risk of bandits. The last seven or eight
miles were in the dark and we had no lights, but the road was a good
one and white, so quite easy to follow. Travelling after dark is not a
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common experience in China (though I seem to have had my share of
it!) but I found it quite fascinating that night. The white road stretched in
front with the river on our right and mountains towering up on either
side. The bush and the fields all round had a lovely woodsy smell and,
as it got darker, the fireflies began to come out. They were beautiful as
they flitted from bush to bush and from tree to tree. I really enjoyed the
experience and indeed the whole trip. In daylight I walked a lot just for
the pleasure of it and picked a huge bunch of wildflowers, autumn
leaves and grasses to take home.”
This slower method of travel had its advantages which the faster bus lacked. On the slower trips we
stopped at regular seven mile intervals and had an opportunity to chat with people while our carriers
rested. In the early days we preached the Gospel in all these little villages but, as bus travel began to
take over, we shot through them all without stopping. On this trip I got into conversation with an old
woman who seemed really interested and asked a lot of questions. That was on the way to Hanzhong
with Ina. On the way back we stopped at the same village and I met her again and once again was able
to explain the way of salvation clearly to her. I never saw her again, but trust the Holy Spirit would
continue to work in her heart.
While I was away, there was an eclipse of the sun, not quite total, in Hanzhong, but total in Xixiang. The
eclipse was on a Sunday and one of the Christian men had gone off to a little country Church to take the
service. As he walked home later, suddenly everything was getting dark and something seemed to be
happening to the sun. It wasn’t quite the way he expected it to happen, but he felt sure this must be the
second coming of the Lord. He knelt down on the ground so that the Lord would know he was a
Christian, but when the darkness passed and the light came again, he was terrified that the Lord had
come and not taken him. When he got back to the Church and found all the other Christians still there
and heard that it had only been an eclipse, he was almost overcome with relief.
Percy had an unexpected visitor while I was away. George Bolster was Maida Contento’s brother and
had come down from Gansu to stay with them for awhile after a broken engagement. Maida and Paul
Contento were now living in Chenggu especially for work among students. Percy had met George at
Chenggu when he was returning last time from Hanzhong and, thinking how miserable he looked,
invited him to come and stay with us for a bit if he would like to. He turned up just after I had left with Ina.
Percy and he had some good chats with the result that by the time he left again, the Lord had obviously
done a work in his heart. The two of them had looked after the children and, though I found some of their
clothes on back to front and looking as though they had not been changed as often as I would have liked,
they all seemed as happy as sandboys when I got back. When George left he was supposed to be going
back to Gansu, but after he reached Chenggu, he wrote and asked permission to remain in South
Shaanxi. He wanted to work with the soon to be commenced preaching band under Pastor Guo and
Percy, not as a leader but as a student worker. He did return to Gansu, but only to pack his things and
come south.
War news from Australia did not come through very frequently. Both my brothers, Jim and Jack had
joined up and Jack at this time, after joining the RAAF seemed to spend most of his time peeling
potatoes. Later he applied to join the RAF and went to England where he became part of a group who
flew people and arms and supplies under cover to occupied countries. He made some good friends
among those he flew with. Jim was sent to Papua New Guinea, but that was later when we were at war
with the Japanese. In Canada, Percy’s brother Doug joined up, became a lieutenant and was one of the
Canadian groups stationed in England at the time of Dunkirk. Just prior to his men being sent across
the Channel, he contracted a stomach ulcer and was put into hospital in Hereford. Somebody else took
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his place at the head of his men and was one of the first to be shot down. Uncle Percy and Auntie Elsie
Tassell had three of their sons in uniform, two of them overseas. Cliff was in the Army and Harry in the
Navy on the ‘Sydney’. The latter had been through some heavy fighting in the Mediterranean, but
returned home to a tumultuous welcome in Sydney. It was not long before they were off again, but with
the news of the sinking of the ‘Hood’ with only three men saved out of 1300, I knew that Auntie and Uncle
would have anxious hearts.
Raymond’s letters were coming through fairly regularly, one week to Mummy and the next to Daddy.
“Of course they don’t give us much news,” I wrote, “and I just ache to
see him sometimes. It isn’t easy to part with our babies so early in life,
and I often wish on Saturdays and Sundays that he were near enough
to at least come home for weekends. I know that there are many other
mothers at this time who are facing prolonged separations from their
children because of the war, especially in England.”
A note from Ailsa Carr in one of his letters was a joy to us.
“It’s nice to get a note about him from somebody sometimes,” I wrote,
“just to give us some news of our little son. He seems to be getting on
alright and has quite a good time by all accounts. How I wish we could
get him home for holidays, but the routes in and out are more restricted
than ever with the Burma Road closed by rains.”
It was still two full years before Alan was due to start school, and our minds were much occupied with
what we should do. Should we go to Chefoo for the long summer holidays next year and then let Fred
Smith take Alan the following year when he would be taking Ridley? In that way we would see
Raymond sooner, but it would be very hard for him to see us all leave again at the end of the summer
when he would be expecting Alan at least to be staying. It was so hard to make a decision and all I could
do was to go on getting Alan’s outfit together as I found time in my busy life.
It was a shock to receive word in the first few days of October that Arnold Strange had died in Hanzhong.
Percy left straight away on his bike to be there in time for the funeral. When he returned, he said how
brave Winnie had been all through. She was going back to Chenggu to carry on the work there, even
though Arnold would no longer be there and their two little girls were both at Chefoo. Ina told Percy that
the night before he died, she was sitting by him, when he seemed suddenly to be glowing all over as if
with a bright light. His body seemed almost transparent. She got up and called Mac who was sleeping
in the next room to come and look, and together they watched him for quite a while before the light
faded.
After the funeral Ina came back to us. She was glad to get back to language study again after so much
lost time. We did not know when to expect Esther, but one evening when I was bathing the little boys,
Percy called out from downstairs, “Guess who’s come?” It was Bertha with Esther. She had arrived in
Hanzhong and Bertha had offered to bring her through to us by rickshaw. I hadn’t seen Bertha since we
travelled out to Hong Kong together on our way to furlough, and it was good to catch up on each other’s
news. I would have liked her to stay longer than the few days she was with us, but she said Sadie was
very tired and she felt it was not fair to leave her alone in Xince too long.
Both Ina and Esther had to give at least half their time to study, but they also needed to do some
practical Church work. I made out a list of women who were members or adherents of the Church and
divided them between them so that they could be responsible for praying for them and visiting. Four of
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the Church women promised to give a day each per week to go visiting with them. I felt that they could
learn far more Chinese in this way than if they always went with me. None of the Chinese women spoke
any English so it was Chinese or nothing. I also hoped that the regular visitation would help to restore
some life into the Church.
With the weather cooler and our ‘maidens’ no longer with us, I felt more able to do more visiting myself in
the homes in the city, not necessarily in the Christian ones, but to some where there had seemed to be
some interest. I often took Alan with me on these trips and he loved it. I wrote home,
“He is ever so good and sits as quiet as a mouse while I am talking. He
holds my tract bag for me and produces them whenever he thinks I am
in need of them. He keeps my Testament ready for use when required
and, when I have finished, takes it out of my hand and packs it away
again very carefully.”
He never liked it when I decided it was time to go home and usually begged me to go to ‘just one more
house.’
Sometimes I would take both children just for a walk, and I was surprised and pleased at the way doors
opened to me because of the children. It was not easy to get into some of the big, wealthier homes
without an introduction, but quite often, if the gate was open and somebody saw me with the children,
they would call me over and invite us in. Then they would feel the children, exclaim over how white their
skin was and of course, load them with things to eat. Alan was not very keen to be handled, but won
their hearts by answering their questions in good local dialect. Frankie took all the attention in his stride
and I was given the chance to explain why I was living in their city so far from my own home country.
That of course was what I wanted. Both the children were very much at home with all things Chinese
and loved to eat Chinese food. Practically every day Alan would ask, “Is it Chinese today?” Even in the
middle of a Church service I would sometimes have to answer the all important question!
Alan was always interested in my letter writing. One evening, while they were having tea, I was writing to
my parents, and he wanted to know who I was writing to. I told him, and he watched me in silence for
awhile, and then said, “Mum, send a kiss for me - two kisses.” So I had to kiss him first, then the letter
and finally put two crosses where the kisses had been put.
Frank had just learned to say ‘banana’ and amused us all by pointing at my mother’s picture and saying
“banana”. By this time he wanted to say his own grace. Ours would not do at all. As soon as ours was
finished he clasped his hands, fingers wide apart, over his face and waited for me to prompt him - “Thank
you Lord Jesus, Amen”. Not long after that he gave up saying Lord Jesus, pointing up to Heaven instead.
His ‘Amen’ became a good Chinese “Hao” meaning “good” or “finished”, and when he blew kisses to his
various relations, he quite often blew one to the Lord Jesus as well. The Lord Jesus was quite obviously
included among his friends and relations.

XIXIANG CHURCH
There was a good spirit at the 1941 Church Conference and we felt the Lord was blessing. Mrs. Wu’s
son, whom we had sent to Bible School in Shanxi, had seemed more like his old bright self again. His
little wife too had been blessed when the Lord met with her during an illness when she thought she was
going to die. She didn’t die and when she recovered, felt she really wanted to serve the Lord with her
husband. All this had cheered Mrs. Wu immensely when she came home for a holiday during the
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summer. She was now back with Bertha and Sadie who looked on her as a tower of strength in their
work at Xince.
One morning during the Conference, while I was dressing the children, one of the women came in to tell
me that dear old Grannie Wang had died in the night. I felt sad that I hadn’t been with her at the end, and
afraid too of the dampening effect her death might have on the spirit of the Conference. I finished
dressing the children and went out to join the women. What met me was not gloom and sadness, but a
spirit of gladness and rejoicing. “Praise the Lord”, they were saying, “this is just what she wanted - to go
to the Lord from among her brothers and sisters at the Church.” It was quite a rebuke to Percy and me,
and a lesson too. Surely God’s children should not be too sad when He calls His children Home.
Conference 1941 was a memorable one in more ways than one.
Our missionary Conference was not held in Xixiang as earlier planned but in Hanzhong. The whole
question of the Preaching Band which had commenced with Percy and Pastor Gou in leadership in
October, was thoroughly reviewed. It was decided that Percy and I should move to Hanzhong. The
Church there had given rooms on the Church compound to be used as the headquarters of the Band
and proposed Bible School. Our move was to be made at the beginning of 1942, by which time Arthur
and Esther Moore would have returned from furlough and settled once again in their home in Hanzhong.
For the children’s sake it was nice to think Grannie and Grandad would be so close, but we felt sad to be
leaving the little home where we and the children had been so happy, and where we had grown to know
and love the people of the Church. In the eight years since we first went there as young and
inexperienced missionaries, we had made plenty of mistakes, but had also learned a lot. We had grown
to love and understand the Chinese people and, best of all, we had learned to know and trust our
wonderful God whose love never failed. The people amongst whom we lived were poor and oppressed,
up to their eyes in debt to landlords and Government, but were hardworking and generous, far beyond
their means, and they had a love for God and His Word which often shamed us who came to teach them.

PEARL HARBOUR
December 1941 brought the event that changed all our lives and took the whole world by surprise - the
bombing of Pearl Harbour by the Japanese. What was happening at Chefoo? Would the British
gunboats be taking our children off to some safe place as they had promised? Where were Percy’s
parents? Had they been able to get to Chefoo to see Raymond as they had hoped, and perhaps been
able to bring him home with them? These and many other questions filled our minds, but mails were
slower than ever and there was nothing we could do but sit and wait and pray. The local Chinese papers
were soon rejoicing in the announcement that Britain and the Commonwealth countries were now
officially at war with Japan, but our hearts were in Chefoo with our little boy as we prayed continually that
God would keep and protect him and bring him safely home. It was another four years before we saw
the answer to that prayer, but as we turned daily to God’s Word for some comfort or assurance, He gave
us the words of 2 Timothy 1:12:
“I know Whom I have believed and am sure that He is able to guard until that Day what
has been entrusted to me.” Or, as the NIV says, “what I have entrusted to Him until that
day.”
To that we clung through all those long agonising years until Raymond did at last come home again.
Jessie and David arrived just before Christmas. They had had a long tiring journey through all the
southern provinces of China after leaving Shanghai, then up through Guizhou and Sichuan until they
finally reached Hanzhong. With the Moores still not back, they came straight to us in Xixiang. Percy had
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not seen his sister since he left Canada eleven years previously, and I had never met her. Neither Percy
nor I had ever met our new brother-in-law. We liked him at once and spent many hours during the next
few weeks just chatting, talking about the family and exchanging views and getting to know each other.
David told us all about his remarkable conversion which IVF has put into a little booklet called, ‘God
Intervenes’. His home was in Hereford and his parents were nominal Anglicans, but David arrived at the
University stage of his life knowing very little about the things of God or his own need of salvation. In
spite of that, God’s Hand was upon him and during his first few days at Oxford he was soundly
converted.
As he described what happened, he went on to say,
“It was not long before I discovered that life had changed altogether. For one thing sport was
definitely dethroned and could never dominate again. In temptation or adversity I found Jesus
Christ to be a Rock. A good many things passed out of my life forever. Contract bridge, dancing
and gambling and race meetings ceased to make any sense at all and I parted from them
without a shadow of regret. I began to seek the will of God for my life and in due course I found
it.”
It was in October 1938 that David arrived in China and for the first time met Jessie who was to become
his wife, though neither of them knew it at the time. After Chefoo, Jessie had gone to Toronto and done
a nursing course. Her parents were there with her and together they attended the Church where TT
Shields was the well known and rather controversial pastor. Some time after her parents left, Jess
protested about his criticisms of a friend of the Brownlees who were in charge of the CIM home. Her
name was promptly removed from the Church roll and she commenced attending Calvary Baptist
Church, where she and later David and then their eldest son Michael and his wife and family have had
close connections ever since. By 1935 Jess knew that God wanted her back in China. By the end of
1938, she was back in Shanghai and, to her great disappointment, was not sent to work among the
Chinese people, but was asked to be the school nurse at Chefoo.
When David arrived in Shanghai, Jessie was relieving one of the nurses there and so was the one who
had to give all the new workers their injections for cholera. She didn’t see him again till 1940 when, after
a brief period for language study, she was once again in Chefoo working with Dr. Howie. By that time
David was living and teaching in the Boys’ School by the sea at the other end of the compound, and
rarely went near the hospital.
In August 1940 he resigned from the CIM to try and work with Watchman Nee. He was quickly
disillusioned with their life style and, on Bishop Houghton’s invitation, rejoined the CIM and by early 1941
was back in Chefoo. He and Jess became engaged the next day and on 4 March were married in
Shanghai. Jess had invited Laura Robinson to be her bridesmaid. She was a fellow nurse from the
Shanghai hospital. Because her parents were not there, she was given away by her mother’s brother,
George Findlay Andrew who, with his wife Auntie Fan and their son Les, were all at the wedding.
George and Fanny left for Canada four days later, but returned to Singapore on 5 November 1941 for
Uncle to take up work with the British and Chinese Governments at the wartime capital of Chongqing. A
week later on 13 November their only daughter died at Chefoo after an appendix operation.
After a short honeymoon, Jess and David began the long overland trip through South China to the west
and north to Gansu where they had been appointed to work at Lanzhou, the city where both Percy and
Jessie had been born. On 29 December, while Jess and David were with us in Xixiang, we received
news that the ‘Sydney’ had been sunk with all lives lost. My cousin Harry Tassell was on board and my
heart was very much with Auntie Elsie and Uncle Percy in this first big loss in their family, and of course
with Debbie his wife, and the two little girls.
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DECISION TO MOVE TO HANZHONG
So we came to our last months in Xixiang. We were fêted and feasted, and I think the Church were
genuinely sorry to see us go. I was always amused that in China when there was to be any kind of a
feast, all the beggars seemed to know by instinct when it was being planned. There was a ‘beggar’s
union’ in Xixiang as in most places, and before the day of the feast, a representative of the union would
come round to see the host family to make arrangements with them. According to the number of tables
being planned (eight people to a table) the union would send round a certain number of beggars to be
fed and given alms to. This was actually quite a good arrangement in that it prevented all the beggars in
town landing at the feast causing embarrassment, not only to the host family, but to their guests as well.
The move to Hanzhong was made early in 1942. By this time I was pregnant again and we had heard
from Jess in Lanzhou that she too was pregnant and expecting their first child sometime in late August or
early September. Percy’s parents were now settled back in Hanzhong after a long, tiring and dangerous
journey along the Burma Road from India, into West China, then up through Yunnan, Guizhou and
Sichuan to Hanzhong. The MacIntoshes had been moved up to Lanzhou in Gansu.
We had actually had a trip to Hanzhong sometime before our move there because we had had a wire
from Chengdu to say the Moores had left and we wanted to be in Hanzhong to welcome them back.
Unfortunately they had a breakdown and were held up for five days. We waited and waited and had
almost decided that we could wait no longer and we must go back without seeing them. Then quite
unexpectedly they arrived. I was in the sitting room reading and Percy was down at the office near the
back gate. He came back after a while and I didn’t look up all at once. When I did, he was just standing
in the middle of the floor with such a funny expression on his face that instinctively I looked beyond him
to the door, and there was Mother’s face peeping round at me. Talk about excitement! It was such a joy
to see them and we spent all the time we could during the few days we had left, just talking and hearing
all their news. Most of it had to be done at night because their days were filled with Chinese visitors
coming and going, and all so delighted to see the ‘Lao Mushi’ (Old Pastor) back again. I wrote to my
parents,
“They really are loved by Chinese and missionaries alike, and of
course it feels like home again to have Grannie and Grandad back.”
They brought us back pictures of Doug and Marj and their families. Doug had his pilot’s licence and
applied for the Air Force. He got through everything including a stiff medical exam, and was so certain of
being accepted that he nearly gave up his job in anticipation. Just as well he didn’t, because after three
months he finally received a letter saying there had been some mix-up and he would need to go through
the whole process again. He was so disgusted that he applied for the Army instead and was accepted.
He was given a commission and was in charge of 200 men.
Marjorie’s husband, Ron McLean, was a paymaster in the Air Force, so wherever he was transferred to
in Canada, she was able to go with him. They had two lovely little children by this time, Meredith and
Archie.
The trip back from Hanzhong was typical of travel by ‘bus’ in South Shaanxi. The bus of course was a
truck piled high with luggage, boxes and freight of all kinds. On top of this we tried to make ourselves as
comfortable as possible after we managed to climb up over the wheels and scramble up on top of the
goods. After welcoming Percy’s parents back, the children and I returned to Xixiang a day ahead of
Percy by bus. He had his bicycle and even if he left a day later than we did, he would probably be home
before us. Our bus had only gone about twenty li past Chenggu when it broke down at the foot of the
hills. We sat there till well into the afternoon and there was still no sign of it being fixed, so finally the
other passengers and I hired two carts pulled by men, piled our luggage and the two children on top, and
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walked the seven miles back to Chenggu. The others all stayed at an inn, but I went round to the
Mission Home and spent the night there. Next morning the bus company said it was fixed and sent
another bus round to transport us all back to our derelict. We all got ourselves settled up on top again
and the driver began to start the bus. Nothing happened and, as fast as he fixed one problem he found
another. We were still sitting there when Percy turned up on his bike from Hanzhong and waited to see
us started before he went on. By three o’clock in the afternoon, we were still there and the bus company
finally sent another bus out to tow us back to Chenggu.
We stayed the night there again and in the morning went round to the bus station to see what was going
on. We were told a good bus would be available to take us on. We waited till after ten o’clock and there
was still no sign of our ‘good bus’, but just then a private bus came in from Hanzhong which happened to
have our Xixiang magistrate on board. He hailed Percy and when he heard of our plight, offered us a lift
with him which we thankfully accepted. This really was a good bus and we arrived home soon after
lunch. Percy had to go round to the Xixiang bus station that night and said there was still no sign of the
bus we were supposed to be on, so who knows when the rest of my fellow passengers reached their
destinations.

RAYMOND

Before we left Xixiang we received two letters which had been posted before Pearl Harbour and which
gave us news of Raymond earlier in the year. One was from Mrs. George Young, Baptist missionary in
Xi’an whose children were at Chefoo School also. She wrote,
“We are just back from a
wonderful holiday at Chefoo
where we saw Raymond and
took his picture for you. Mrs.
Englund gave us some money
for a picnic for all the Shaanxi
children. There were 17 in all
and we had a very good time.
We went along to Third Beach
and bathed and then had
supper finishing with a big pail
of ice cream. Your Raymond is such a sturdy little boy and so cheerful
and bright. The beach was rocky and we all walked very carefully and
were inclined to grumble at the sharp stones, but Raymond was so
cheerful and said, “It’s nice once you get into the water”. Afterwards I
helped him get dressed and he said, “I want to help you get the picnic
ready”, and he did too, carrying quite a heavy case for me. He was
such a darling we all fell in love with him. He has done so well at school
too, you must feel very proud of him. He certainly looks very fit and
well.”
The other letter was from Mrs. Dorothy Houghton, the wife of Stanley Houghton, one of the masters at
Chefoo. She wrote,
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“One day last week, I was asked by Dorothy Andrews to chair an
impromptu concert they were having at the Prep that afternoon. As I
sat there in the classroom, I wished I could write and tell everybody
how well and happy their children looked. I looked especially at the
‘babies’ and felt we must have a picnic for them. So today we invited
Audrey Nordmo, Dorothy Knight, Elizabeth Hoyte, Raymond Moore,
Philip Paulson and Paul Grant at 4 o’clock. After singing a few nursery
rhymes, my husband and I plus our three (Stephen 9, Felicity 7, and
Josephine 4) all set off for the Old Prep. We played a number of games
on arrival because it has been a cool day with a north wind blowing.
Their first suggestion was ‘Prisoners Base’ which they said they play
every evening in the Quad after supper. Then we played ‘Red Light’
and ‘Catchers’ and ‘I Sent a Letter To My Love’ and ‘Wolf and Sheep’.
Then we went and played in the sand in the north east corner of the
grounds. The children made castles and boats of various kinds till at
5:10pm our man arrived with the food. We all gathered together under
the north wall where we were out of the strong wind and, after singing
grace - ‘The Birdies in the Tree Tops’ - we all tucked in. We had
minced meat sandwiches and every ounce of three pounds of bread
disappeared. Then they had a freshly baked currant bun and a banana
each. Elizabeth felt she hadn’t room for the bun, but was quite game
for the banana. Little Ray sitting on my knee said sweetly that “she
might pop”, but he was quite game for all that was going. They had
cocoa to drink and it has been such a cool day that it wasn’t too hot for
them and I think they all had seconds. Raymond is so like his
grandfather that of course one likes him straight away. He is a pet, so
boyish and healthy looking and I hear from Bea Stark that he is doing
quite well at school too.”
It was actually the end of February before we moved to Hanzhong. We felt sorry to leave a place that
had been our home since we married, but it was obvious Hanzhong was going to be more central for the
kind of work Percy was now going to be involved in. It was thought that Xixiang might be a good place
for the Becks after they returned from furlough. In the meantime Fred and Marj Smith were going to
move there to help the Church and also to look after Ina and Esther while they were still doing language
study. I was pleased too that they would be able to keep on the Longs, he to help in the garden, and she
in the house. They would keep on my old Cook too.
The weather had suddenly turned very cold and one night we had a very heavy fall of snow, all of which
made washing and drying clothes very difficult. The children flourished in the cold weather and looked
the picture of health with their rosy cheeks and abounding energy. There was still no word from
Raymond and all we had had since the Japs bombed Pearl Harbour was a broadcast message that “the
Chefoo children are well and happy and send love to their parents”. Alan was still looking forward to
going to school to be with Raymond, but that was beginning to look like a very uncertain hope. Frankie
kept us amused with his antics. One night he fell over and cut his head on a sharp stone. It was quite a
nasty gash which bled profusely, but I cleaned it up and bandaged it and tried to make him sit still for
while as he was looking very white. Instead he stopped crying, got down and began to stagger round the
room until he got dizzy again. He came back then to be cuddled till he felt better, but then he repeated
the whole performance again. He looked such a pathetic little fellow as he tried to play in spite of his
white face and bandaged head.
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THE HANZHONG MOVE
By the end of March we were well settled into our new way of life. The Church in Hanzhong had given
over some of their guest rooms for the use of the team, so Percy and I were allotted two small rooms
near the front entrance to the big Church compound. One we used as a kitchenette and the other was
a bedroom for the four of us. It was rather cramped quarters after the abundance of room we had
enjoyed at Xixiang, but after I had made up beds and put up a few pictures and hung curtains, it began to
look like ‘home’ and I was pleased with it. I will never forget Percy’s mother’s classic remark after she
had come to see our rooms before and after we had moved in: “Well, some people can live in a palace
and make it a pigsty. Others can live in a pigsty and make it a palace!” I took that as a compliment and
was pleased that she obviously approved of what I had done.
Percy and I had all our meals with the Team which of course meant eating Chinese all the time. The
children loved to eat Chinese but because they were used to milk and eggs, we decided (with approval
of our Chinese colleagues) that I would give them breakfast and an evening meal separately, but they
would have the midday meal with the rest of us. As Percy and I got no milk or eggs either, and meat only
once a week if then, I sometimes made a snack for ourselves when I made the children’s meal so that
we would not feel the change of diet too much.
Percy and Pastor Guo led most of the classes each week and I was made treasurer of the Team. By this
time I knew I was pregnant again, and because I felt so different this time form all my other pregnancies,
I began to hope that this time it really would be ‘Dorothy Margaret’ at last. When I told the Chinese
women I was hoping for a little girl, they informed me that in China one should have six boys before
thinking of a girl! I felt that was more than I could cope with. After feeling so well most of the time I was
carrying the boys, it was a surprise to me to find myself feeling nauseated and miserable most of that
long summer.

THE TEAM
The team work kept us busy through that summer of 1942. From October 1941 to the end of January
1942 the time had been taken up with meetings in some of the Churches, holding Bible classes,
encouraging Chinese fellow workers and generally trying to revive the spiritual life in all of our South
Shaanxi Churches. In that period eleven different Churches were visited and there was much blessing.
Mr. Guo was a very powerful speaker and as I listened to him I felt he could be acceptable on any
Keswick platform. His expositions of the Word of God emphasised the need for deeper spiritual life, the
recognition of and putting away of sin with repentance towards God, and a committal of lives to Him.
With our move to Hanzhong, preparations were made for the other aspect of the team life, the setting up
of a centre which the team could look on as their spiritual home to which they could return for spiritual
refreshment in the midst of their work. Also it would give an opportunity for young Christians to receive
training and Bible teaching in preparation for serving the Lord. Everybody connected with the Team,
whether students or staff was expected to live a life of faith in dependence on God.
When the school commenced in Hanzhong we had nineteen in attendance, and of these half were
deacons from various Churches or else Church workers. The educational standard was fairly good,
though not as good as we hoped it would eventually be, and ten lived on the compound with ourselves
and Pastor Guo. Most of the students were able to pay for their food, but those who could not guarantee
being able to pay a regular amount were accepted if considered suitable, on the understanding that they
would pay as God supplied. There was never any suggestion of asking the Mission for money. It was a
260

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

truly indigenous movement, and as each one found that God was supplying their needs, for many it was
a real spiritual uplift. Two weeks before the end of the term, I as treasurer, had to tell them that the
funds in hand were not sufficient to see us through the term. Students and teachers all met to pray about
this and I was impressed that there was no spirit of grumbling or talk of bad management, but by each
giving what they could, the deficit was met and there was sufficient to see us through.
Halfway through the term Mr. Guo developed pneumonia with a touch of pleurisy, and for the last half of
the term he was not able to teach. With the beginning of the two months holidays and the scattering of
the students, he took a holiday in Xi’an and rested completely, and we looked forward to his being well
again at the beginning of the September term. However another medical inspection in Xi’an brought out
the further complication of advanced TB and he had to return to his home in Shanxi. It was with much
regret that we felt the Team work could not go on without him or some equally qualified Chinese
Christian leader to take his place. So after one very effective term of work which showed us all what was
possible, given the right leaders, we had reluctantly to close the school and advise students that there
would be no second term until further notice.

CHEFOO NEWS AT LAST
It was sometime after our term had started that at long last we heard some news about Chefoo and the
children. It didn’t come direct nor was it from Raymond, but one of the school staff had written to a friend
in the occupied territories and she had managed to get word to us parents in West China. We all
devoured every scrap of news that filtered through and shared anything we heard with everybody else.
None of us had heard from our children since the beginning of December after Pearl Harbour.
Here is what she wrote:
“Perhaps you can imagine the stacks of forms we had to fill in for
ourselves and the children after England declared war on Japan. We
had to detail all our possessions and the value and the minutest detail
of the buildings and their contents and the cost, our names and
addresses, ages and nationalities. Then we were given an arm band to
wear when we go out to show our nationality, a huge B for British and A
for American. We did not get our usual quarterly envelopes from
Shanghai, so a committee was set up to plan a rationing scheme. We
have cut down our meat and milk bills by half and dismissed half of our
servants. The boys and girls in the Upper School set the tables and
clean rooms. In the Prep School the staff do their chores and spread
bread. It is quite a business to clean one’s room before breakfast every
morning. We are also limited in the number of slices of bread we eat.
We are having the most interesting meals, soya bean curd in big
quantities and peanuts in a number of dishes, one of the most popular
being peanut loaf instead of meat loaf for dinner. Of course we see no
fruit, but we have lots of vegetables and often have raw cabbage and
carrots for salad. We spend no money outside the compound more
than is absolutely necessary.
We are ripping up war knitting - scarves etc. - and remaking them into
cardigans for the children. The staff are knitting stockings and other
necessities. I wish I could tell you of the wonderful ways God led
certain people to prepare for this contingency. Those at the head of
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affairs in the compound laid in a stock of coal for the winter and it was
wonderfully sent in when there seemed none to be had. At Christmas
our puddings were made weeks beforehand when supplies were not
short and Mr. Oleson nobly killed one of his goats to supply most of the
compound with meat for Christmas. As for presents, we could almost
write a book on the way the Preps were able to have about four or five
parcels each. Just a day or two before things closed up, a large parcel
arrived in the post from Shanghai bringing quite a store of children’s
presents from parents down there. An evacuating mother left a
veritable storehouse of toys with Miss Carr and the toys were all as
good as new. There were two large parcels for a little boy in Gansu
which had been lying here for a year or two, so we took the liberty of
opening those. Another evacuating mother left us with ten tins of jam
and another parcel of books from America came too late for last
Christmas but was in time for this. It was marvellous. Guards were left
on the compound for several weeks, changing every few hours, but
now they hardly come at all. There had been much prayer concerning
them as they spent so much time in our kitchens and with our food
carefully rationed things became a little difficult when a good deal of
our milk and bread was being tucked away.”

THAT LONG SUMMER
I called it a long summer. I think it was probably one of the hardest summers of my life and as I look back
and try to remember why that should have been so, I can see a number of contributing factors. Firstly I
was pregnant and feeling nauseated and unwell most of the time. I was probably missing Xixiang with
its roomy house and big garden, but also the work there which I had so enjoyed. In Hanzhong I was a
member of the Team and had my work as treasurer, but I had no other outlet, whereas in Xixiang I was
fully occupied with the work among the women and children as well as regular visitation. Here I seemed
to be in a backwater where my main occupation was caring for my children and taking them for walks in
the cooler part of the day to the nearby drill ground or up on the city wall. Shaanxi summers are hot and
humid, sapping all one’s energy and that July and August of 1942 were no exception.
Another thing which probably helped to make me feel depressed and unwell was the food situation. It
was impossible to get stores from the coast as we had always been able to previously, so we were
limited to what we could buy locally, not only limited to what we could buy, but to what we could afford to
buy. Inflation was going up and up. I wrote to my parents that
“Prices jump 100% overnight sometimes, and people just seem to ask
anything they like for things. Tea for instance was $40 per pound when
we bought it one week. By the next week it was up to $96. It was the
same tea but they heard it was being sold in Chongqing for $100 per
pound so up it went. An Australian pound (£) is changing for about $60
so the price of tea is about £1.13.4d per pound. Our problem of course
is that the Chinese Government has fixed the rate of exchange for the
money coming in from other countries, so with inflation rising daily the
value of our pound (£) is decreasing all the time.”
Thinking back, I can see that the food I was eating was probably not the best diet for a pregnant woman.
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Then of course there was the constant thought of Raymond. What was happening to my precious son?
Day after day brought no news and my heart longed to have him home with us. At that time God gave us
a word from Himself. “He is able to keep what you have committed to Him.” We clung to that through all
the years that followed.
I remember one hot August day going into the Church where it was cooler and sitting there crying and
feeling utterly miserable. Percy and his mother came looking for me and when they asked me what was
the trouble, I said, “I’m so sick of living like this.” I think I probably hit rock bottom that day because I
never remember feeling so bad again. It was probably that episode which made Percy and his dad talk
about a holiday. In every other province people got away every two years or so to a hill resort to escape
the worst of the summer heat. In South Shaanxi we had never been able to do this because the
mountains around us were full of bandits. We ourselves were governed by war lords and often we were
not sure which was the worst, the bandits or the war lords.
When Arthur and Esther returned from furlough, he had sent off all who could leave somewhere for a
complete break. He felt they had all been through some very difficult years with the constant air raids,
Arnold Strange’s illness and death, and subsequently no superintendent in residence, so that all the
responsibility had fallen on the shoulders of young and inexperienced missionaries, most of them in their
first term of service. Percy and I had not been back long from furlough so he had not included us in that
group, but now when Percy suggested a break he made no objections as I think he felt we needed it.
Percy felt not only that I needed a change, but Pastor Guo, who was still with us at that time, was
obviously not well, so they discussed the possibility of renting a few rooms from the monks who lived in
the Buddhist temple up on the Chicken’s Head Pass. This was where the mountains gave way to the
Hanzhong plain and as we came from the north and finished our mountain journey, we could stand at the
Pass and look down to the lovely Hanzhong plain below us.
So it was decided, and we set off on the trip of forty or so miles across the plain and up the steep climb
to the mountain above. We had three rooms, separate a little from the rest of the monastery where the
Buddhist form of worship went on as usual. Our rooms faced the lovely northern mountains and were
right on the edge of the cliff with the valley down below and the mountains beyond. As well as Pastor
Guo and ourselves, several members of the Team who had not been able to go home, came with us and
we settled in to a time of quiet and rest and spiritual fellowship shared together.
At night, after our evening meal, we gathered together outside our rooms on a kind of narrow balcony
overlooking the valley. Percy had brought his mouth organ and there, in the gathering dusk, we sang
together some of the lovely old songs we all knew. ‘Day is Dying in the West’ is one I particularly
remember and ‘Abide With Me’ and others, and in the cool of the evening as we looked at our lovely
mountains and then as darkness deepened and the stars above us seemed to be bigger and brighter
every moment, our hearts were lifted up in praise to the Lord we loved.
Pastor Guo was a northerner and loved northern food, noodles of all varieties, and dumplings and
breads. Our southern food was much more the basic rice diet of Sichuan with its spicy side dishes. He
found this time on holiday a wonderful opportunity to introduce us to his northern food. One day he
decided to make ‘jiaozi’, tiny meat dumplings filled with pork and vegetables which we all loved. We all
rallied round to lend a hand in preparing them. The children hovered on the outskirts trying to help
where they could, but we banished them after we discovered Alan devouring a number of the tiny
dumplings raw and apparently enjoying them!
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Dorothy Margaret arrives
September brought cooler weather and relief from the intense heat. Soon after my birthday on the 4th,
we heard that Jess had given birth to twin boys, Michael and Arthur on that day. This was a surprise as
nobody had suspected she was carrying twins. Even Rupert Clarke, her doctor, did not know until after
Michael had arrived and David, who was watching Jess said he thought there was another baby.
Rupert quickly turned to look and sure enough the second twin was beginning to put in his appearance.
They were not identical, as Michael was definitely a Bentley-Taylor while Arthur was a Moore, in
appearance at least.
Two weeks later on the 18th I knew that my time had come and I moved up to Percy’s parents home
during the afternoon. I told Alan where I was going and that I thought the Lord Jesus might be going to
give us a baby that day or the next. His big brown eyes opened wide with excitement as he said
“Today?”
I had dinner that night at ‘Granny’s’, but not alone for there were a number of passing through guests
staying the night before going on to Xi’an. Both houses shared the entertaining and I discovered there
were several nurses besides Ilma Whitelock (Malins) who could have taken care of me had I needed
them. But I didn’t. Towards the end of the meal, as I began to count the minutes between contractions
(mentally of course), I excused myself and slipped upstairs to the room where both Raymond and Alan
had been born. Two hours later at 9:40pm Dorothy Margaret made her entrance into the world with Ilma
and Percy and Mrs. Xiao (also a trained nurse) in attendance and Dr. Xiao on call had I needed him.
She was seven and a half pounds in weight.
Conscious only of a feeling of relief that it was all over, I lay back on the pillows and shut my eyes. Then
I was shocked into wakefulness when I heard Percy say, “You know you have a daughter, don’t you?” I
sat bolt upright and said, “No! Let me see her, quick!” So he brought her to me without waiting to put
clothes on her or even finish cleaning her up, and my first thought was that she looked like a little skinned
rabbit! I was so excited to have a little daughter at last that all thoughts of sleep vanished. Mrs. Xiao
was vastly amused at my reaction and said, “Fancy getting so excited over a little girl.” I laughed at her
and said, “I’m sure you were excited when you had Dorcas after all those boys.” I loved my little boys but
was pleased to have a little daughter as well. As they dressed her and snuggled her into her bassinette
next to my bed for the night, I thought she was the most beautiful little girl in the world.
Next morning early, as I was cuddling her in my arms, Percy brought up one of the visitors from the night
before, a dear old Chinese pastor going through to Xi’an. He wanted to pray for the new baby and to
pray for God’s blessing on her, and as he placed his hands gently on her head and committed her to the
Lord, I felt glad that the first person to do so should be one of God’s Chinese saints. My next visitors
were Alan and Frank to see their baby sister. I don’t think Frank was very impressed. He didn’t say
much at the time, just stared at her, but after he got out of the room, Percy said he screwed his eyes up
and made a face and said that’s what she looked like. Alan was fascinated by her and as he took one of
her hands in his, he was delighted when she wound her fingers round one of his. “Such tiny hands,
Mummy” he said. Later Frank was wondering why the Lord Jesus had not given us two babies as He
had given Auntie Jess. Without waiting for any explanation we might give, he found his own. The Lord
Jesus could not have had enough ‘rou’ (meat or flesh) left for two babies for us as well!

CHANGES
It was a wonderful change for me just to lie in bed enjoying my new daughter and being looked after by
my lovely mother-in-law. I felt rested and refreshed as the days went by.
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But there were other changes ahead of us. With the closing down of the Team, some decisions had to
be made about our future. Percy’s dad was ready with his own plans and was soon discussing them
with us for our approval. Norman and Amy McIntosh had been asked to move to Lanzhou as Business
Manager for that field and Arthur Moore had been left without a district Secretary for Shaanxi, so he
asked Percy to take it on. The office was just inside the back gate and quite near the back entrance to
the Church, but we would move up to the other house next door to the Moores where I would be
responsible for doing a lot of entertaining of passing through visitors. That would relieve some of the
burden that Percy’s mother had been carrying ever since her return to Hanzhong. Percy would still be
available to the Church for visiting country centres and leading Bible studies in remote areas, and I
would be able to help with the work among women and children in Hanzhong as I had in Xixiang. We
were only too delighted at the proposal, and before I was ‘out of the month’ the men had moved all our
belongings up to the local secretary’s house and I never went back to the two little rooms which had
been our home for nearly nine months. It was a wonderful feeling to have more space and a garden
where the children could play, and work that I enjoyed.
The news from Lanzhou was not good. Soon after they arrived there, both Jess and David had
contracted amoebic dysentery, possibly the result of the long journey they had had from Shanghai and
the poor food they ate. David made a good recovery but Jess never seemed to pick up. After the twins
were born she continued to be weak and tired, so much of the care of the boys fell to David who
somehow managed to combine that with the study of the Chinese language. Jess had been determined
to breast feed the twins and, in spite of constant weakness, she did continue till the end of November,
but then they had to be weaned. In December an anointing service was held for her in their home. In
Hanzhong her parents were becoming more and more concerned for her until they finally decided that
her mother should go to Lanzhou to try and help her.
Six weeks or so after Dorothy arrived I was writing
“She reminds me now of nothing so much as a koala bear. She curls
herself up into a little soft ball when she is asleep. Then when I pick her
up at feed times she slowly uncurls, stretches first one limb and then
another and then by degrees manages to get her eyes open to gaze at
me. We are as thrilled about her as if she were our first instead of our
fourth and I am like a hen with one chick. I simply can’t resist cuddling
her! She was ordered with blue eyes, curly hair and freckles (Percy’s
order). She has the blue eyes at present, but no freckles as yet much
to her daddy’s disgust, and the curls I am still trying to develop with spit
and perseverance. A bald patch on top where her first down has
rubbed off is a bit discouraging, but I keep on hoping. She gains about
6ozs every week and looks all that a baby should look in a little white
muslin dress with a pink cardigan over it.”
We received many congratulatory letters from our friends who all knew how happy I would be to have a
daughter, but we had a good laugh over a telegram from Norman Mac, “Congratulations Dotty Mag’s
arrival.” I had told the world that I didn’t want any abbreviations of my children’s names and this was his
response. We longed to be able to take pictures of Dorothy at this early stage, but films were not
available and it they were, the price was so outrageous we could not possibly afford them.
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MILITARY SERVICE
It was in the autumn of 1942 that Percy began to think about military service. Reports coming through
of the war in Europe were not good, and the latest papers told of British legislation authorising the
Government to call up their nationals in Egypt for war service. British missionaries in India had already
been called up and it was more than likely that the same thing would happen in China. Because of all
this, Percy felt it would be better if he offered his services to the British Military Mission where his
knowledge of Chinese language and customs might be useful. His uncle George Findlay Andrew was
already in Chongqing being used in some kind of liaison between the Chinese and the British
Governments, and he would be happy to be involved in something similar.
So in August he began a correspondence with the British Military Attache at the British Embassy in
Chongqing. He not only stated his willingness to serve, but also said that he was a married man with a
wife and three children. In the event of his being called up it would be necessary for us both to leave the
Mission with the option of reapplying when the war was over. He would therefore need sufficient pay to
be able to support us as well as himself. The response to this was that if he were accepted, he would
almost certainly be given commissioned rank, the pay and allowances of which were normally sufficient
to support a wife and family. So he settled down to await the outcome, but in the meantime wrote to
Mission Headquarters to inform them of what he had done.
The next move was a letter from the Embassy asking him to meet a certain Colonel Lovatt Fraser at
Chengdu to discuss Percy filling a vacancy for work in China with the British Military Mission. He was
away holding meetings in Xixiang when the telegram and a following letter came and I knew he could
never make it by the date they suggested, so I sent a wire back and said he was absent on Mission
business and I feared could not arrive in time. He got home too late to go to Chengdu and, with all the
Mission accounts waiting for him to attend to, he wrote apologising to the Colonel. The letter was
returned unopened some weeks later. He sent it back with an apology and they replied saying the
position had been filled from India. They offered to send him to India to an Officer Training Unit during
which he would have the rank of Sergeant, but the pay would not be sufficient to support a wife and
children. Later when he was commissioned there would be no guarantee that he would get the kind of
work he was looking for. This was all very unsatisfactory and he had no hesitation in writing back to
refuse the offer. A letter from Uncle George confirmed him in the wisdom of that decision. We
thankfully put the whole thing aside and felt the Lord had over ruled to keep us in Hanzhong. Percy had
made an offer and he was not required.

WAR TIME MISSIONARY WORK
Bible School work was much in our thoughts as we felt that the Churches all over South Shaanxi needed
trained workers both men and women. Somehow every effort we had made so far seemed to meet with
difficulties. The Women’s Bible School in Xixiang had been successful enough while it lasted but with
our move to Hanzhong there was nobody free to take my place. The Team had raised our hopes, but
with Pastor Guo’s illness and subsequent departure back to Shanxi it was impossible for Percy to carry
on alone. Now we hoped we could carry on even in a small way with a few dedicated students, and
Percy not being required for military service meant he could get started. The Church had already asked
us to start a Christian Endeavour Society for the young people and that was going well. Two of Dr.
Xiao’s boys were proving to be very good leaders and were most enthusiastic. The Secretary was an
ex-prisoner who had been put into prison a few years before for communistic activities. Some of the
Church people visited the prison and while they were preaching one day, he was converted. As soon as
he was released he started attending Church. He was young and keen and sometimes so enthusiastic
that we had to hold him back.
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In February we were planning 10 days of meetings for women in the Hanzhong Church. Bertha was
coming in to help. There would be six of us altogether, the other four being Chinese. Mrs. Xiao was one
and I always marvelled at how she managed that big family, helped her husband in his medical work and
still found time to help in the Church. Mrs. Ma was another, not a local person but a refugee from Anhui
where she had been a Bible woman for thirty years with one of the Presbyterian Churches. She had
thrown herself heart and soul into the work in Hanzhong and was a tower of strength. She remembered
Percy as a child in Chefoo and treated me like a daughter.
As 1943 dawned the news about Jessie from Lanzhou was not good. Her parents were getting more
and more worried about her until they finally decided that Esther should go up to Lanzhou to see what
she could do to help her get her strength back and to take some of the responsibility for the twins off
David’s shoulders. By this time it had become impossible for him to do much outside the home at all.
Esther had never met her son-in-law, but she made a great impression on him and he always referred to
her ever afterwards as “my marvellous mother-in-law”. As Esther could not stay there indefinitely the
decision was made to bring the whole family down to Hanzhong.
Christmas 1942 was fairly quiet with just ourselves and no outside visitors, not because we had not
invited anybody to share it with us but most of us felt we could not spend money unnecessarily on
travelling when our money was so limited by the exchange rate. Alan went down with measles soon
after and I was thankful that Dorothy escaped, though Frankie got it later. Alan had a high fever and very
sore eyes while the rash lasted, but he made a quick recovery afterwards. He was soon up and playing
in the room where I kept a fire going day and night because the weather was so cold. Frank got very thin
and his face swelled so much that he looked like a different child. He had no appetite at all, so I gave him
extra milk and cod liver oil and gradually he began to look more like himself, but he took longer to
recover than Alan did. Hanzhong seemed to have less sunshine than Xixiang and in one letter I
commented
“I get awfully tired of the long succession of dull days, sometimes for
weeks at a time and I find myself longing for the sunshine. The first
week the children were out of bed and well enough to play outside, the
sun actually shone on four successive days, so I kept them out in it to
make the most of it while it lasted.”
That winter of 1942/43 was a particularly long and cold one.

THE CHILDREN
I wrote about Dorothy at that time,
“She is such a darling, a contented happy little girl with a smile for
everybody. It will be a marvel if she is not spoiled as we all make such
a fuss of her. She tries to sit up now and to talk to us when we talk to
her. She lies in bed for ever so long just talking to herself. It will be nice
when these dark cold winter days are over. I get tired of drying baby
clothes by the fire and trying to keep the children warm.” A month later
I was writing, “Dorothy gets sweeter every day. She will be five months
old this week and will soon be sitting up alone. She tries hard to lift
herself up now and manages to get her head and shoulders well off the
pillow. She is such a happy little baby and very rarely cries, but lies in
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her cot chuckling and talking to herself and blowing bubbles with great
gusto.
Frankie is a funny little three year old now and his quaint remarks keep
us all amused”. A little later I wrote, “Frankie is standing in front of the
photo of Beth, Dora and Mary and wants to know which is which. The
other morning I called him in about 11 o’clock to have a nap before
lunch. He was most indignant and said ‘Alan isn’t going to bed.’
Trying to avoid an argument I just murmured, ‘Alan is an old dumbbell.’
He immediately thought a dumbbell must be somebody who didn’t
need morning naps and said, ‘Me sink me a dumbbell, Mummy’ (sink =
think). When he wants to be cuddled, he climbs on to my knee and
says, ‘Me sink me a little boy, Mummy’
Alan is growing up fast and does lots of things now to help me. He has
taken a craze lately to get himself up in the morning, wash and dress
himself, do his hair all by himself and then make his bed. He has
rigged up a place for a wash basin, towel and flannel in his room, and
has a little mirror there too. He says he has a shave every morning just
like Daddy. He is very like his grandad Moore and likes to have
everything just so. He spends hours packing and unpacking a box
with all his things in, and arranging and rearranging the furniture in his
room. After he got over the measles, he amused himself for a long time
cutting out pretty pictures to paste on cardboard and hang on the walls
of their bedroom. The room looks quite gay now with birds and animals
and flowers.”
In Chefoo the children had all been moved to a Presbyterian School compound in Wei Xian which the
Japanese were using as a concentration camp for all non military personnel in north east China. Our
German friends in Chefoo who had been getting letters through to us were now no longer able to do so,
and we had to be dependent on the Red Cross. In Shanghai too our missionaries had all been
transferred from ‘house arrest’ in our compound to concentration camps and things were tightening up
everywhere. In my letter home I said,
“Oh for the day when wars will cease. I just long for a sight of Raymond
and would do anything to get him home, but that seems more
impossible than ever now.”

REFUGEES
As the Japanese advanced further into China, refugees were coming in increasing numbers from the
east through our province to Chongqing or Kunming further south to try and get planes out of China, if
they were Westerners, or just to find a safe place if they were Chinese. Some of them were Christians
who were glad to find a welcome in the Church. One Sunday a Mr. Chu was with us and gave his
testimony of how God had delivered him. He was not a young man and declared it was more than one
miracle which saved him and brought him out from the hands of the Japanese. First they tried to shoot
him, but the gun didn’t go off. Then they bound him with ropes and threw him into a well thirty feet deep
with five feet of water at the bottom. He said they threw him in head first and as he went down into the
water, he felt sure he was going to die. As he struggled he felt the ropes that bound him loosen and fall
off and he was able to tread water. Then he began to think that perhaps the Lord wanted to save him, so
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he cried out, ‘Lord, save me!’ He said that as he cried out, he felt as if strong hands lifted him to the top
of the well and he was free. As he told this story to the Church full of people, he said, “I am like the man
born blind in John 9. People try to find one reason after another to account for my escape, but none of
them could get away from the fact that I was at the bottom of a 30 foot well in 5 feet of mud and water,
bound hand and foot, and the Lord brought me out!” He felt he must give his testimony wherever he
went to the glory of God.
By 3 March it was diagnosed that what Jess had was sprue. (Sprue = Celiac Disease. This is a condition
that damages the lining of the small intestine and prevents it from absorbing parts of food that are
important for staying healthy. The damage is due to a reaction to eating gluten, which is found in wheat,
barley, rye, and possibly oats. ed.) The decision was made then that Percy’s mother should bring the
whole family down to Hanzhong where she could look after Jess and the twins in her own home. David
would then be able to help in the work among students which was increasing all the time as more and
more came over from the east. On 23 March they all arrived, after much excitement in the Super’s
house getting things ready for them. Percy and his father rode their bikes out to Baocheng to meet them,
but by 6pm came back as there was no sign of them. About 9pm we were all in bed and half asleep,
when we heard the old gatekeeper shouting under our window that Mother had come. We tumbled out
of bed and into dressing gowns and dashed down to the front gate which was quite a distance from the
house. There was Jess sitting on a chair in one of the small prayer rooms with a baby in each arm, while
Mother and David were staggering in with a miscellaneous assortment of bags and bundles. They had
come all the way from Hui Xian on the border of Gansu in one day. They were all exhausted, but
specially Jess who could hardly stagger up to the house. It was well after midnight before we finally got
to bed again as we needed to get them a meal since they had had nothing since noon. The twins had to
be fed and changed as well.
Jessie was very unwell but we were able to order enough milk for her to be able to have at least six pints
a day. Just milk and nothing else at all was supposed to be a sure cure for sprue, and she was keen to
try it. The twins had to be weaned so they were on goat’s milk as well, but they looked healthy and
seemed none the worse for the trip down.
The District Conference for missionaries that year was held in Hanzhong and as the Super’s house was
full, most of the catering for outside guests fell to my lot. So from 5 - 8 May we had a full house. Most of
them returned to their stations as soon as Conference was over, but Ilma and Helen stayed on. Ilma
stayed to help look after David who had developed a high temperature and a sore throat and looked as
if he were in for something serious. Helen stayed because she was overdue for furlough and was very
run down. Because of the war and the dangers of travel, the Mission had cancelled all furloughs except
in cases of urgent need. Dr. Xiao felt Helen should stay and get a good rest before returning to Yang
Xian.
In Xixiang Ina Tebbs had broken her arm. She slipped on the side of a hill and broke it a bad T shape
which is hard to heal, and the pain at first was quite bad. Our old friend, the Magistrate, had been
transferred elsewhere and the man who replaced him was a rather unpleasant fellow, so we did not have
much to do with him. Mrs. Chen had come into a time of spiritual blessing in her own life, and the
Church was taking her on as their Biblewoman. I felt so glad for her as she had so many gifts which God
could use, and I knew she could be a real help to the women there if she were willing.
For ourselves, we found ourselves with unlimited opportunities for teaching English, which of course we
had never been very keen to do except for rare cases, but now Percy found it was giving him an open
door of access to the officers on the airfield. He agreed to go twice a week to teach them, and found he
was able to meet and talk with many of the men as well and to share the Gospel with them.
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Apart from all this, Percy and David were being led more and more into work among university students.
As the Japanese occupied the coastal cities and advanced further and further into China, there had
been a mass exodus of university students from the east. Students and professors from Beijing and
Shanghai and other places quietly walked out with the minimum of luggage and continued to walk right
across China to the safety of Free China in the far west. They carried a bedding roll over their shoulders,
a pair of chopsticks stuck in their socks, a towel tied round their waist with perhaps a mug hanging from
it, and very little else. Chinese along the way who were not puppets of the Japanese gladly fed and
helped them. Many of them turned up in our area while others stayed on in Xi’an or went on to
Chongqing or Chengdu.
Three large groups of students had settled in the Chenggu area where Paul and Maida Contento were
now living. David Bentley-Taylor writes,
“How fortunate they were to find their exile placed them at the
Contento’s door. Whenever I was there the house seemed to be
overrun by students including the infant Isobel Contento. In the years
ahead, Paul and Maida were to play a major role in the emergence of
the China Intervarsity Fellowship, but in 1943 Paul was still in his
apprenticeship for those great days. In the summer of that year I joined
him for a 10 day student conference at Baocheng, 13 miles from
Hanzhong. It was held in a fly-infested temple turned into a school, and
attended by 27 students. Conditions were very rough, my bed was two
desks put together and the only toilet was the banks of the nearby
canal.
Three hours trek south of Chenggu and hidden in the mountains lay
Guluba, a Roman Catholic centre where an agricultural college of 800
students had taken over part of the premises. I paid three memorable
visits there, crossing the Han River by a narrow plank bridge and
climbing up ridge after ridge beyond. Once I did the 24 mile walk
straight from Hanzhong.”
The medical college which was also set up in some of the villages had a strong Christian Union and both
David and Percy enjoyed going out on weekends to lead some of their meetings. In 1993 in Melbourne,
a Chinese doctor paid a visit to the Lodge of the Templestowe Orchards Retirement Village run by the
Templestowe Baptist Church and first initiated by our son Alan when he was a member of that Church
and a successful Christian lawyer. Alan was already in Heaven and in his memory, one of the wings at
the Lodge was called the Alan Moore Wing. The name caught the attention of the Chinese doctor and
he remarked that he had been converted fifty years before in Hanzhong through a Mr. Moore. He was
delighted to learn that Alan was his son, and I was equally delighted to learn after all the years of silence
since we left China, that there was fruit from those years.
GENERAL JU
In the compound next door to us in Hanzhong lived General Zhu and his wife. He was the chief military
leader in the north west under the Generalissimo Jiang Kaishek. His first wife had died some time
before we moved to Hanzhong and he had married again, a much younger woman from Shanghai in her
twenties. She was about the same age or younger than his grown up children. She was very beautiful,
and always dressed beautifully and she had never known any life except the sophisticated, modern and
westernized life of a wealthy girl growing up in Shanghai. Hanzhong was a foreign world to her and she
had never imagined anything like it. She marvelled that I could go out and walk freely and without fear
on the streets and among the local people. “They’ve got itch” she said and, of course they did have itch,
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but I was careful to wash my hands in disinfectant when I came home as a safeguard. What she didn’t
realise was that I was there as a servant of God and I trusted Him to keep me from the evils of the world
around me. She tried hard to be a good wife to the General and to please him, but his family did not
make it easy for her, and she only had her old nurse in whom to confide and on whose shoulders to shed
her tears. Her nurse had been with her from babyhood and had become her personal maid when she
married as was the custom.
Somewhere she had been introduced to my mother-in-law Esther and she often came in to visit and
confide in her. After we moved to Hanzhong and while Esther was in Lanzhou, she began to come in to
me every afternoon for help with English. This was quite a tie as I was involved in Church work and it
was not always convenient to have every afternoon taken up with just one person. On the other hand it
gave me good opportunities for talking to her about the Lord and also she was not exactly a person I
could hurt or offend because her husband’s good will meant a lot to our own welfare and safety in those
troubled times.
One day the General sent over to say he had an English visitor and would Percy go over to be his
interpreter. The visitor turned out to be a young engineer invited to Hanzhong to inspect a new flour mill
and advise about any changes that might be necessary. Percy was there all morning interpreting and
then the General took them all back to lunch. Just at twelve o’clock a soldier suddenly appeared at our
door with Percy’s card and a note in pencil to me. “The General insists that you come to lunch too.
Everybody is waiting, so hurry up!” I had to change in about two minutes, ask Grannie to look after the
children, and hurry in next door to dine in style at the General’s big round table. His wife and I were the
only ladies present and I was thankful not to be the only woman amongst all the men.
I was well aware that a girl in China was taught carefully before marriage on how to be a good wife and
all the ways of making her husband happy. On this occasion I had a practical lesson on how it actually
worked. Mrs. Zhu was a most charming hostess, thoughtful for the needs of all her guests, but her main
interest was to please her husband. She watched his every movement, and hung on his every word,
laughing heartily at every joke. In every way she encouraged him to show himself in the best possible
light. I was absolutely fascinated by the whole performance and apologised to Percy later (with tongue
in cheek) for having been such an utter failure as a wife to him.
INFLATION
Prices kept soaring higher and higher as inflation went up daily, and
it was a constant problem how to make ends meet. In spite of it all
we were reminded day after day that our trust was not in man but in
God. I felt it was a false economy to cut down on food when much of
it anyway was not as nourishing as what we would have eaten at
home. Where I could substitute with cheaper things I did. Soya
bean which was plentiful in South Shaanxi was full of food value and
I used it in a variety of ways. Honey cost only 2/6 per pound where
sugar was 8/-, so I used honey for sweetening. I bought it in bulk kerosine tins full - in the winter when it had solidified, because when
it was sold in liquid form, the Chinese put carrots into it. The honey
dissolved the carrots and the bulk was increased though looking at it,
one would not know it was not pure honey. There were many ‘tricks
of the trade’ which I had learned from Miss Parr before I was married,
and I blessed her memory many times as I had to deal with the
trades people who came to my door. With the house constantly full
of people, I bought eggs a hundred at a time. The seller of the eggs
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was not at all surprised when I brought out a pan of water and tested each egg before I bought. If the
egg floated I discarded it, if it sank to the bottom I put it aside to buy.
Servants’ wages were difficult for us to manage too, even though by the middle of 1943 I had only a cook
whom we paid in grain rather than in money. I would willingly have done without him too, but knew that
with all the people we had to cater for, I could not do everything myself. It seemed impossible to manage
without help in the kitchen and yet as things got worse, we knew we could not afford even the one
servant, so very reluctantly we let him go. Now we really did have to ‘do our own thing’.
One of us got the kitchen fire going each morning to heat water for washing and for breakfast, while the
other got the children up and dressed. Our fires were charcoal ones and it was a messy job getting them
started. Bread had to be baked almost daily with so many people eating at our table and, as our oven
was only a kerosine tin with a lid at one end, I could not do great quantities at once. Percy learned to use
a carrying pole to carry water for the day from the well down in the Church garden. That was an art in
itself, and then he had to learn just how to give the bucket the right twist as he lowered it into the well so
that it would go under and fill with water. He became quite an expert and our water butts were filled to
the full every morning.
I learned just how many minutes I could afford to go on kneading bread dough after the air alarm
sounded before I must cover it in a warm place and make a dive for the dugout where everybody else
had already gathered. The guests who were with us for any length of time were roped in to make their
own beds, tidy their own rooms and help with the general housework. So we managed but the time we
could spend in visitation and other Church work became sadly curtailed. We longed for the day when we
could have servants again and hand over to them these mundane jobs so that we could spend more
time in doing the work we had come to China for, the preaching of the Gospel. People all round us were
suffering because of the air raids and we longed to be free to reach out more to the needy in our streets.
David Bentley-Taylor’s impressions of life in Hanzhong at that time are worth recording. We had lived in
South Shaanxi for so long that we had lost the freshness of first impressions, but to him it was all new.
He spoke of Hanzhong and the Hanzhong Plain as being so different from the ‘barren mountains of
Gansu’. He called it
“a smiling part of Shaanxi, semi tropical, the glorious Hanzhong Plain, 100 miles long
and mostly 20 miles wide, surrounded by mountain ranges and covered with towns,
villages and prosperous farmlands watered by the great Han River on its long journey to
join the Chang Jiang at Hankow (Wuhan), meaning ‘mouth of the Han’
The walled city of Hanzhong seemed like Old China after the bustling metropolis of
Lanzhou. Its twisty narrow streets were packed with simple country people. There
were plenty of stationers’ shops, shoe shops, chemists, photographers everywhere, tea
shops at road junctions and banks with their sentry and gun. Dark and steamy food
shops alternated with tailors’ shops filled with sewing machines, grocers’ shops and
bamboo shops where all manner of articles were made. Every evening prodigious
hordes of crows flew in with great determination from the surrounding hills to spend the
night in trees all over the city.
Outside the walls among the rice fields, activity was equally feverish. At one and the
same time one might see field after field filled with ripened grain, others in process of
being reaped, others where the grain was being beaten out into large bins, leaving the
rice straw to be tied into bundles.
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In the villages on the age old roads, already by-passed by broader highways for motor
traffic were a multitude of temples. Many of them were used for barracks in war time.
Common sights were hump backed stone bridges, massive archways, stone wells with
idol shrines beside them and trees to shade the rural streets. All round one could hear
the click of weavers’ looms and see women endlessly spinning, while men carried
heavy baskets of grain, persimmons or peanuts to market. As a stranger one met with
unfailing good cheer and friendliness. There may have been 150,000 people in
Hanzhong. The CIM property was on the edge of town, down a quiet lane and close to
a charming area of fields where the airfield had once been. High walls surrounded the
Mission and Church Compound.
Percy was the Mission’s Business Manager in Shaanxi and closely involved in all the
affairs of the Chinese Church in Hanzhong and on the Hanzhong Plain He was running
a small Bible School on the premises and involved me in the teaching and in his visits to
village churches. All travel was by bicycle or on foot.. My knowledge of the language
increased greatly in Hanzhong. I took two more exams and on several occasions
preached at the main service. I also took a Bible class for the elders and lectured some
thirty times to the little Bible School. Yet my greatest opportunities were probably out of
town. I greatly enjoyed the Christian Union at the Medical College out in the villages,
and I sometimes went with Percy on some of his country trips.
One trip was to a weekend Conference for fifty country Christians on the far side of the
Han River which we crossed by ferry. We shared a hot little room half filled with sacks
of grain and a big heap of lime. I slept on a blackboard with nothing on it, and we shared
the meetings, Percy speaking from Romans and I from the book of Daniel, Psalm 119
and the Parable of the Sower. They were a remarkable, rugged group of raw
countrymen, one of the bearded leaders having been a professional wrestler. They
were all in trouble because of their refusal to contribute to heathen festivities and were
suspected of being pro-Japanese because of their connection with foreigners. Poor
food and broken nights deprived us of much energy, but we greatly enjoyed their
spontaneous and ardent Christian faith. They sang and read and talked the Gospel and
the Christian life from 4am to 8:30pm each day.
Another five day trip with Percy followed, still on the Hanzhong Plain. We had a terrific
struggle pushing our heavily laden cycles over narrow bumpy tracks and across boulder
strewn rivers to Xinji. We each spoke to the Christians there several times and on the
Sunday afternoon the whole company, a hundred strong, walked through the rice fields
to where the Xinji River flowed right under a range of hills. There Percy baptized five
men and two women. Some 200 people joined us for the ceremony. Thus I saw for
myself the size and character of the Christian Church in this far away part of China, and
appreciated also the sheer physical ordeal of trying to be of some help to it. Percy and
I got home at last with splitting headaches and upset tummies and were in bed for
several days after it.”
In August of 1943 the whole question of military service for Percy came up again when the British
Military Mission wrote to him asking if he were still willing to serve under them. He wrote back agreeing
and also wrote to CIM Headquarters telling them of this new proposal and also asking what the Mission
attitude would be about me and the children if he was called up. In the First World War any missionary
going to join up, automatically resigned from the Mission with his wife and children. Bishop Houghton
wrote back saying that Percy would have to resign, but they were willing for me to remain on as a
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member of the Mission, though I might be moved to some other place of work. Percy resigned from the
Mission, handed over his secretarial work to David, and George Bolster came in to help in the Bible
School when it reopened in October. Then came another telegram from the British Military Mission
saying that their previous telegram had only been ‘exploratory’, and they were waiting for confirmation
from India and not to make any arrangements to leave Hanzhong. It was all so indefinite and it seemed
there was no real need for him as he had been led to believe at first. It was all very unsettling for us all
and we prayed about it constantly, specially in the light of all the work in South Shaanxi which Percy had
been engaged in. Finally he went off by himself to pray and seek the Lord to know whether He wanted
him to continue with his plans to go to Chongqing or not. He told the Lord that if the next telegram was
another delaying one, he would take it that the Lord wanted him to stay in Hanzhong and the CIM. That
afternoon another delaying telegram arrived, so he wired back that he could wait no longer and he was
breaking off all negotiations. He also wired the CIM to ask for reacceptance. They welcomed him back
as did all, but they had been a very difficult four months as we awaited the issue.
ALAN
The other big move occupying our minds was Alan going to Jiading to school. His outfit was complete at
last, and one afternoon I had an exhibition just for fun. So many had contributed things I could make up
for him that I felt they ought to see the end result. I had a tweed overcoat made from the lining of
Grandad Moore’s prayer mat; woollen socks made from some of Percy’s, unpulled and reknitted; a
winter suit cut down from one of Percy’s; summer suits were made from the skirts of some of Miss
Haslam’s voluminous dresses and from a linen sheet bequeathed by his Grannie; shirts were made from
a dress of Esther’s and from a pair of pyjamas; short pants were made from the legs of a pair of
Grandad’s and summer pyjamas from some unbleached calico which was originally one side of a
mattress; summer vests were cut from a nightgown left by Alma Smail and winter pullovers were from
various ones donated by other missionaries and unpulled and reknitted.
It was certainly a miscellaneous collection, but I was so thankful to have had the materials to do it with
and also that I had brought bedding, blankets and sheets for him from home, for we could never have
afforded to buy them in China. Fred Smith was going down to Jiading where Ridley was already at
school and he agreed to take Alan with him. They left at the end of September, Alan wildly excited at the
prospect of going to school, and Fred wrote back to say he had been very happy all the way and no
trouble at all to look after.
Frank didn’t seem to miss Alan as much as Alan had missed Raymond. As his Grandad was away in
Chongqing at Council meetings, he spent a lot of time with his Grannie next door, often inviting himself to
meals which she didn’t seem to mind. She was looking very thin and tired and had not had a break since
she had come back from Lanzhou. Two babies in the house was getting a bit much for her, so Jess and
David came over to stay with us and I was very thankful to have Jess in the house when Frank went
down with dysentery. I wrote,
“I need eyes in the back of my head to keep him out of trouble. His
tummy upset may have come from eating apricots picked up off the
ground under the tree, or could have been from drinking unboiled water.
I never actually saw him doing that, but Alan said he did.”
Jess gave him the treatment Dr. Howie used on the children at Chefoo and it was wonderful to see the
improvement after she gave him a course of yatren and daily enemas. (Yatren is a combination of iodine
with oxyquinoline-sulphonic acid with the addition of 20% sodium bicarbonate.This drug was first
introduced for the treatment of amoebic dysentery In 1921. ed.)
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My part was to tell him stories, the favourite being about three little boys called Arthur Raymond, Alan
George and Frank Robert who all went to stay with their Grandma in Bayswater. While Frank Robert
slept in his cot on the verandah, Arthur Raymond and Alan George came on their scooters to the back
door and told Grandma the milkman had come. We went all over it again and again every day, and
sometimes it was the milkman and at others it was the baker or the greengrocer. He never tired of
hearing about them.

END OF AN ERA 1945 - 1948
As 1945 dawned we had no idea what an eventful year it would prove to be. Mails were bad and news
only filtered through very slowly so it was quite some time before we knew that the war in Europe was
over, Hitler was dead and Germany had surrendered. It made little difference to us. The Japanese were
still bombing China and day by day large numbers of B24's moved over our heads towards Japan. The
noise was quite alarming and I was glad they were not enemy planes bombing us. Letters dated
September, October and November 1944 were only getting through to us in March and April 1945 and
seemed to have been held up somewhere in India. I kept writing to Raymond in Wei Xian, but we had
heard nothing from him for months.
Christmas 1944 was probably the best we had had as far
as food was concerned since the war started. I thought it
would be the worst as my stores were down to a minimum
and what I could buy on the street was either non existent
or so expensive I could not even think about it. To make a
Christmas cake or pudding seemed an utter impossibility
as I had used the last of my dried fruit on the previous
Christmas.
However Percy got back from Council
meetings in Chongqing with candied fruit from a place
which makes it down there, and one of the American
Airforce boys gave me some raisins, so I began to think I
might be able to manage something special after all.
The story of my supply of baking powder is like the
widow’s cruse of oil (2 Kings 4:1-7). Over and over again
I had nearly reached the end of it and over and over again
new supply came from somewhere. Several times as
refugees from Japanese occupied provinces came through and stayed with us for days or weeks, they
would leave me the remains of any stores they were able to bring out with them and often there would be
some baking powder. When Percy’s parents went home, his mother left me what she had over and that
kept me going till November. Christmas looked like being a very lean one till the dried fruit began to
come in, but my baking powder was pretty low again. I began to think of ways and means to substitute
with Chinese yeast, but was not feeling too enthusiastic about it. Then, not long before Christmas, a
letter came from Myrie, “I’ve been searching the shops to find something I could send you for Christmas,
but they don’t have a thing I thought you would like. I have more baking powder than I need, so am
sending you a tin and am sorry it is not more exciting”. Exciting! She could not have sent me anything
I appreciated more, once again my ‘widow’s cruse’ was full.
During the end of 1944 and the beginning of 1945 we were all living in a state of uncertainty. The
Japanese were pushing further into China, not only from the east, but also from the south towards
Chongqing. The north of our province, Shaanxi, as well as Guizhou and parts of Yunnan had all been
Return to Table of Contents
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evacuated by consular orders and we were holding ourselves in readiness to leave at a moment’s notice
if it became necessary. Percy sent word to all our workers to come in to Hanzhong where it would be
easier to get transport. The Becks, Duncans and Margaret Crossett with her little girl, all came in and
spent Christmas and the day of prayer with us and stayed on then praying for guidance whether they
should return to their stations or not.
Doris Weller had finished her language exams
and could leave as soon as there was transport.
Ruth Saunders was preparing to write her exams
and could leave after that, and Emma Blott who
came out from Anhui with Bert Kane was waiting
for her luggage to arrive before going on to help in
the hospital in Lanzhou. The hospital people were
urging her to come quickly, but Mr. Sinton was not
sure it was right for her to go north under the
present conditions, so perhaps the luggage hold
up would help to solve her problems.
Paul Contento had been sent off to Chengdu to
rest and recuperate from his operation. He
seemed to be doing well, so well in fact that he did
not want to come back. He said he was having
wonderful opportunities among the university
students which he could not bear to miss, and if
Maida was willing, he would stay there. He did not say anything about whether HQ would be willing.
Doris Onions was staying on with us and Percy had asked her to take over the secretarial work for the
Province, which left him free for his work as Area Director (Superintendent). A big school had evacuated
from Henan and settled about 8 li outside Hanzhong, so Doris was able to work amongst them. She
found some of them were keen little Christians and she enjoyed the contact with them.
The American airbase in Hanzhong was being increased and Christmas services that year found our
sitting room packed and overflowing out on to the stairs and study and the verandah. They sang carols,
played games and ate heartily of the cakes and buns and coffee we provided (all materials courtesy of
‘Uncle Sam’).
Some of them were boys who had already been coming to church, but many were new and had never
been before, and the sight of our children really broke some of them up. It was Christmas time and they
must have been very homesick for their own families.
For the sake of the children who were with us, our own and others who had evacuated from other
provinces, we had ‘Santa Claus’ arrive on Christmas morning with whatever gifts we could manage to
find or make. Frankie was really funny as he took it upon himself to be Master of Ceremonies. He
greeted Santa like a long lost friend and, taking him by the hand, led him round the room, introducing him
to all the other children and ending up by pointing at the Ebeling baby saying, “And look at THAT!”

THE CHILDREN
After a bad time with tummy upsets during the heat of summer, the cold weather and plenty of good milk
to drink was making a difference to the children. We had been buying cows milk from a man on the
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street, but it was getting bluer and bluer, which meant of course that it was having more and more water
added. So we were getting less and less milk and with the terrific rate of inflation, the price had gone up
to $100 for a 12 ounce pint. The Swiss goats we had brought from Xixiang had got a disease and died
soon after we arrived in Hanzhong, but when the Parsons family came to us from Henan, they had paid
their goatherd to drive their lovely big English goat across country to us, hoping to sell it before they left
China. We jumped at the opportunity and in January it gave birth to a lovely big nanny kid. We allowed
it to drink most of its mother’s milk till the end of the month and then separated it altogether. The milk we
got from the mother goat amounted to about 5 sixteen ounce pints per day and the cream each morning
was half an inch thick on top. We gave the children all they could drink and used what we wanted
ourselves and made butter of the rest. The little kid was a nanny too and a pure breed, so we planned to
keep her, hoping that the two of them would keep us supplied all the year round in the future.
So with plenty of milk and the cold weather, I was able to write home that
“Dorothy is a round little roly poly in her winter wadding, and has such a lovely colour to
her cheeks. Both the children are looking ever so well, and it is good to see them after
the summer pulled them down. Dorothy is a real little tease, and very slow to accept
our invitations for kisses, but very generous with them when she once breaks the ice.
She is really not shy at all, but likes to pretend she is”.
In January 1945 we were suddenly electrified by the news from HQ that Alan was in India! The
Japanese had made a push from the south towards Sichuan just before Christmas. The Government
(both Chinese and Western) had decided that our school should not remain in Jiading, which is only 150
miles from Chongqing near the famous sacred mountain of Emei. India seemed the safest place under
the deteriorating conditions in China, but the only way to get there was to fly over ‘The Hump’ (part of the
Himalayas) to Calcutta from Kunming in south west China in Yunnan Province. The American Air Force
were called in to help and, on Christmas Day, big American trucks drove into the school, loaded all the
luggage and school equipment on first, and then helped ten or twelve children with two teachers to perch
on top. They were driven to the nearest airfield from which an American place would take them to
Kunming on the first lap of their journey to India.
Christmas Day was spent at the airport
while they waited for the plane which was
delayed over and over again.
The
Americans, always so generous and
especially so when children were
concerned, brought them hot turkey
dinners on trays, so that they would not
miss all the Christmas cheer.
It was
already dark when the DC3 allotted to
them finally came in and they were told to
get on board. Frances Williamson was
the Head and she and all the other members of staff were feeling the responsibility of looking after 27
small children, all under twelve, to be flown out of China under war time conditions.
They felt even worse as they heard there were no parachutes for anybody and they were flying at night
to Kunming which was having constant air raids and would certainly be blacked out if there was one at
the time they arrived. It was a two hour trip, but they got more anxious as the two hours passed and
there was still no sign of Kunming. One of the children collapsed because army planes in those days did
not have pressurized cabins. He needed oxygen, but there was no oxygen and they could do nothing to
help him. Then a voice suddenly announced that they were landing at Yunnani airport and it was with a
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great sense of relief that they could get the sick child out of the plane and breathing normal air again.
The pilot told them that they had actually reached Kunming only to find an air raid going on, so that they
had to turn back to Yunnani. They had been lost for two hours with clouds so heavy they could not tell
where they were. Then a break in the clouds showed them the airport below and they landed with only
enough petrol for another ten minutes flying. The pilot said he had never prayed so much in his life
before. Needless to say he was not the only one who prayed that night, though perhaps he was the only
one who knew how near they were to disaster.

They still had to get to Kunming and it was not a very happy group who once again boarded the plane
without parachutes and without oxygen. They arrived safely this time at 2am, tired and hungry, having
had nothing to eat since the turkey dinner on the previous day. From Kunming they flew over ‘The
Hump’ to Calcutta in India where a refugee centre helped them make arrangements to go on to
Kalimpong, a beautiful mountain resort in the high Himalayas some 1300 miles north of Calcutta and
with a wonderful view of Mount Kanchenjunga. Chefoo School with 35 children and the staff were given
part of the Anglo-Indian School buildings. It was all so different from Jiading in China, but the children
loved it and were able to run up and down the mountain slopes barefoot in the hotter weather. They felt
freer in every way than they were ever able to in Jiading. Alan often wrote with love of ‘our mountain’.
The beauty of their surroundings up there in the Himalayas seems to have captured their imagination.
Of course we only knew all this much later and it was a shock in early 1945 to find that he was not even
in the same country any more.
With Alan in India and Raymond in the Japanese concentration camp in Wei Xian in Shandong, our
family seemed scattered indeed, and we were so thankful we had had Alan home for the long holidays in
1944 in spite of advice to the contrary. Now we only had Frank and Dorothy home and Frank would be
school age by the end of the year, but our school was now in India and that seemed such a long way to
send him without one of us going with him. I wrote home,
“We will probably keep him home till after next Christmas and see how
the Lord leads us then. I am so thankful we are Christians these days
and can trust where we cannot see.”
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With Percy’s parents having returned to Canada and Percy now appointed as the Superintendent of our
CIM work in South Shaanxi we moved over into the Super’s house and once again I had a cook to help
me with all the catering, and that was marvellous.
We had been without servants for quite
some time because inflation was sky high,
the exchange rate from our money from
the West was at a pegged rate and by the
end of each month was practically
worthless, so as soon as we received a
cheque we cashed it and put it into goods
we could either use ourselves or barter
such as rice, charcoal, salt, etc., and
things we could not afford we simply did
not buy! Tea by this time had risen to $800
per lb and we either used the same leaves
over again as often as there was any
colour in them, or did what the
Generalissimo and his wife Madame Jiang
were doing themselves and advised others
to do, drank ‘bei kaishui’ (cup of boiled
water). So when we went visiting to better
class families, that is what we were offered with pride rather than any sense of shame. In poorer country
people’s homes, a few bamboo leaves were put into a cup and infused with boiling water and offered to
us.
I still had some cocoa in my stores, and the GIs sometimes replenished it. This I mostly kept for the
children now that I had plenty of milk, and tried to build up their health before the heat of the next
summer.
So, how did I manage to pay for a cook? Yang Wanchuen was a Xixiang boy and Percy and I knew him
well when we worked there before furlough. It was after we
returned I think, that he was caught by the press gang and taken
off with others to serve in the army. Nothing was heard of him for
quite some time, but one day he turned up at Mother’s door in
Hanzhong. He was ragged and dirty with straw sandals nearly
falling off his feet, and looking far from well. Mother gave one
look at him, sent him to the kitchen to have a meal, and then gave
him a cake of carbolic soap and some clean clothes and told him
to go and have a bath and burn the old, obviously lice-ridden
clothes in the garden incinerator. She told him she was not going
to let him go home to his mother until he looked better, so he
could do odd jobs in her garden until he was better. He was
grateful and worked well and at times helped Mother’s cook in the
kitchen when there was an influx of visitors. Mother had a
wonderful cook called Wang who could cook anything and made
marvellous Chinese meals. All the housekeepers in the district
were envious of Mother’s wonderful cook and we all loved to be
invited to a meal at the Super’s house, specially as most of us
were doing our own cooking and everything else at the time.
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But alas! One day there was a prolonged Japanese air raid and Cook Wang disappeared and never
came back. We never knew if he had been caught in the raid or just fled to a safer place away from the
city. He was really terrified of the air raids and we were just over the city wall from the airfield and the
American Air Force base, so particularly vulnerable to attack.
Anyway, he disappeared and Yang Wanchuen, knowing Mother was old and unwell and could not cope
alone, offered to do the cooking if she would trust him. He admitted he could never compete with Cook
Wang, but he had learned a lot from him and would like to try. So she let him try and he did well and
served them faithfully and well till they left China. By this time he had married a lovely little Chinese girl
called Enlian and they were living in several rooms behind Mother’s kitchen. When Yang could not cope
with the number of visitors, Enlian came in to help him and we got used to them quietly working in the
kitchen and dining room. Then Percy’s parents went home and we were to move over into the Super’s
house.
One day before that, Yang came over to see me and said he and Enlian would like to serve us as they
had served Percy’s parents. I said ‘No’ at once and explained that I knew he had done well as their cook
and I would love to employ him but the financial situation for all ‘foreigners’ in China was very difficult and
we just could not afford servants again till the War was over. I told him I knew he had worked for our
parents for very little money because he was grateful for what Mother had done for him, but he owed me
nothing and deserved a far higher wage than I could afford to pay him. He looked disappointed and then
suggested that Percy and I talk it over and decide how much we could afford to pay him, and if he and
Enlian and their little Deifu could live on it, they would like to do it. When the War was over and things
became normal again, we could increase his wage. So we took them on and he was such a blessing to
me, always cheerful, always helpful like a lovely Christian brother, and I thanked God for him many times
in the days that followed. The children loved ‘Yang Da Ge’ too and little Deifu was their constant
companion. When Yang and Enlian were preparing their food, our two always knew when the rice was
being cooked and Enlian always saved them some ‘Guo ba’ (the browned rice sticking to the ‘guo’ or
‘wok’) which they loved.
The Yangs had another little child, a
daughter this time, born I think before our
parents left, and the new baby was a
constant source of interest to our two.
Dorothy was 2½ by this time and a great
favourite with some of the GIs. ‘Gillie’, as we
called him, was a lovely big American boy
who loved to come over just to sit her on his
knee and talk to and play with her. She loved
him and of course she never said ‘No’ to any
sweets he brought with him. My children had
known very little about the kind of
confectionery we could buy at home, and
after we had used up the ‘one a day’ that I
allowed them from tins brought back with me
from Australia, that was the end. But now
the GIs visiting daily with sweets from the Air
Force PX Stores, our children learned very
quickly. I was horrified one day to go looking
for them in the front yard, and found them
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sitting on the pavement outside the front gate holding their hands out like any beggar, asking for sweets
from the GIs who continually passed our gate. The gatekeeper of course kept an eye on them for safety,
but was vastly amused at our two little beggars.
My baby was growing fast, getting taller and losing her baby podginess. She was quickly learning to do
things for herself and I was amused at how different she was from the three boys. The boys did not care
two pins what they were dressed in, and Alan in particular was always losing buttons off his suits and
never looking tidy for long after he was dressed. His shirts were more often hanging out than in. Dorothy
on the contrary, would spend hours going through her drawers to decide which dress she wanted to
wear, and which she liked best. She loved pretty things and one day when I was sewing, she saw a
pretty scrap of pink material and begged me to make her a dress. I was not sure there was enough
material, but by putting a band of blue round the bottom of the skirt and round the neck and sleeves I
managed. She was delighted with it, and with the blue ribbon in her hair, she did look very nice.
As the days got longer and the weather warmer, I let them stay up and go with us to the evening service
in the Church. By this time a number of GIs were coming to it and we had formed a choir with some of
them and any of us missionary ladies who were available. When we were to go to the front and sing an
item during the service, I would leave the children on the bench and whisper to them to sit still till I came
back. Invariably before we finished, Dorothy would climb down clutching the golliwog I had made her in
one arm, and come to stand in front of me while smiles went round the congregation.
Frank was getting more unsettled as Alan had gone, and the Kane boys who had been with us for almost
a year had gone off to the States with their parents as soon as their father finally came out of Anhui. The
children who were left were all younger than he so he was needing playmates of his own age. He came
in one day and said the Catholic priest said he could go over and play with some of the children in their
yard. Their property adjoined ours, but the wall between us was very high and I wondered how he had
managed to be talking to the priest. He said he had climbed up into the cherry tree which was quite high
and was able to look over the wall. When the priest said he could play with the children, he just climbed
over! He was very pleased with himself and told me, “I saw some nuns too!”
As well as the baby, the Ebelings had a little boy a little younger than Dorothy, and she loved to play with
John Carl, so she was not so much of a companion for Frank who was three years older.
The Xiao family were having problems with Joseph, suffering from some kind of lung trouble, and we
suspected TB. He was such a lovely boy, the second eldest of the doctor’s six sons and very artistic.
When Sadie came from the States, she brought sets of flannelgraphs for herself and Bertha to use for
teaching Bible stories, and gave me a set too. I found it invaluable in the Sunday School and, as I was
trying to train teachers, I asked Joseph to copy the flannelgraph pictures so that I could have a set for
each teacher. He did a marvellous job and I used them a lot.
The fourth Xiao boy, Job, had never recovered from the fright he got when he was caught in an air raid
while trying to escape to their country property. The doctor had tried all he could to help him and sent for
help to other countries, but nothing seemed to help. He remained quiet and gentle, but slow mentally.
Now Mrs. Xiao told me the doctor himself was suffering again from an appendix pain he had had before,
but now it was much worse. It really scared him this time so that he promised he would go and have it
out as soon as he felt well enough to travel. He would go either to the English Baptist Hospital in Xi’an,
or south to the CIM hospital in Sichuan. Mrs. Xiao laughed as she said (in Chinese of course) “He can
prescribe for other people but not for himself”.
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NEWS OF FAMILY AT HOME
In Australia my sister Beth was now engaged to Wilfred Douglas, and I was longing for news of what was
happening at home. I knew she was hoping our father would be well enough to give her away, though
his health had been deteriorating. Of course I wanted to know what she would wear and who would be
the bridesmaids and best man. Also what Mother was going to do for a reception, and where they would
have their honeymoon. Like us they were both missionaries, though to the aborigines of our own
country, and not overseas. It is during family events like these that one feels so far from home and longs
to be a part of it all. Of course when I myself was married, none of my own family were able to take the
long journey to Shanghai.
In Canada, Percy’s parents had arrived safely in Toronto after a long trip from India, down to Australia
and right round the south coast from Fremantle to Sydney in order to avoid enemy submarines at sea. I
had hoped they could land in Fremantle and meet my parents, but they were not permitted to land
anywhere. Before they left China, they sold most of their belongings and of course, when leaving the
country, the exchange which was so much against us receiving money from abroad, was in their favour.
With what they managed to sell, they were able to pay a deposit on a small house in North Toronto, and
by the time their letters to us arrived, they were settled in and enjoying the luxury of a home which was all
their own. Marj and Doug, who were both married, welcomed them with joy and they were beginning to
know their other grandchildren. Ours were the only ones they had known up to this time.
In England, Jessie and David and the twins were also safely home and living with David’s parents in
Hereford where the little boys were getting to know their grandparents, and to be loved by them in spite
of their having mixed David’s father’s toothpaste and shaving cream together! David’s brother John had
been a prisoner of war in Japan for four years.
They had heard nothing of him for three years except they were told he was still alive. Then in October
he suddenly arrived home. He had been in Batavia (named Jakarta after 1949) for two years, and
eighteen months on an island near New Guinea building an aerodrome. He had the rank of Captain and
at that time had been in charge of anything from one hundred to one thousand men. David said his
parents had renewed their youth since he came home.
Jess was still far from well and the sprue which she had suffered from ever since the twins were born,
was taking a long time to clear up. A further bout of dysentery had discouraged her a lot and they went
to the London School of Medicine where she had a thorough examination. They told her the actual
sprue was cured, but she must expect occasional bouts of dysentery for awhile as this is the after effects
of the disease which would gradually clear up.
My brother Jack was still a prisoner of war somewhere in Germany, but as news began to filter through
that the war in Europe was over, I was hoping soon to hear that Jack was on his way home. Most of all
we longed for the war in China to be over and out little boy whom we had not seen for four years to be
home with us.
Letters from Alan came through regularly from India and the children all seemed very happy there. They
were getting a lot more good things to eat there than they ever could in China during the war years, and
with such a healthy climate they must have been benefiting all round.
NORTH WEST BIBLE INSTITUTE
God has wonderful ways of working and just about the time when we were sad that our efforts to form a
teaching band for Chinese workers in the south had to cease, up in Fengxiang the North West Bible
School was just beginning. It all began with the evacuation from Henan of the Rev. James Taylor. He
was the grandson of Hudson Taylor and worked with the Free Methodist Mission in China. As the
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Japanese occupied Henan, he and his family moved across to Shaanxi with the desire to commence a
Bible School in that province. The CIM was also interested and we offered our property in Fenxiang
which was vacant at that time.
The two missions joined together and a Board of Trustees of fifteen members, two thirds of them
Chinese, was appointed. Mr. and Mrs. Theo Fischbacher were the representatives of the CIM on the
teaching staff and Rev. James Taylor was the Principal, with Pastor Mark Ma, also evacuated from
Henan, as Vice-Principal. The Superintendent of Shaanxi Province was CIM representative on the
Board of Trustees, so Percy’s father was involved from the beginning, and later, when Percy became
Superintendent, he took his place on the Board and went up and down for meetings when necessary.
They commenced with eight students who came for a three month course. We came to know Pastor
and Mrs. Ma and their children very well in the next few years as well as the Taylors and Fischbachers.
The Taylor children were all at school in Chefoo and were taken to Wei Xian by the Japanese at the
same time as our Raymond was.
A remarkable movement sprang out of this work which became known as the ‘Back to Jerusalem Band’.
During a time of prayer in 1942, Pastor Ma sensed God saying to him, “The door to Xinjiang is already
open. Enter and preach the Gospel.” Xinjiang in the far northwest was not a place he had ever prayed
about or had much interest in, and the thought of going there with a wife and several small children
horrified him, so he tried to forget all about it.
Five months later at Easter in 1943, Pastor Ma was on a preaching engagement in another city with
several of the Bible Institute students, and as they strolled along the river bank, he told them of his
‘vision’ he felt God had given him. One of the students with him told him that ten years before, she had
been given a vision of a vast area far away in the west where people were crying for help. She heard a
voice saying, ‘The people there in the darkness have no one to tell them the Good News.’ She was so
moved that she cried out, ‘Oh Lord, here am I’. Ten years had gone by, but now as she listened to
Pastor Ma, her vision was being renewed. They prayed together that morning as they stood by the Wei
River that the vision might be fulfilled.
During that same Easter 1943 remarkable things were happening at the Bible Institute. A burden for the
far distant unreached areas where Christ was not known lay upon the Bible School leaders, and that
Easter they emphasized to the students the needs of the unreached. Out in the courtyard a huge map of
China had been drawn with whitewash on the ground, and the needs of Tibet, the tribes in the South
West, Sichuan, Gansu and Ningxia, and even as far as Mongolia and Xinjiang were all emphasized.
The old Silk Route had been open for centuries for trade and travel, but not yet to many of the
messengers of the Cross. Mr. Hunter had been in Xinjiang for many years and Arthur Moore’s historic
journey from Lanzhou to Urumqi with Percy Mather, as well as the journeys of the Misses Cable and
French, were examples of some of the few missionaries who had attempted that long journey. All told of
the tremendous need, and tried to stir up Christians in the Western countries to pray for God’s
messengers to go to these far distant places.
On that Easter Sunday morning, as the sun was rising in the East, the challenge was given to these
Chinese students, ‘If you feel God is calling you to go to any particular part of China to serve Him, then
go and stand on that province on the map.’ There was a quiet move towards the map, and when all to
whom God had been speaking had taken their places, eight were standing on the province of Xinjiang.
When Pastor Ma and Grace Cheng returned, they found that God was confirming the vision He had
given them already. They began at once to start a prayer meeting and a regular offering towards
carrying out what they felt they must do, and also to ask God to give them a name by which they could
call this new movement of God’s Spirit.
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Once again it was to Pastor Mark Ma that the vision came as he fasted and prayed. He was reminded by
God of the Great Commission given to the early Church to take the Gospel from Jerusalem to the whole
world. He was reminded that it had travelled from Jerusalem across Europe, from Europe to America
and to China, and now God was giving to the Chinese Church not only the responsibility of taking the
Gospel to Xinjiang, but on further to the west until they took it right back to Jerusalem from where it had
started. It seemed to Pastor Ma that God had reserved this special privilege for the Chinese Church so
that they would have something to offer Him when He returns.
He went back to the prayer group, told them the vision God had given him and told them he believed
God was calling them, not only to Xinjiang, but to Tibet, Afghanistan, Iran, Iraq, Syria, Turkey and
Jerusalem. They began to call themselves the ‘Back to Jerusalem Band’ and began to make plans to go
forwards towards the far west. Other young people began to hear the call of God for their lives, some
closed lands like Tibet and Afghanistan, and one young man had a burden for Mecca laid upon him
before he even knew where Mecca was. We came to know him as ‘Mecca Chao’, and in Shaanxi and
other parts of China as well as in Western countries people were burdened to pray for the ‘Back to
Jerusalem Band’ and God’s fulfilment of the vision God had given them.
By the middle of 1945 we were rejoicing that the War in Europe really was over, and we hoped it would
soon be over in China too. We had written to Mr. Sinton who was Acting General Director in Chongqing,
asking for advice about Frank’s schooling. He advised keeping him home for the rest of the year as he
would not be six till October, and the future of our schools might be clearer by then. We were definitely
not going to open another Primary School in West China, so it looked as if the children would stay in
Kalimpong until Chefoo could open again. I was weary at times of longing for the War to end and my
boys be able to come home again. Frank was weeping one day because Alan could not come home for
the summer holidays. “I haven’t even got a big brother now,” he said. I felt a bit that way myself
sometimes and just had to hold on to Romans 8:28 and believe that in all this God had some purpose of
blessing for us even though we could not see it yet.
As things seemed to be more settled in Shaanxi again, Percy took a trip north to visit our workers there.
Bertha went south to Shiquan, even though she had nobody to go with her. Mrs. Chang would be
company for her when she got there and they would work together trying to encourage and build up the
Church. I commented in my home letter, “We could do with a lot more faithful workers like her.”
No news as yet of my brother being on his way home from
Germany, but I was excited over news of Beth’s wedding to Wilf
Douglas. She so much wanted Father to be able to give her
away, and when she arrived from Gnowangerup by train and it
was Dora and not Father who met her to help with her luggage
as he always did, she was very anxious about him. She asked
the doctor if he was going to be able to lead her down the aisle,
and he assured her he would, so it really made her day to have
him do it. Letters from home were all about the wedding and my
mother wrote that she had never seen Beth so happy.
By August 1945 we were beginning to hope that Japan might
surrender to the Allies, but then we heard that Japan had
refused to let the Allies have any control over the Emperor and so the War went on. Mails were so slow
to reach us and we longed for up to date news. Mother wrote in May to say my brother Jack had been
released and flown to England, and then her next letter, which took a month to reach us, was written in
July and told us nothing of his experience as if we had already heard.
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How many letters were lost?
Frank was getting so discontented at home and needed school, so I sent to the Western Australian
Education Department for correspondence lessons for him to do at home. One of the American officers
who came to see us regularly and who had two boys of his own, took a liking to Frank, and if he was not
busy would take him out sometimes, so that was a help.
In the meantime the work continued, and I was concerned that we had few people in Hanzhong now who
could do anything for the children. So I decided to have a Daily Vacation Bible School that summer
myself and rope in any help I could get. I invited Joy Chun from Xixiang to come and help. She had
developed into a lovely girl, and was now at University, but she had other engagements that week. In
the end it was Bertha who helped me. Percy had gone down to Shiquan for meetings and found her
looking very washed out after suffering from boils on one of her eyes. He brought her home with him for
treatment and a rest, and she was glad to help me with the children.
Summer 1945 was hot and humid, but the rainy season seemed to start early too. The summer was
never easy to get through as it seemed to bring out all our physical weaknesses. I had the two children
in bed for over a week with some kind of tummy trouble which I did not find easy to clear up. I finally
asked the American Air Force doctor to have a look at Dorothy. He had given me some of the new sulfa
drugs which were being used very effectively by the Air Force, but which I had had no experience of at all,
and I was afraid to use without medical advice. He asked her weight and told me to give her two
sulfa-diazine tablets at once and then one every four hours with plenty of liquid to drink. She cleared up
very quickly after that and I began to feel they really are ‘miracle drugs’. With Frank it was different and
I began to feel it was amoebic dysentery with him which the sulfa drugs do not seem to help, but when
Jess was here she told me how much yatren Dr. Howie used at Chefoo to treat children with amoebic. I
used it on Frank and he slowly cleared up too, but had little energy.
Dorothy’s little friend John Carl Ebeling, was in bed with a high fever which was not responding to the
treatment the doctor was giving him, and Doris Onions was finding her arthritis very painful. As soon as
transport to England was more available, she would leave for furlough, but in the meantime she was
happy to take over the secretarial work for Percy. She had no home or family to return to in England as
she was one of the orphans brought up in Dr. Barnado’s homes. Before the troubles became worse in
the north of our province, she was working in the north and found the climate there less humid and better
for her arthritis, so she would probably go north again when she returned.
Return to Table of Contents
END OF JAPANESE WAR - WAITING!
August 6 was the day when the atomic bomb was dropped on Hiroshima in Japan. After the long five
years since we had seen Raymond it seemed impossible that Japan had surrendered, the war was over
and our children in concentration camp would be released. Every day we looked for news of how or
when we could expect to see our little oldest son again. Mails were so slow, not only letters, but it took
eight days for an urgent telegram from Chongqing to reach us.
How much longer from
Shanghai? We did not even know if they would be taken to Shanghai so we could not even write, and so
we waited (not very patiently) and we were still waiting at the end of August and into September.
The Air Force GIs were gradually being given orders to return home and when one of them was going to
Beijing, we gave him letters for Raymond and the school staff, hoping that by posting on that side they
would get to their destination more quickly. By the time he got there the move had already been made
and the school children were scattered. But where was Raymond?
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One of our English Friends Ambulance friends stayed each time he passed through to Xi’an, and we
asked him to make enquiries there. When he returned, he said he heard that some people from Wei
Xian camp had passed through, but when he went to ask at the Baptist Mission there, they told him it
was the old and the sick who had been flown out to Kunming and India to get shipping to their home
countries. Among them was old Herbert Taylor, son of Hudson Taylor. The children were still at Wei
Xian till it was decided where they should go.
So we waited, not very patiently I am afraid. Then we got a letter from Chongqing saying a circular was
enclosed to tell us what was happening to the children. At the end a PS said the circular had been sent
to us ‘yesterday’. We had not received it and never did, but the letter went on to say that our child and
most of the children of missionaries in Free China were being sent home to us.
Still we waited. Then a letter from a friend in Xi’an said, “I am sorry I missed seeing your Raymond when
he passed through here. Some of our folks went out to the airport to see them, but I could not go.” That
was the first indication we had that he was on this side of China. But if he had passed through Xi’an, why
was he not already home with us?
Next came a letter from Kathleen Heath who was in the Bible School at Fengxiang, “There was great
excitement last night when the four Taylor children walked in. Your Raymond would have been with
them, but he has been taken on to Kunming with a fractured wrist.”
That was all, and again we were left wondering and waiting! But at least this time we could do something.
Percy went straight down to the airfield and wired to the Chief Chaplain in Kunming asking him to contact
the CIM and Raymond and send him home to us as soon as possible. The next day we received a
telegram from Bill Tyler, our missionary in charge in Kunming, “Raymond here safe and well. Will send
on to Hanzhong or Xi’an as soon as transport is available.”
So we waited again. Telegrams took eight days, so no point in sending one, and nothing we could do till
he came. That was the longest ten days of the whole five years. Prior to this, Air Force planes had been
going up and down between the major cities
of Free China all the time, but now with the
war at an end and American GIs returning
home, there were not so many. On a Sunday
morning while we still waited, one of the
Chinese nurses attached to the Army, came
to our Sunday morning service. She had
come do wn from Xi’an the day before in an
Army plane. Half jokingly I said, “You didn’t
see a small boy of about 11 with his arm in a
sling anywhere on the airfield in Xi’an, did
you?” “Well,” she said, “as a matter of fact
there was a boy about that age there, but I
didn’t know who he was.” I groaned as I
thought that it could be Raymond, and Nancy
could so easily have brought him back with
her, but we still had no news that he had left
Kunming. I walked to the gate with Nancy
and, as I left her and turned back towards the
Church, a telegram came from Xi’an “Your
boy is here.
Please arrange escort to
Hanzhong.” It must have been our boy Nancy had seen.
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We were two full days by bus from Baoji where the railway connected with Xi’an, and a half a day after
that before we could reach Xi’an. Buses were neither frequent nor regular, and when they did go, there
were so often breakdowns and delays that precious hours were often spent by the roadside. The
‘buses’ of course were not buses as we know them, but open trucks with goods and luggage piled high
on the back and passengers climbed on top to go wherever they had bought their ticket for. ‘Bus’ was
just a courtesy title. How could we get to Xi’an quickly and bring Raymond home?
Percy talked to the Air Force staff who remained and found them all most sympathetic and anxious to
help, but none of their remaining planes were going in the direction we wanted to go. At last a Major
Varney said he was flying to Beijing and would return through Xi’an and bring Raymond back that night.
Our hopes soared high as we heard his plane take off and thought that day might be the day we had
waited for, for five long years. It was Sunday and we were busy, but as it got nearer nightfall we kept
listening for the plane which was bringing Raymond home. It did not come and Percy went down to the
airfield to make enquiries. They said there was bad weather between us and Beijing and he had
probably not been able to take off. So we went to bed disappointed but hoping they would get through in
the morning. Monday morning dawned and the rain was pouring down, so we knew no planes would be
moving all day and we settled down to wait another day.
Tuesday, about 10am, while it was still raining a little, we heard the sound of a plane which we
recognised as Major Varney’s. Percy dropped everything and dashed out to the airfield while I waited.
He came back alone - no Raymond.
The Major actually spent the night in Xi’an, asked somebody about Raymond, who said he had been
taken to Kunming, so he made no more enquiries. I sat down and cried my eyes out with disappointment,
and muttered under my breath (rather unfairly I must admit) “After all I’ve done for these American
airmen, they can’t even do for me the one thing I want most in the world, bring my little boy home!” I
gave up all hope of seeing him for another week. It was still raining.
Percy would have to go to himself to Xi’an to get him, but the rain would hinder buses going for several
days at least. Rather than do nothing, Percy decided to walk out to the north/south motor road and try to
‘thumb’ a ride with anybody going north. We had a wonderful system of ‘yellow fish’ functioning at that
time. If you could not pay for a ticket legally at the bus station, you could bribe the bus driver to let you be
a ‘yellow fish’. That meant you could travel on the bus as far as the next major city, then you had to get
off the bus, walk through the city, and wait to get on the bus again on that side when all fear of having
tickets inspected would be past. This would be repeated at every major city the bus passed through,
and ‘yellow fish’ meant big business for bus drivers and rather less comfort on the uncomfortable bus for
the paying passengers. Percy felt he was wiling to be a ‘yellow fish’ or anything else if he could get
quickly to Xi’an.
Alas! He came back home on Wednesday night tired and despondent. Not a vehicle of any kind had
gone north all day.
Thursday morning was the regular bus day and the rain had ceased, so bright and early I went to the bus
station with Percy while he bought a ticket. I watched him squeeze himself between two other
passengers on top of the overloaded truck, and waved him off as the truck set off on its two day journey
(if there were no hold-ups) to Baoji. Then I settled down to wait!
This was Thursday morning. With no breakdowns, he could be in Baoji by Friday night, catch the train to
Xi’an and be there some time on Saturday morning. There might be a train back to Baoji on Saturday
night and perhaps a bus leaving Baoji for Hanzhong on Sunday morning, so the earliest I could expect
them home would be Monday night. I mentally decided that would be almost too much to expect.
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Things did not go as smoothly as that in inland China, so probably the earliest I could expect them would
be Tuesday night. I settled down to fill my hands with work and wait.
Surprisingly, Percy reached Baoji on Friday night, bought his railway ticket to Xi’an and, while he waited
for train time, wandered round Baoji which he had not seen for some time. To his surprise, there
seemed to be a big British Army convoy just pulling in to Baoji, and he was even more surprised to
recognise the Major in charge as an old school friend of his from his school days in Chefoo. As they
chatted and questions and answers passed back and forth between them, Percy discovered the convoy
was going south. The army travels quicker than local buses, so Percy begged Major White to wait for
him till he could get back next morning from Xi’an with Raymond and take them to Hanzhong. He was
happy to do that as they would be spending the night in Baoji anyway, but he warned Percy he could not
wait for a later train if they were not on the early one.
So with a lift in his spirits, Percy caught the evening train to Xi’an and hoped to be back in Baoji on the
early train next morning. When he reached Xi’an, he found that one of our friends in the Baptist Mission
had seen Raymond wandering round the airfield, asked him who he was, and then found he was our son
and took him home to stay with them till we came to get him.
Raymond was in bed when Percy got to the home where he was staying, and overcome by a fit of
shyness when confronted by his father whom he had not seen for five years, he hid under the bed
clothes. But before they settled down for the night, they had made friends and were ‘family’ again.
Up early next morning, they caught the train back to Baoji and arrived before breakfast ready to join the
convoy going to Hanzhong. Raymond had very little luggage after years in a concentration camp, and
everything he possessed was in one small trunk, but it had been put into the luggage van and took a little
time to get off. When they finally left the station to look for the convoy and Major White, they were told he
had waited till all the passengers seemed to have left the station and then, fearing they had missed the
train, he had given orders for the convoy to start the journey south. Bitterly disappointed, Percy and
Raymond turned away to look for a place where they could buy something for breakfast. They turned a
corner and could hardly believe their eyes when they say a Union Jack flying gaily on the front of a
British Army jeep. Quickly Percy spoke to the driver asking who he was. Was he part of Major White’s
convoy? Was he going south?
The answers came just as quickly. He was part of the Major’s convoy, and he was going south. He had
taken a wrong turning and found himself on the road leading north west. By the time he had discovered
his mistake and returned to the place he had started from, he arrived there just as our two had turned the
corner. It was only a matter of minutes before they collected the luggage left with the innkeeper, and the
three of them settled into the front seat to catch up with the rest of the convoy. “No breakfast?” Army
rations were opened up and shared. “Cold?” Army gloves and scarves were pulled out and used, and
as the young driver learned that Raymond had been a prisoner of the Japanese for the war years, he
could not do enough for him or his father.
They caught up with the convoy half way through the
mountains where they were held up by a landslide across the road. The British Army soon dug a way
through and they were on their way again.
In the meantime in Hanzhong I was still waiting and not really expecting them till Tuesday at the earliest
if they had been able to get a bus on Monday morning and there were no hold ups on the road. On
Monday afternoon I was busy in the house when I heard Bertha calling me as if she was in a hurry. :Amy,
Amy, come quickly!” I rushed to where she seemed to be at the back door, and she said “Look!” and
pointed out to the path leading to the door. There was Raymond, a big 11 year old, walking up the path
with his father not far behind. What a reunion after five long years. Where was my little six year old who
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I knew so well and understood every thought, every desire, every reaction? I felt as if I had two boys,
one whom I knew and understood and one whom I hardly knew at all.
The two younger ones loved
having a big brother, and I
think he probably found
them a bit of a nuisance at
times, but he soon settled in
to home life again. The
American Air Force men
who were still in Hanzhong
were quite intrigued by his
experiences
in
the
concentration camp and
often took him off with them
in their jeeps or even out
riding horses at times, and
sometimes we all got on our
bicycles and cycled down
through the fields to the
river.
I started the two boys on lessons as the correspondence lessons for Frank were coming fairly regularly
from Australia. With Raymond I had to keep a jump ahead of him as I had forgotten some of the things
he was supposed to be learning at this stage, but I had brought quite a few books back from Australia
which was helpful, and they were both happier to be occupied. Raymond was doing quite well because
he had been used to discipline and school life, but Master Frank was quite another proposition. If he
was in a studying mood, he was fine, but if he was not, he could be the most frustrating small boy one
could ever meet.
Example:

He knew the alphabet quite well, but this was an example of a test . . .

Amy: (pointing at letter he knew well) What’s that letter?
Frank: (looking blank) I don’t know.
Amy
(patiently) You do know, Frankie. It’s A. What is it?
Frank: A
Amy: (pointing to another letter) What’s this letter?
Frank: I don’t know.
Amy: Yes you do. That’s B. What is it?
Frank: B
Amy: (going back to A) What’s this one?
Frank: I don’t know.
Amy: (exasperated) Yes you do! That’s A!
And so it went on until I began to wonder sometimes why I bothered. Then on another day he would
surprise me by reciting off perfectly everything I had taught him for the past week. What a boy!
Commenting on some of my problems with him in letters home, I said,
“The worst of it is that when I am most fed up with him and feel like
scolding him thoroughly, he has such a funny little face that just the
expression on his face will upset my equilibrium and I will have to laugh
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in spite of myself. A few days ago he sat at the table and watched me
while I cut up a pear for him to eat. Then he looked at me with a
quizzical expression and said, ‘Really, you are terrific you know
Mummy.’ I was so taken by surprise that I laughed anyway and that is
just what he wanted.”

One day there was a big fair on the drill ground in the city, so I took the three children and they thought
it great fun - men walking on stilts looking like giants and all sorts of side shows as well as stalls for
buying food and toys. I took some money in my pocket so as to buy a few things for the children. They
got so few nice things that they could buy and though these things would not last long, at least they were
different, and I felt the pleasure they gave them was worth it. Raymond spent most of the time with Dr.
Xiao’s boys so he enjoyed himself. His Chinese was coming back fast and he seemed to be
remembering quite a lot.
WEI XIAN CAMP
We had a duplicated letter from Mrs. Lack about this time. She had been in Wei Xian all through the war
as were the rest of the Chefoo School staff, and of course they had the responsibility for the children all
the time they were under the Japanese.
“Dear all of you,
How
are you after nearly four years? I have had one Red Cross letter in
three years and nine months, and I am afraid most of mine never left
this camp. I am afraid you must wait for the story of these years until I
get out as work is almost night and day now as two of us are sorting
and packing for the boys. We have used curtains, mattress covers,
table cloths, anything we could lay our hands on to cut out and make
clothes they can wear when they travel home. We have lost everything,
and so has the school, except for our dirty bedding. The bed bugs
have been at their worst during this hot weather, and I am afraid our
boxes will all have to be fumigated.
At last the war is over. We heard it whispered by a Chinese, but we did
not believe it because we have been hearing it at least once a week
anyway. Last Friday, on August 17th, an American B24 flew over. We
all knew it was not a Japanese place because it flew lower and lower,
backwards and forwards and so low it blew our hats off. We shouted
and cheered and laughed and cried. You can have no idea what this
meant to us. One of the children ran to me and said, “Oh, Mrs. Lack,
will Mummy know they are flying over us?” “Yes” I said, “by this
evening it will be broadcast all over the world”.
Our children have been wonderful and it has not been easy for them.
We have had no beds for over three years and have hardly been able
to keep clean with just one piece of soap a month. Mr. Bruce, Mrs.
Houghton and the boys have taken on the washing of sheets for the
past eight months as we were all breaking down under it. Four of us
did it most of the time until I was ill last summer, then we started a
squad arrangement, Mrs. Houghton, Miss Williams, Mrs. Henderson
and I do the minor wash, but others relieve us for the last basket, and
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the sheets are done by the team I mentioned above. Mending and
finding clothes and bug fighting fill the rest of the time. Now we look
forward to beds, clean beds, and a meal set at a table.
To get back to August 17th. After the American plane had flown back
and forth over us for about 10 minutes, it suddenly rose to about 600
feet and to our surprise, seven men parachuted down, followed by 25
loads of supplies. What a sight! It was nearly more than we could bear.
Men dashed to the West Wall and over they went. Then we all broke
bounds, men, women and children ran past the Japanese guard and
out through the gate while the guard stood helpless. After the men had
parachuted down, they said they flew low because they thought they
might be fired on, and also they had to be sure it was the right place as
nobody was quite sure where the camp was. The first thing the Major
told us was that we must go back inside again as peace had not yet
been signed, and it was still dangerous. We are all quiet again now
and do not expect to move yet. The sick will leave by plane first,
possibly this week, including one of our CIM boys.
We had a Victory supper yesterday outside on the playing field, where
each had a tomato and an apple - a real feast as we had all been
longing for some fresh fruit. The Chinese have been sending in food
too, so we are almost overwhelmed. When we ran outside the gates
on the day the Americans arrived, the Chinese were shocked at all the
bare feet, and some of them picked up the children to carry them to the
camp. The men and the boys were all shirtless too, so gifts of vests
have been coming in from Chinese outside. I think the dear souls
thought we had no clothes at all. Chinese Christians keep coming to
the gate to bring us food, but after the lean fare of the past years, we
find we cannot eat so much now that we have it. I was sick on Victory
Day after eating an apple, but we will get used to it.
This is a sample of the menu we have been used to:
Breakfast - bread and water
Lunch -

stew and tea

Dinner - Soup and water.
Two slices of bread and clear tea once a day, no milk at all, a small
amount of sugar till May of this year and since then none at all. The
little children and babies had a little milk. We have had one Red Cross
parcel since coming here, though the airmen tell us America sent one
every month.”
This letter from Mrs. Lack was the first real news we had of the conditions Raymond had lived under for
the past three years at least, and we marvelled that he looked as well as he did. Unpacking his trunk, I
was amused and moved to find one pair of pyjamas - one of the pairs I had sent him to school with five
years before. They had been added to a number of times as he grew, and the material was very thin and
well patched. A note from one of the staff apologised that the colour of the pyjamas and the few sheets
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she had sent back were such a dirty gray, but they had had to wash everything without soap, so it was
impossible to get things really clean.
FAMILY COMPLETE
At the beginning of 1946 we were still not a complete family all under one roof which was what made
‘home’ to me. Raymond was home at last after five long years, and he had made friends with his baby
sister who was three before he had ever seen her, so not a baby any more. Frank was making the
acquaintance of his big brother whom he did not remember as he had been just over a year old when
Raymond left us. Only Alan remembered him and had missed him and talked about him with nostalgia,
and Alan was still in India. The school party which was coming back to Shanghai had to wait for a ship,
and ships and planes were overbooked and overcrowded in those post war days with people trying to
get back to their home countries. Priority was given to the old, the ill, and to the prisoners of war, and a
school full of healthy children was not really considered a priority, even if they had been separated from
their parents for a long time. So had many English children who had spent the war years in America or
Canada. Separations were just a way of life in war time. That did not keep us of course from longing
impatiently for the last member of our family to come home.
The American Air Force were all disbanding and Percy’s work as a Chaplain for the group centred in
Hanzhong was really over as far as the American Government was concerned, though those still
remaining to clear up things at the Hanzhong base were still coming in and out to our home and to the
church services.
In January we were surprised by an official letter from the Headquarters of the US Forces (China
Theatre) written for the Head Chaplain by his deputy and enclosing a medal for civilian service and a
citation with thanks for his ‘contribution to the spiritual comfort of the members of the United States Army
on duty in China.’ It was nice to have his ‘war service’ recognised and appreciated. I thought of all the
pies and cakes I had made in that period and of our home which had been open to them all and felt that
the children and I had had our part in the war effort too.
We all went for Christmas to Xixiang and really enjoyed it and I felt as if I had had a real holiday after
months of hard work. We had glorious sunny weather most of the time and we were able to spend a lot
of the time down by the river. We had spent eight happy years at the beginning of our married life at
Xixiang and to the three boys it was the first home they had ever known. For Dorothy, Hanzhong was
home and she had never been to Xixiang. The women gave me a royal welcome as they had not seen
me for four years, and they all had to look at and exclaim over the little daughter the Lord had given me
since then. It never ceased to be a joke with them that I had always wanted a daughter even though I
had the ‘fu qi’ (pronounced ‘foo chee’ and meaning ‘happiness’ or ‘prosperity’) of three sons. It did my
heart good to see them all again. After all the struggles we had had to help them to independence, they
were probably one of the most independent now of all the South Shaanxi churches and were not only
completely self-supporting, but even paying to send an evangelist to a church which had no church
worker.
We arrived to back in Hanzhong to hear that the Xiao’s second son Joseph, had died. He was a lovely
fellow about 20, but had contracted TB and all their efforts to help him had failed. As soon as we
returned from Xixiang I went around to see Mrs. Xiao and she just wept and wept as she asked me to
pray for them. She said this sorrow was like a big black cloud over them and they were finding it hard to
get above it.
God was doing wonderful things among the students in South Shaanxi. The influx of refugee students
from the occupied eastern provinces had, I thought, created hungry hearts in many of them, and they
were open to the Gospel. In Chongqing Calvin Jao had been holding revival meetings and one of the
292

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

students who had been much blessed had come back with an entirely new spiritual experience. The
blessing spread to others and special meetings were planned for February with Paul Contento and Jack
Beck invited to be the speakers.
But the Holy Spirit was at work and when Jack got up to speak at one meeting, he had not opened his
mouth before people were on their faces before God, crying for forgiveness. This was not the work of
man, but a movement of the Holy Spirit being poured out on the young people of China, and we could
only stand aside and rejoice. The Medical College was preparing to move back to Beijing and Joy Chen,
who had been studying there was preparing to go too. She went down to Xixiang to say goodbye to her
mother and brothers. We all had great hopes for Joy’s future as she had developed into a lovely mature
Christian and the Xiaos often wished their John would show some interest in her. But John was not
interested, and I doubt if Joy would have had an interest in him as he did not seem to have the strength
of character that Joseph had.
Mrs. Xiao talked to me about his death one day. During his illness Joseph tried to put right things he felt
were wrong in his life, and were coming between himself and the Lord. He had had some kind of
understanding with Li Hua, the daughter of the Pastor of the Independent Church. He felt he had been
disobedient to the Lord in this as he had allowed his interest in her stop him going to Bible College to
train for His service. He seemed to have no peace until he had broken all connection with Li Hua and
had made a decision to give himself wholly to the Lord’s service should he recover. His bright cheerful
face after that, and what seemed like new strength of body, made us all hope the Lord would leave him
with us, but he passed away late one Saturday night. After asking those with him to sing with him, ‘Take
my life, Precious Saviour, May I only live for Thee’, and ‘I will never, never leave you’, he suddenly sat up
and coughed, lay back on the pillow and stopped breathing.
This lovely family were going through a hard time of testing. Critics had said, “No wonder the Xiaos are
Christians. They have everything, a nice home, plenty of money and six sons!! They never have any
troubles like other people do.” Now Joseph was gone and Job, who had been mentally affected by the
air raids was a constant anxiety as he seemed to be drawn by all the things that were wrong. Cigarette
smoking attracted him and he argued with his mother that because all the American GIs smoked it must
be alright. Mrs. Xiao begged me to ask people to pray for them as she felt God could help them through
this time of trial.
We missionaries were not without our trials either. Fred and Marjorie Smith were now living in
Fengxiang in the north, and their little Clifford had been in the Baptist Hospital in Xi’an for almost a month
with what was diagnosed as Kala-azar. (A chronic and potentially fatal parasitic disease of the viscera
(the internal organs, particularly the liver, spleen, bone marrow and lymph nodes) due to infection by the
parasite called Leishmania donovani. Leishmania donovani, the agent of kala-azar, is transmitted by
sandfly bites ed..) Fred told us that Dr. Tait had hoped for better results from the treatment, and he
would need to take Clifford back in a month or two.
Mrs. Li the Bible woman at Fengxiang, who had been with us for a time earlier to recover from an illness,
was back in Fengxiang, but not very well again. God was blessing these northern stations. One of
Calvin Jao’s colleagues had been holding meetings in Fengxiang, Qishan and Fufeng, and there were
over one hundred conversions in Fengxiang alone.
The Church Union Meetings were to be held in February 1946. At previous meetings, a decision had
been made to open a church school at Chenggu for the children of Christian parents in South Shaanxi.
A large sum of money had already been given by the churches and individual Christians for this purpose,
but the Committee was still discussing the best way to use it. The main idea was to open a private
school with a standard of education equal to any Government School, but not to register, and to make it
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clear to parents that the purpose of the school was not to prepare them for going into business, but
rather to give them a good education combined with a thorough knowledge of the Bible with the aim of
preparing them for the Lord’s work.
The problem then arose about what to do in the years between
graduating from the school and entering Bible School. It was felt the churches should have some kind of
interim course to fill in those years while they were still too young to enter Bible School.
Another important issue that came out of these Church Union Meetings was that there should be a
regular Conference between missionaries and Chinese workers. In other words, all Christian workers
meet together to discuss the work and pray about it together. We rejoiced in this suggestion and later in
the year it was actually carried out when all of us who were full time workers for the Lord in Shaanxi met
together in Chenggu for the first ‘Fellow Workers Conference.’ It was such a success that we decided to
hold it quarterly, and I wrote,
“There was a good attendance - about twenty five or six, and a real
spirit of prayer and intercession. I am sure these times, when we all,
Chinese and foreign alike, live and eat and pray together for a few days,
do much to unite us as a band of fellow workers, and to make us really
feel one in the Lord.”
At the Church Union Meetings in February, Pastor Ho, one of the teachers at the Bible School in
Fengxiang, had been invited to come and give Bible readings during the meetings.
With the war over and Raymond home, we were beginning to wonder what Headquarters were planning
for the further education of our children. Frank and Murray Beck were both due to start school in
September, but where? Would Chefoo be opening again and ready for occupation after Japanese
occupation? What about the children in India? When were they coming home? And what provision
would be made for the older ones like Raymond? Many of them would not be returning to China as they
had reached High School or University age, but there were others, like Raymond, who were still in
China.
I wrote to Bishop Houghton to enquire. He said the Kalimpong children were expected to move back
about April by ship to Shanghai. Alan would then need to fly from Shanghai to Xi’an as overland travel
was still far too difficult. Bill Ebeling had just gone from Xi’an to Lueyang and then on to Lehe by train
and bus, and did not recommend it as a trip to be taken by women and children. He and his wife, after
their long stay with us, were hoping they could go back to their own work again as soon as possible.
It was February 1946 when we received the first parcel from Australia since the war began. It came all
the way from Perth and was from my mother with the first instalment of correspondence lessons for
Frank. He went nearly silly with excitement and raced round the compound telling everybody that his
Grandma had sent him some lessons all the way from Australia. By the time he finished, he had
everybody else as excited as he was himself. It was a wonderful incentive to him to do his lessons, and
I began to feel more encouraged about him than I had been. When I wrote to my mother to tell her the
parcel had arrived, I said,
“He knows the alphabet and can count up to 100. He recognises most
three letter words and can do simple sums in his head without too much
bother, but he is such a little monkey that when he wants to be dumb,
there is no knowing what he knows and what he does not. He is really
funny and quite good fun for those who do not have the exasperating
responsibility of being his parents and having to teach him! This
morning he made us all laugh when he said, ‘I just hate to see you
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doing the washing, Mum,’ He really looked so overcome with distress
that we could not keep from laughing. He thinks that, because he and I
are the two in the family who were born in Australia, that there is no
place on earth to compare with it, and he likes nothing better than for
me to tell him stories about the farm at Cunderdin, and the things Win
and I used to do and the things Jim and I used to do when we were
children.
I told him of one of your birthdays, Mother, when Jim and I had planned
to get up at night after everybody was asleep and creep out into the big
thousand acre paddock to pick wattle blossom and have it in the house
as a surprise to you on your birthday morning. I got up as planned, but
Jim was well snuggled up in bed and refused to budge. I remember
creeping out of the house alone and past the stables and the horses
and out into the big uncleared paddock to pick wattle.
Frank just loves that story and tells it to anybody who will listen, with
great gusto, specially the part where ‘Uncle Jim’ would not come with
me. I think he feels he and Uncle Jim have something in common as he
hates to go anywhere alone in the dark. Even if he wants to go into the
dining room to get a drink of water, he will take Dorothy with him.
Percy was amused when he went to take a service in one of the country
churches recently, and one of the children shouted, ‘Here comes
Frankie’s father!’ They all know Frankie because he chatters away to
them in Chinese all the time. We were amused when we saw his name
written in Chinese. Because they hear us calling him ‘Frankie’, they
have decided his name in Chinese must be Fan Ke (Rice Guest).
Knowing his capacity for eating rice, we thought this rather amusing.”
It was during the cold winter days in February that all three children had the measles and I had them all
in bed more or less at the same time. Keeping the room warm and getting the washing done and dry
during the overcast and often wet weather, was a full time job and I could not get away from the house
very much.
It was just when the children needed it most that our goats, the big
one we had bought from the Parsons family and its first kid now
full grown, both gave birth to kids and we found ourselves with
plenty of good fresh milk. I was getting 8 pints a day from the two
of them and was able to give the children all they could drink, so
that it was not long before they began to look well again and to
throw off the effects of the measles which had pulled them down
quite badly. Dorothy was the first to go down with the measles and
she was not too badly affected. She was just sick enough to be
very cross and to want attention all the time. Raymond got the infection from her and he was really ill
and for several days only wanted to sleep. His three years in the concentration camp and the very poor
diet they had during that time must have weakened him and given him little resistance to disease.
Return to Table of Contents
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REVIVAL BLESSING
It seemed to all begin about the same time as the blessing among the University students in February
when Percy was aware of it in his meetings with them in Chenggu and Jack Beck and Paul Contento
even more so in Gu Luba. Then after the meeting of fellow workers together in Chenggu, when Mr Huo
from North Shaanxi brought the Bible messages with much power, he went on to the Church Conference
in Xixiang. Jack and Myrie wrote of much blessing there too, with many of the young people turning to
the Lord. Most of them were High School young people and they were just bubbling over with joy even
though some of the older people tried to tell them it was just ‘Conference enthusiasm’ and they would get
over it! Some of them were preparing themselves to go to Bible School and we could only rejoice at this
new move of the Spirit of God in our young people, and pray that God would do even greater things right
through our Shaanxi churches.
I wrote to some of our missionaries who were home on furlough and told them that Bertha had been to
visit a little group of new believers at Cao Yutang, a small place about 15 li from Hanzhong. They had a
very good time with forty or more at every weekday meeting and over sixty on Sundays. Bertha said the
funny part was that the work there was started by a madman! I said, “In spite of that, the Word of God is
a living Seed and it has taken good root and is bearing fruit. What a wonderful subject for your
deputation meetings, “The Church Begun by a Madman”!”
With the end of the War and refugees wanting to return home, it was inevitable that Pastor Niu who had
been such a blessing since he had come among us from Anhui and acted as our Pastor ever since,
should want to return to his own work. We were going to miss him and Mrs. Niu and the church was
already beginning to look for a new Pastor for the Hanzhong church.
At the fellow workers’ meetings, it was felt that Wu Shangwen from Xixiang
should be invited. They sent him an official invitation offering him the
equivalent of 16 dou of rice per month. That was quite a step forward for
South Shaanxi. When he had returned from his time in the Shaanxi Bible
School years before after Percy and I had sent him to train there, he had
returned on fire for the Lord and sure he was to be in full time service for
Him, but then he got into business and was doing well, so we wondered
whether he would want to pull up his roots again and go into full time
Christian service.
Pastor Niu was elderly with his two children, Jin Hua and Jin Ding both in
one of the refugee universities near us. Pastor Niu was also a university
graduate, so he was very acceptable to the numbers of educated people
who came to our church services, and yet he had a simple way of explaining
the Gospel which was not hard for the simple country people to understand.
He was so humble that he really lived the Gospel in front of their eyes. He
had been a great help to me when Percy was away from home so much. I
often had to look after some business transaction for him and Pastor Niu
helped me untangle many a problem.
The meeting of workers had asked Bertha and Ruth Saunders who was still
with us, to go to Chenggu. The students had moved on, either back to the
coast or to Xi’an , and the Contentos had moved to Xi’an too. It was felt by
the Chinese leaders that two lady missionaries could be a great help in
building up the church which was never very strong there anyway. For the first time for years we found
ourselves alone as a family and it was a lovely feeling to feel we could please ourselves what time we
had our meals or did other things. I was rejoicing that I could catch up on some of the jobs that needed
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doing round home and also get some church visiting done to help the church deaconesses in their work
a little. With 200 - 700 people at services and some of them living miles from the church, it was not easy
to keep up with them all.
My joy was short lived. At the end of May Dorothy went down with bronchitis and, as her temperature
was quite high I felt I must keep her in bed. She was such a little scamp that even with a high
temperature, she was still so lively that it was hard to keep her in bed and one of us needed to sit by her
till she went to sleep.
I was always amazed and thankful for the way in which the Lord kept us from the many dangers and
diseases which were all around us. One afternoon, after Dorothy was better, she wanted to go for a walk.
As it was still quite early for her to go to bed, I took her round to visit one of my Sunday School children.
We were nearly to their house which opens out on to one of the main streets, and saw the child’s father
sitting on a stool on the sidewalk holding the baby. When I got closer I was horrified to see that the baby
was covered in smallpox sores. I hated to turn away from them and, had it only been myself, I would not
have done so, but I did not want to expose Dorothy to infection. To my relief the father called out that the
child I had come to see was down by the riverside and the mother had gone out, so I did not stop.
We had all had our annual injections against smallpox, so it was probably alright, but here was this sick
child right out on the main street with people coming and going all round her, and her brothers and
sisters were coming regularly to Sunday School. In fact, on the previous Sunday they had been sitting
with our children at church and I had had no idea that they had smallpox in the house.
Teaching Raymond and Frank from 9am to noon each day kept me busy all morning, and to try and get
a little more visitation done in the afternoon, I got out the old Mission bicycle and decided to take up
cycling again instead of walking everywhere. It had been quite a long time since I had been using a
bicycle. In China, up to now, I had walked everywhere with some of the church women. I was pretty
wobbly at first, but after the first few days and numerous spills, I began to feel at home on it again. Percy
and the children all cheered me loudly and picked me up when I fell down, and pumped up my tyres
when they were flat and, with so much encouragement, what could I do but persevere. At least I felt I
could go with Percy and the boys when they wanted to take Dorothy and go down to the riverside.
Another move which the end of the war brought about was that of the NW Bible School which, up to this
time had been based in Fengxiang. The meeting of trustees in 1946 decided that, when a suitable place
became available, they should move to Baoji and carry on. We were all glad about this as we feared
they might want to leave the province altogether, but in Baoji they would be even more central and
accessible to the whole province.
Percy spent a lot of time with Fred in the north at this time trying to form a Union of the churches in the
north such as we had in the south. To make all our churches independent was our aim, but to unite them
together for spiritual help and teaching seemed necessary as well. Percy took Dr. Xiao with him as the
representative of the Church Union in the south, and while they were so near Xi’an he gave him a letter
of introduction to Dr. Stockley at the Baptist Hospital, hoping he would be able to help clear up some of
the physical problems that had plagued him for so long.
Fred Smith had taken Clifford back to the hospital in Xi’an and Dr. Tait had now given him a clean bill of
health much to the relief of all of us.
At the request of the Church Union, Bertha and Ruth had moved to Chenggu about the end of May. With
the exodus of so many refugee workers like the Nius and Mrs. Ma and so many of our missionaries at
home, we were really very short of workers in Shaanxi, either foreign or Chinese. Fred, as Assistant
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Super, was in Mei Xian and apart from them, the only other workers in the north were Kathleen Heath in
the Bible School and Mrs. Li at Fengxiang. In the south, beside ourselves, there were the Becks in
Xixiang and the two girls at Chenggu. Wu Xiang Wen had refused the invitation to Pastor the Hanzhong
Church so an invitation had been given to a Mr. Chen and he accepted.
Most of the Air Force boys had left, but Captain Moss was left to clear up all the things they had left
behind, and he became a very good friend. He was a Christian, a Methodist from Arkansas, and we
enjoyed having him in and out. When he finally left for home, Frank was very indignant because he had
not given me one of the left behind frigidaires that the GIs used. I think he tried to sell all he could, but he
did give the boys a rubber dinghy from one of the planes, and they had great fun with it on the river.
Another good friend who came into our lives at this time was a Chinese doctor who was working with the
Chinese Youth Army. Dr. Gao was a keen Christian and had done his training in the Beijing Medical
School. At Easter that year I had some records loaned us by Maida Contento, and one day, when I had
them on and was listening to Handel’s ‘Messiah’, Dr. Gao came in and sat down with tears in his eyes.
He said he had not heard that beautiful music since he has been in College in Beijing and he loved it. It
was through Dr. Gao that we began the Sunday night English service for English speaking people.
When the GIs left we did not continue it, but Dr. Gao felt there were enough business men and others in
the city who would appreciate it. So we were contacting business and professionals and students and
for those who wanted more, we started a Bible class on Thursdays for them.
Bertha and Ruth settled in at Chenggu and, as Percy felt he should go and make sure they were
comfortably settled, he decided at my suggestion to go on Bertha’s birthday and take Dorothy with him
on his bike. It is over 20 miles to Chenggu so quite an undertaking, but he had a little seat for her on the
front of his bicycle and she went off with him in high spirits and wildly excited. I had made her a new
dress for the occasion, not new material, but I had cut the legs off a pair of Percys pyjamas to make short
ones for him for the hot weather. They were blue and white stripes, so I made them into a blue and white
striped dress for Dorothy with blue collar and cuffs, and she looked very nice in it. I cut down a straw
summer hat of my own for her and trimmed it with blue ribbon to match the dress, and she went off very
proudly to see ‘Auntie Berfa’. It would have been a long day for her, but the girls would see that she had
a rest when she got there and they would be delighted to have her to themselves for the day. Percy was
going to try and find a suitable gatekeeper for them while he was there.
In mid June we received a telegram from Xi’an saying that Alan had arrived there by plane from
Shanghai. Ridley and Andrew Smith were there too so, as Fred had been with us for the Co-workers’
Conference, he and Percy set off by the first available bus for Baoji. They found that Kathleen Heath
had heard of their arrival, so being a good ‘Auntie’, had gone straight to Xi’an to welcome them ‘home’
and take charge of them for us.
Percy and Fred met her at Guozhen next morning, packing them all on to a cart to start the trip south.
Percy was there to see Fred and Marj reunited with their boys again after two years in India and with
their six children all under the one roof again. They were able to get plenty of milk and Percy thought
Marj was looking better than she had since furlough. He said Ridley was a real little school boy and very
much the son of his father! Within minutes of arrival he was asking his dad the exact height of the
mountains they could see, and Fred being Fred, could of course give him the exact answer. Ridley then
proceeded to tell him the height of the mountains at Kalimpong in India. He was musical like his dad too
and, according to Alan, could sit down and play anything by ear.
So at last we too had all our family together under one roof and my heart was at peace. Percy said to me,
“You really come alive when the children are all home, don’t you?” I thought I did, for separations from
my children were the things which hurt me most all through my missionary life.
298

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

Alan had grown a lot since we had last seen him, and he and Raymond were almost the same height
though Raymond was broader in the shoulders. To watch them walking down the path together they
could almost be taken for twins. When Alan arrived, Raymond had gone off for the day with some of the
GIs who were still there. Alan’s first words as he came in the back door and looked round the room were
“Where’s Raymond?” I think in all the years since he had seen Raymond last he had never ceased
looking forward to the day when they would be together again. I had to laugh at their different accents.
Raymond had been under the care of English teachers with their English pronunciation, so he talked of
having a ‘baath’ (with a long ‘a’) while Alan who had some American teachers would talk about having a
‘bath’ (with a short ‘a’). They both began to speak Chinese well again very soon and could communicate
with the Xiao boys and others quite easily.
It was only about a month after Alan came home that we were again ‘weeping with those who weep’. I
was shocked one morning when the servant from the Xiaos came in to tell us that ‘No.5’ had died. I
thought he had made a mistake as it was Joel (No.3) who had been taken ill a few weeks before and it
seemed to be something similar to what Joseph had died of. I said, “You mean No. 3 don’t you?” But he
insisted it was Jonah who had been playing in our garden with our boys the previous day.
When I got the whole story it appears he had gone home from here, apparently quite well, but later
complained to his mother of a sore throat and he thought he had a temperature. She was still very busy
looking after Joel but she felt Jonah’s head and it seemed cool, so she told him if he did not feel well to
go and lie down, which he did. Soon after they all went to bed, but about midnight Job got up and called
his Granny to say Jonah was not well. She immediately called the doctor and he found the boy’s throat
so swollen he could hardly breathe. They did all they could and also tried to get another doctor who,
however, was away from home, and within two hours Jonah was with the Lord.
I went round there before breakfast and found them numb with shock and sorrow, hardly able to believe
it was true that they had lost another son and might lose Joel too as he was very ill. Dr. Gao, when we
told him about it thought it could have been diphtheria for the throat to close up so suddenly and take him
off so quickly.
Mrs. Xiao just wept, and I did not know how to comfort her as words seemed so inadequate. She
begged me to ask everybody to pray for them in this time of testing they were going through. She knew
the Lord was with them and they were taking it all from him, but as she said, “The flesh finds it hard to
endure.”
I went home feeling sad for our friends and could only pray that God would give them His strength and
spare Joel to them so that they would not have sorrow upon sorrow. I got home to find Alan sitting in the
garden weeping his eyes out as he had been told of Jonah’s death. They had been good friends and I
suppose this was the first death of somebody he knew well which had come so close.
On the Thursday Percy and I and the boys walked with the Xiao family to lay Jonah beside his brother
Joseph in the family cemetery. The younger members of the Xiao family were all there, but Joel had not
yet been told of Jonah’s death. Dr. Xiao had been very hard hit by the loss of his two sons and the
serious illness of the third. He was inclined to shut himself away from everybody and it was hard to know
how to help him. We felt as we prayed for him that it would be better if he could share his grief with us as
his wife was doing, and let us weep with him. The whole thing had brought home to us all the need to be
ready at any moment to face the Lord, and it certainly had made a big impression on our boys.
Paul spoke of ‘the care of all the churches’ and it became very real to us as we continued to work in
South Shaanxi. When we returned from furlough and had long talks with our Directors in Shanghai, we
were urged to help all the Shaanxi churches to independence - ‘self supporting, self propagating and self
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governing’. “We don’t know how long we will be able to stay in China,” they said, “work as if you only
have another ten years.” Now, six years later, most of our churches were independent, some more than
others, and some still needed a lot of help and advice. Percy, as the CIM Superintendent in the province,
was theoretically responsible only for the welfare and care of the missionaries, but as we all worked now
in co-operation with the Church Union and in partnership with our Chinese fellow workers, he found
himself more and more being called upon to visit the churches, not only as previously for leading Bible
studies, but to advise and help where problems had arisen.
So he spent all of April visiting churches in the north of the province. There were so few workers and so
much need. Every church had young believers who needed teaching and building up in their faith. A
strong Pentecostal movement had swept through the whole area with much false teaching. They
needed consistent regular Bible teaching if they were going to stand. With only Fred and Marjory and
Kathleen Heath in the north, Fred was the only one available to do any teaching, though, with the Bible
School holidays in July and August, Kathleen would be free to move round and some of the Bible School
students were going to give time to helping in the churches.
In the south we were concerned about Dr.
Xiao who had always been such a wise leader in all church affairs, but was finding it hard to get above
the dark cloud of sorrow that had come upon the family.
In Xixiang we were concerned about Wu
Xiangwen who had been invited to go into full time service for the Lord and with his Bible School training
was well prepared to do so, but his business was prospering and his wife was afraid he would not be
able to support his family on a Pastor’s salary.
In Yang Xian their evangelist, Mr. Zhang had been persuaded by one of the church people to store some
opium in his house. It was quite illegal and the man had been imprisoned. Zhang had not been caught
and was very repentant. It was decided to send him to Ningqiang to help the church there and, as he
had a good little wife, we hoped he might be able to start again in a place he was not known.
So all these problems and many others brought all of us who worked together in Shaanxi, both Chinese
and western, with a burden of prayer for the ‘Lord of the Harvest’ to thrust out more labourers into His
harvest field.
At this time the ‘Local Sec’ house was empty, so we used it as a centre where all our co-workers could
meet together to discuss the needs and pray for the work. We all ate Chinese food there together at
meal times and drew tickets at each meal for the number of the place where we would sit. Certain
numbers at each table were specially marked as the servers for that table, so it did not matter who you
might be, if you got that number you were the server. The servers were also responsible for filling the
empty bowls at each meal. Drawing tickets meant that on the whole one was at a different table and
next to a different person for each meal, and everybody took their turn at serving. The first meeting was
a devotional one from 9am to 10am with a different speaker each day, and the rest of the day till 5pm
was given to business. Fred brought us some very helpful messages from the Word of God.
With so many of us either on furlough of having left the field, there were only seven of us western
workers there, but the churches were well represented. There were 12 workers altogether from both
southern and northern churches, and we felt a real sense of unity between us as we prayed and planned
for God’s Church in Shaanxi. We planned a Short Term Bible School for the last two weeks in the month
at Chenggu and invited two students from the Bible College in Baoji to come during the holidays and
help with open air preaching in each church. Young Mr. Zhang from Yang Xian would move with his wife
to Ningqiang in the hope that change would be a help to him.
A couple called Wei who had a good tailoring business in the city had decided to sell their business and
do full time Christian work in Baocheng, and the feeling of the meeting was that it would be good if they
could go to the Bible School in Baoji in the autumn. They would probably need financial help from the
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churches, but as the Lord was blessing the churches surely He would pour out on them a spirit of
liberality so that the needs of all His servants would be met. Moving Bertha and Ruth to Chenggu was
an effort to help and revive the church there, and the Hanzhong church was pledging itself to an effort to
revive and strengthen the small group at the 18 li village.
Things were happening too in the Bible School at Baoji with the Back to Jerusalem Band. In May a
business meeting was called, a constitution drawn up and officers elected with Pastor Ma as Chairman
and Mr. Liu Beifang as Business Manager. It was to be interdenominational, made up of people who
accepted the whole Bible as God’s Word. Their aim was to preach the Gospel and so to hasten the
Second Coming of the Lord, and their sphere of work was to be the seven provinces on the western
borders of China and the seven countries on the borders of Asia stretching as far as Pakistan.
The first two to go forward were Macca Zhao and another young man called Timothy Tai. A Miss Helen
Bailey from Henan felt God was calling her to go too, and so she joined them. It was felt that as an older
experienced worker who had been many years in China, she could be a help to the other two, so her
offer was accepted gladly.
After much hard travel and many difficulties, they got as far as Xining and the shores of Lake Kokonor
and finally reached Kashgar where they settled for a time to try and learn the language and evangelise
the area. It was March 1947 before five young women set out from Baoji for the northwest and long
journey to Xinjiang.
With the war over and transport a little easier, we were beginning to hope for missionaries from home
countries to be able to return to us. So in August 1946 it was a great joy one morning to look through the
dining room window and see Sadie Custer walking up the path. She had just got in from Shanghai and
two days later Helen Dalton arrived. What excitement! And how we enjoyed seeing all the lovely things
they had brought back from America. They told us things were very scarce and very expensive in
America, but to us who had been living in China, America seemed like the ‘land of plenty’, especially
when we saw all they had managed to bring back with them. Sadie gave me a new silk dress, a pair of
shoes and a woollen cardigan, and I found it really thrilling to have something new to wear. It was six
years since I had had either a new dress or a new pair of shoes, and I certainly enjoyed the sensation.
She knew all the latest hair styles to try out on us and also had a full set of flannelgraph to use in her
meetings.

CHEFOO SCHOOL AGAIN
Our CIM Headquarters staff had all moved back to Shanghai as soon as the war with Japan was over,
and we could occupy our premises in Xinzha Road again. People were beginning to return from the
home countries, many of them with children, and the question was being asked, ‘What about their
education? Can they go back to Chefoo?’ When a survey team went to Chefoo, it was found that many
of the lovely old buildings had been destroyed and it was quite impossible to reoccupy the property. So,
with a smaller number of children to cater for, it was decided to open school in September 1946 in
Shanghai itself, using a section of the large building which housed our business department and prayer
hall.
With three boys to send to school and three outfits to prepare, I found myself busier than ever. Alan was
fairly well equipped, but both Raymond and Frank needed full outfits for summer, winter and in between.
Just at this time, when I was wondering where to buy clothes or material to make them, and how we
could possibly afford complete outfits for two boys, I received a letter from my mother in Australia. Years
ago when I was still in Bible College, she had started paying a small sum (one shilling a week) into a
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savings fund for me which could not be touched for a certain number of years. I knew nothing of this,
but that very year, 1946, it had matured and she could draw on it. I can not remember now how large a
sum it had grown to, but it was sufficient to cover most of what I needed for the boys and I praised the
Lord with a thankful heart for His faithfulness to us His servants.
I wrote straight back to Australia with a list of things the boys were needing, with their sizes and their
school numbers so that my sisters could help sew them on before they were posted. With time running
short, I felt they would have to be posted direct to Shanghai or else if Geoff and Ilma Malins had not
already left, they could bring them by ship with them and hand them over to the school staff in Shanghai.

The boys were all excited about getting to school, the two elder ones because they would be meeting all
their friends again, and Frank wildly excited about going to ‘real school’ at last. I was not so excited as I
knew I was going to miss them a lot and Dorothy and I were going to be very lonely without them. Percy
and I were wondering how to get them there, by plane from Xi’an or should he go with them by road and
train. We had just decided that train was much the best when we heard that plane fares had gone up
150%. Railway fares had gone up too, but not as much.
In the end the decision was taken out of our hands. Fighting broke out on the route to Shanghai, and it
would have been foolish to think of going by road, so it would have to be plane. Fares for Percy and
three boys were going to take everything we had, but we could only commit that to our Heavenly Father.
Then the Becks wrote to us from Xixiang and said as their little Murray was going for the first time to
school, Jack felt he should fly down with him and see him settled in, and unless Percy particularly
wanted to go, Jack would be happy to look after our boys too. What a wonderful provision! And as
Percy would have to go to Shanghai for Council Meetings before long anyway, it would not be long
before he saw the boys again.
Just to keep us from getting too excited, we had just got all our accounts sorted out and the boys fares
reckoned for, when we heard that air fares had trebled! So much for life in China.
Jack and Murray came and stayed with us, and Percy decided he would go as far as Xi’an with them and
see our boys off on the plane. They were all going on the public bus from Hanzhong over the mountains,
but then a friend from the airfield came to see us and told Percy he could help them get a ride on an Air
Force truck for nothing. With our finances in the state they were, we felt this was God’s provision. Then
the rain began so all buses and trucks were held up for three days. Then the driver of the Air Force truck
said they would all have to go out to Baocheng and get another truck there as his was loaded. Mr. Ma,
Percy’s Air Force friend, offered to drive us all out to Baocheng next morning. Dorothy and I would go
that far to see them off.
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Next morning the rain was pelting down again so no Mr. Ma. But about 12:30 the rain had eased and
Frank came running up the path to say Mr. Ma was waiting for us, so while the man got the luggage onto
his truck, I managed to get the children to eat some lunch, though they were all too excited to eat much.
The road outside Hanzhong was not too bad, but about halfway to Baocheng a small bridge had broken
down and we had to make a detour. The detour took us through a ploughed field and of course we got
bogged. The more we tried to move, the deeper we got into the mud and more we churned it up. We did
get out eventually, but when we reached Baocheng we were told that the truck Mr. Ma had been
counting on had just left. There was nothing we could do but turn round and come home.
It had started raining again and as our car had no cover, we just sat there and got wet, so by the time we
reached home, all the clean travelling clothes the children were wearing were either wet or muddy or
both. I spent the rest of the day washing them and trying to dry them over a big wicker basket affair put
over the charcoal fire. After all that, they did get away eventually and Percy was able to see them all off
in the plane from Xi’an. He stayed on then for a week of meetings in one of the northern stations before
returning home. Dorothy was disappointed when he came back without the boys, and she missed Frank
who had been her constant friend and mentor since birth.
I missed them all but kept myself busy by having a Daily Vacation Bible School for the Chinese children.
It lasted for a week and I had an average of fifty each day. I got some of the older young people in the
church to help me, and it was a great success. Each day we emphasized a subject from the life of Christ
which brought out the need of salvation. A group of them stayed behind at the end of the week to say
they wanted to be Christians, so I started a regular weekly meeting for Bible study for them to which
some of the other Christian young people also came.
Percy was actually away three weeks, partly because the plane the boys and Jack were to travel on was
delayed twice before they actually got away and partly because of meetings he needed to attend in one
of the northern churches.
My Daily Vacation Bible School was hardly over when a telegram arrived from the Ningqian church to
say that the young worker, Mr. Zhang, whom we had only sent there about three months previously, had
had a nervous breakdown and they were sending him back to us. He came quite soon after the telegram
and the gatekeeper brought him up to me. I suppose I was the one responsible person on the place at
that time as Pastor Niu had left. It seemed that soldiers had tried to force an entrance into the church at
Ningqiang to make their quarters there, and Zhang had resisted them. Apparently they used force of
some kind and terrified him, though it was hard to get the truth out of him. He was still full of fear when
he was brought to me and kept insisting the soldiers were coming. Dr. Xiao gave me some kind of
tranquilliser to calm him down, but in spite of that, my cook and I had a lively time with him for a few days
while I kept hoping Percy would be home soon to decide what should be done about him. Most of the
time he just sat in a corner of our sitting room, but occasionally would dash outside shouting that the
soldiers were after him. He was not what one would call ‘violent’, but there were times when the cook
and I were the only ones who could manage him. I wanted to keep him if possible till Percy got back as
he kept insisting that Percy must go to Ningqiang to fix things up, and I felt, if he got the whole thing off
his mind by telling it to Percy whom he trusted, he might improve.
He was from Yang Xian and I did not want to send him back to his little wife in this condition. They had
three children, the youngest only three months old, and I did not see how she could cope with a mentally
deranged husband as well.
He was with us a week before Percy at last got home and, though he was tired, he spent a lot of time with
Zhang, talking with him and praying with him. Finally, when we were both going to Chenggu the
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following Monday for our fellow workers’ prayer meeting, we took him with us. His wife came over too
from Yang Xian with the children, and he seemed happier when he was with his family.
Twenty six of us, Chinese and Western, met at this time for two days of prayer together for what had now
become a quarterly meeting. When it was over, the Chenggu church suggested that Zhang and his
family should stay for an indefinite period on their church premises rather than going back to their own
home. They felt the quietness and the fellowship with other Christians might help him. He seemed
much better but was certainly not entirely normal yet.
After the meetings were over and we had returned to Hanzhong, I commented in my home letter,
“It has been a really good time and I do feel the Lord is working in our
South Shaanxi Churches. There are things that discourage us, but
there is much to encourage too. There have been about 200 baptisms
in the district this summer and it does seem as if, in spite of many
difficulties, the Lord is saving souls.”
Return to Table of Contents

CHANGES
A new young Chinese Pastor called Chen was invited to the Hanzhong Church and had accepted. He
arrived with his wife and family at the beginning of October. It was a big church for a young man and it
was a big change for us after we had got used to the older and more experienced Pastor Niu, but we
were all prepared to welcome him and help him all we could. Since Pastor Niu left, Percy had had to be
the preacher fairly often, so he was quite pleased to be relieved of some of that responsibility.
Sadie Custer was back and she and Bertha, with a Chinese colleague, Mrs. Duan, had been asked to
take over regular class work in country churches. Frank White from Australia, after time out for war
service, was now back in the CIM in China, and had been appointed to Shaanxi and Percy was asking
him to help Fred in one of the northern stations. Helen Dalton was also back with us and working at
Yang Xian where Sadie was keeping her company until the end of the month when Sadie would go for
class work to Xinji.
We were excited, not only to have some of the older workers back, but to be told that, with new workers
being accepted for China now that the war was over, two young ladies from Australia would be joining us.
One was Ailsa Lumsden, whose parents were in charge of the Men’s Hostel at MBI when I was a student
there, and the other was Betty Worth from Tasmania. Geoff and Ilma Malins were back and living in the
Local Sec. House in Hanzhong and he had taken over the secretarial work which also relieved a lot of
Percy’s burdens.
In October Percy had to go to Shanghai for Council meetings and although it was too expensive for me
to go with him, which I would love to have done just to see our boys again, he suggested I take a holiday
anyway and go with him as far as Baoji, where I could stay at the Bible School with the Fischbachers till
he returned. I was really tired and fed up with housekeeping, so I jumped at the chance of getting away
for awhile, especially as Ilma was there now to look after any guests who might come through.
It was a wonderful time to be travelling through our lovely mountains. The autumn colours everywhere
were beautiful and I found it hard to decide whether I loved them more like that or in the depths of winter
when they were covered in snow, or in spring as I first saw them and fell in love with them after
Language School. Dorothy and I went through to Xi’an with Percy and stayed two days in the hospitable
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Scandinavian Mission Home till he went off on the plane to Shanghai. Then we took the six hours train
journey back to Baoji and settled in with the Fischbachers till Percy’s return.
Theo and Olive were both teaching in the Bible School and Dorothy was able to play with their little Philip
who was about the same age, so I had the days quiet except for keeping an eye on the children. Dorothy
was wildly excited over her very first train trip. She thought it was wonderful. What pleased her most
was a big baby doll that Olive Fischbacher gave her, one somebody at home sent her to give away.
Dorothy had longed for a doll ever since she saw Gwenda Beck’s doll and I had promised her one when
we went on furlough. Now she had one and she called her Betty, that was Gwenda’s doll’s name and
Dorothy had wanted her doll to be Betty too.
Jack Beck had not come back from Shanghai by the
time Percy got home, from his extended stay in the northern part of the province, and I was feeling sorry
for Myrie. He had decided to come back by road rather than plane. Actually he would have come by
plane, but when he wanted to get a ticket he was told all planes were booked up till the end of December,
so he had no choice, but it was already two months since he had left with the children.
Now that parcels were beginning to come through from Australia, my mother was beginning to send
small things through which she knew I could use but had not been able to buy locally, like sewing
machine needles and good sewing cotton and elastic and safety pins. I had done a lot of sewing for the
outfits of the three boys but it was wonderful not to have to make everything from second hand things as
I had done with Alan three years before. Mother had bought most of the things in Perth and sent them
direct to Shanghai. In the parcel she sent to Hanzhong was underwear for me, a woollen pullover for
Percy and a lovely little green cardigan for Dorothy. She was delighted and did not want to take it off
ever at bed time! Then she asked, “Who gave me that sweater?” and when I said “Grandma”, she said,
“Nice little Grandma! When am I going to see her?”
One of my cousins had sent a suit for a boy which she knew would be too small for my boys, but thought
I could give away. I immediately thought of Marjorie Smith with her four boys and felt sure she would be
glad of it, so I sent it off to her at once.
That year we had typical Shaanxi weather, hot and dry in July and August and then a wet September. I
was so busy in July and August getting the boys ready for school, that I did not have time to think of the
heat, but when they and Percy had all left during the first week in September, and Dorothy and I were left
to an empty house with the rain pouring down outside day after day, our spirits sank to somewhere
below zero. She managed to spend some part of each day weeping for her ‘Fwankie’ and her Daddy to
come home. One day she looked up at the grey skies outside and said, “What Lord Jesus pour out all
that water for? Doesn’t he love us at all?”
Helen Dalton came back soon after Sadie did and they had gone together to Yan Xian. Helen was to be
in charge of the work there, but so that she would not be entirely without companionship, Percy had
asked Sadie to make it the base for her district work which she would be sharing with Bertha and Mrs.
Duan. The latter two had had a busy summer in the villages, so having Sadie back fresh from home
would be a help to them in the busy winter programme. One of the places they had been to in the
summer was Qu He, the place where Percy and Fred had gone to help with the tent mission in the days
before any of us were married. Now there was a good group of believers there who had built their own
building in which to worship, and six people had been baptised there during the summer.
Old Mr. Cawardine died that month. After Miss Cooke and we three girls had gone to live in Chenggu he
had gone back to England leaving his little ‘adopted’ Chinese girl Mei Shui in our care. By the time he
returned a year or so later I had moved to Yang Xian so did not see much of him. He left the CIM and got
work lecturing in the University of Chenggu and took Mei Shui to live with him. When the war ended they
moved up to Xi’an when the University moved, and had been there ever since. Now he had died and,
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although he had retired from the CIM, it was to Percy the authorities were writing to find out what we
wanted to do about his burial and his effects, and also what was to happen to Mei Shui. We had no idea
of what the answers to any of these questions might be as he had never discussed them with us. We
only knew he had a son in England who would have to be informed.
Mary and Hubert Fisher were on their way back to Shaanxi and so was Frank White, so our missionary
personnel was beginning to build up again.
When Captain Moss cleared up the American Air Force things here, one thing he did leave us was a
radio run by batteries, and also some spare batteries for when we needed them and also an engine or
something to recharge them with. They were not a great success or else we were too much of amateurs
to know how to use them properly and we managed to burn them out! We had not been able to use the
radio for almost a year. Percy had made friends with the Postmaster in the city and just recently had
discovered that he had been brought up in a London Missionary Society School, and that he was very
keen on radio. He looked at ours and changed it over from batteries to electricity and because our
electricity varies so much, he fixed it so that we could control the amount of power we used. It was a
great success and we found we could get Melbourne Australia, BBC London, New Delhi India as well as
plenty of local stations and many foreign ones as well including San Francisco at times. We did not have
much time to listen to radio in the day time, but at night it was relaxing to be able to listen to some good
music or to get the world news as it was happening.
Percy took a trip on his bike in early November to visit Ankang and on his way back to call in on each of
the stations south of us. Jack had at last arrived back from Shanghai and said Frank had settled in
happily and seemed to enjoy everything. Letters from people in Shanghai said he was always in the
thick of everything that was going on. When their first term reports came, Alan’s was very good but
Raymond’s was just medium, and I felt that he was still suffering from his years in concentration camp
and all the broken school times he had had.
The weeks before Christmas I was busy trying to train the Sunday School children with some special
Christmas songs and a programme. When I first arrived in China I was surprised to find the Chinese
school children all learned singing by the Tonic Solfa method, but instead of writing doh, ray, me, they
wrote 1,2,3 and called them doh, ray, me. That made it very easy for me to teach them any song at all
because I was very familiar with the Tonic Solfa and could transcribe it from the music book if we did not
have it already. The children came in nearly every day to practise their songs and then we spent some
time decorating the church.
I did not manage to think of decorating our own rooms till the afternoon of Christmas Eve. In the winter
we ate and lived most of the time in our sitting room as it was much easier to keep one room warm. Our
heating was all done with charcoal and we had the same as all the Chinese had, a ‘huo pen’ in the
middle of the floor. It consisted of a low wooden stand with a kind of big iron ‘wok’ set in the middle,
raised about nine inches above the floor. The wok was filled with ashes on which was laid pieces of red
hot charcoal. A kettle could be stood on the wooden stand close enough to the charcoal to bring it to the
boil if necessary. It was one day when Dorothy was playing with her little friend Lili, the Pastor’s
daughter, that playing in their living room, they knocked the kettle over. Dorothy’s foot was badly
scalded and it took a long time before it really healed. She had the scar for the rest of her life.
So on Christmas Eve I had the room warm and had just sent one of the children to cut a branch of
bamboo which I could use for a Christmas tree, when he came back shouting that two foreigners had
come in two big trucks and brought a Christmas tree with them. When I went to investigate I found it was
two of the Friends’ Ambulance Unit men. They had gone through to Xi’an some time before and called
in to see us and stayed the night as they often did. When they left, Percy had told them that if they were
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anywhere near us at Christmas time they were welcome to spend it with us. Like all members of the
FAU, they were Quakers and pacifists, but they were willing to help the Army by carrying stores or other
things (not arms I think) and the Army were glad to use them. They were on their way south again and
as they came through the mountains, had stopped to cut a young fir tree for us for a Christmas tree.
They spent Christmas Day with us and they were grateful for a home in which to spend it. I felt that they
must have felt very lonely sometimes driving their big trucks up and down China. Christmas Day was
busy with the Church Service, quite a long one, in the morning and Chinese visitors in and out all
afternoon to wish us a happy Christmas and bring odds and ends of gifts for Dorothy.
Next morning we were all up bright and early and had an early breakfast. The FAU boys wanted to get
on the road early. Percy had to get a bus to Xi’an, and Dorothy and I were going off to Chenggu for a few
days. By this time we had Mei Shui with us, a big girl of 16 whom nobody knew what to do with. There
seemed to be no will among Mr. Cawardine’s things, his son in England would take no responsibility for
her and his father did not seem to have made any arrangements for her. So for the present she was with
us and, as we were going to Chenggu, she wanted to go too as she had friends there. Percy was going
to Council meetings in Shanghai and would discuss her situation with HQ staff there. In the meantime
she lived with me. We stayed over the weekend at Chenggu and then on Monday morning Bertha and
Ruth, Sadie and Helen and also Faith Leeuenberg from Gansu who was staying with Sadie over
Christmas, all went back to Hanzhong with me.
The CIM Annual Day of Prayer was on 31 December. We spent it together in prayer and then on 1 and
2 January joined with our Chinese colleagues for prayer and discussion of the work. Jack Beck came up
from Xixiang and with Percy away it was good to have him there to speak for CIM affairs. It was the first
time too that our new young Hanzhong Pastor had been present at any of our Fellow Workers Meetings,
so we had an opportunity to get to know him a little. Dorothy’s friend Li was his daughter and his wife had
just had another baby, another little girl, whom Dorothy went down to visit every day.
Percy was going to be in Shanghai while the boys were still on holiday and I was glad about that as they
would be thrilled to have their Dad there. School rules meant we got letters from them every week and
after the difficulty of getting letters through in the past, especially from Raymond, this was wonderful.
They wrote happily, but Alan seemed to be the scribe of the family. He had recently written a letter of
1,000 words (he counted them!) in which he gave a detailed account of everything they did on a Sunday
at school. It was most interesting, but I did not try and write as long a letter back!
Percy told me later about an incident soon after his arrival. He was with the boys when the mail arrived,
and there were letters from me to him and Raymond and Alan (I wrote to each individually always) but
there was none for Frank. Percy felt sorry for him to be feeling left out, specially as this was his first time
away from home, so he said, “Come and share mine, Frank.” To his surprise Frank seemed quite
unconcerned and said, “It’s OK Dad, mine will come.” Percy, knowing how dozens of things could have
hindered me from writing, hoped Frank’s faith would be justified, and it was. His letter did come. When
I heard the story, I felt it was a wonderful lesson in faith. Frank, having watched me write to the other two
weekly when they were away at school, felt I could not help but write to him too. I thought of my
Heavenly Father and knew that I could trust Him because it would be quite contrary to His character to
act in any other but the way He promised.
Joel Xiao seemed to be quite well again, though thinner than he had been before he was ill. I found him
a great help with the children in the Sunday School and his artistic gifts were a great help too. It was
good to see the doctor back with us at the Fellow Workers’ Meetings and he seemed quite his old self
again. He was such a leader amongst the other church leaders that we all missed him if he was not
there. Wu Shangwen from Xixiang was at the meetings too, but I felt he had lost out spiritually since he
had put his business before serving the Lord full time, which I knew he had felt called to do.
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Zhang from Ningqiang, whose mind had been so badly affected by his confrontation with soldiers there,
suddenly disappeared for three days during Christmas week, and everybody feared the worst, but he
turned up late one night tired out and with badly frozen feet, but very much clearer in his mind. When I
saw him next day I felt he was clearer than I had seen him since he came from Ningqiang, and I felt the
Lord was going to heal him. His little wife had been so brave and bright through it all, a real testimony to
the grace of God. I always felt that their three children were some of the nicest children I knew.
Bertha had been holding reading and Bible classes at Baocheng where the Weis had gone to start work,
and was surprised to find dear old Mrs. Ma living with them. She had not been happy in Shanxi with her
unsaved relatives and so come back to stay with the Weis, who looked on her as a mother, until the way
to Beijing was open again. She seemed very happy there.
Bertha and Ruth were getting ready to move from Chenggu, Bertha for furlough in Canada and Ruth to
help with some of the housekeeping in the school in Shanghai. At the beginning of May, Helen arrived
unexpectedly with all their luggage. She had gone to see them in Chenggu to say goodbye, but when
she found them trying to find coolies to take their luggage through to Hanzhong, she had offered to do it
for them. That was Saturday, so she was here for the weekend, leaving Sadie, I suppose, to cope with
the weekend classes in Yang Xian. Bertha and Ruth arrived on Monday morning and we spent quite a
lot of time helping them on Tuesday and Wednesday, but by Thursday they were ready for the bus to
Baoji. I was a bit worried about how they would manage in Baoji getting from bus to train in Xi’an. Percy
was somewhere at one of the northern centres, but I was not sure which, and could not send word to let
him know when they would be at Baoji.
As I wrote to my mother,
“Railway and bus stations are like a bear garden. The one who can fight the hardest
can get the best!!”
So I was really worried that the girls would have no help. I need not have worried. The Lord knew all
about it and was prepared to fight for them. They got to Baoji late on Thursday so booked a room in an
inn and tumbled into bed, too tired to worry about next morning. As it happened, Percy was at the Bible
School which by now had moved from Fengxiang to Baoji, and he went on his bike to book a room at the
inn for himself for Friday night. He got there just as the girls were having breakfast, so he was able to
buy their train tickets and arrange for their luggage and, as their train would not leave till Friday night, he
took them back to the Bible School with him. They had not seen the new premises, so this was a good
opportunity for them and especially for Bertha going home on furlough. She could talk knowledgeably
about the Bible School and the Back To Jerusalem Band and ask for prayer for them. Percy was there
of course to help them on the train later in the day.
With Bertha gone, Sadie was left to do all the itinerant Bible study and reading classes. Mrs. Duan
would be able to work with her, but they would need to make their centre in Hanzhong not Yang Xian
where Sadie had been living with Helen. So Helen would be alone and we did not feel it was wise to
leave her alone, and yet it was not everbody who could work with her. Ruth too was rather a problem as
she would soon be due for furlough too, but in her seven years in China she was still struggling to speak
the language fluently. We all loved her and would feel sad if Headquarters felt she should not come
back after furlough. She was very good at housekeeping, so Bishop Houghton and Percy had talked it
over and decided to let her try out housekeeping in the school where the language she did have would
be adequate. I knew our children would be pleased to see ‘Auntie Ruth’.
When the girls reached Shanghai and walked in through the big gates on Xinzha Road, they heard a
voice from up in the 3rd storey of the school building calling out, “Hello Auntie Bertha and Auntie Ruth.”
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It was Master Frank, the first to welcome them. In a later letter he told us, “Auntie Ruth has come to do
our washing!” She was in charge of the laundry as well as other things.
While Percy was away, I had some unexpected visitors. With the end of the war and refugees no longer
coming through in such large numbers, I was surprised when a Mr. Bolton from the British Embassy
turned up one afternoon with two Chinese friends and asked if I could put them up for the night. Of
course I did but the next day it poured with rain so they had to stay a second night and I was more than
thankful when they left on the following morning. I felt really ashamed of my British blood when I saw
how he treated his Chinese co-workers and other Chinese too - like dust beneath his feet. Yet he had
been in British Embassy work in Russia, Persia, Africa and a number of other places too, and I thought
should at least have learned to be more diplomatic in dealing with the nationals of the country where he
was living. He was one of the most hard drinking, smoking, swearing, unpleasant Englishmen I have
ever met and I fervently hoped he would not call in on his return trip and want to be accommodated for
the night.
Mei Shui was causing me problems. We had not heard from Mr. Carwardine’s son in England whether or
not he was willing to take responsibility for her. Mr. Carwardine had made no provision for her and of
course she had not had a penny of her own, and had never been trained to do anything by which she
could support herself. So she continued to live with me, but she was too interested in boys, natural at
her age I suppose, but she would slip out on to the street without my knowing and I would hear tales later
from other people about where she had been and what she had been doing. The Pastor had rebuked
her on one occasion and she was really rude to him in answering him back.
Percy decided this could not go on and I certainly did not have time to watch her all the time, so we
formed a committee of some of the Chinese people who had been friends of Mr. Carwardine and knew
him and Mei Shui very well. They suggested we should arrange a marriage for her with a Chenggu boy
who knew her well and would like to marry her. He was quite a nice fellow and we were happy with this
suggestion, but she was not happy and we discovered she had been meeting some fellow in Hanzhong
who she said wanted to marry her. I asked her why, if he wanted to marry her, he did not come to us
through a middleman and say he would like to marry her in the proper Chinese way. The committee had
moved a Mrs. Liu to be their middleman for her affairs, so I told her about this man in Hanzhong. She
made enquiries about him and found out he came from Shandong and would be returning home soon.
She came to the same conclusion that I had, that he was only playing with Mei Shui and had no intention
of marrying her. She herself cooled off a bit too when she realised he was going to Shandong, and if she
went with him it would be a long way from all her friends. In the end a very nice young man in the
Hanzhong church asked for her hand in marriage and, as Mei Shui seemed happy about that, it looked
as if her affairs would soon be settled.
Fred Smith and his family were going on furlough in 1947 and, as he was the Assistant Superintendent,
we would have to wait till 1948 for our furlough, that is till Fred was back and able to take over the
responsibility for Percy’s work. The school holidays were getting close and we were longing to have the
boys home again, but wishing air fares were not so high so that they could come and go more quickly
than by road or train. Travel to and from Shanghai was going to take so much time of our summer
together. Then our loving Heavenly Father showed His loving care once again. A letter from the
Financial Department in Shanghai said an anonymous gift had been paid into our account to cover the
fares of all our three boys to fly home for the summer holidays. Our hearts were full of praise as we
wrote to tell the boys.
Chefoo School was not closing for the long summer holidays till 23 July, but with our being able to pay
for them to come home by plane, we could expect them home soon after that. We were beginning to
count the days.
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In the meantime in Western Australia my father died on 6 May 1947, but with the slowness of mails I did
not know for quite a few weeks after that. He had been unwell for some time so it did not come as a
surprise, but I felt sad for my mother and the family and wished I could have been with them at that time
and sad too that I had not been able to see my father again. It was nearly seven years since we had
returned from our furlough in Australia.
My father was a staunch Methodist all his life, having been brought up in the Neil Street Methodist
Church in Ballarat. His twin brothers, Jack and Frank became Methodist ministers in Australia where
they served in churches in Victoria and also Western Australia, but later both of them went to South
Africa where they spent the rest of their lives and where members of their family still live.
When Father moved to Northam in Western Australia, he found a thriving active Methodist Church there
and promptly joined it. It was there he met and married my mother. Her family were all Baptists, but as
there was no Baptist Church in Northam they too attended the Methodist Church. Years later when we
moved from Brown Hill down to Bayswater, we attended both Methodist and Baptist Churches at
different times according to which was nearest, and most of us children eventually became members of
the Bayswater Baptist Church. After we left home, my parents were still attending that church which was
quite close to our home. But my mother sensed that there were things about the Methodist Church
which my father still missed, so she told him she would be quite happy to attend the Methodist Church
with him if he would prefer to go there. So they did, and when he died the Methodist Church felt they had
lost one of their most faithful members.
The memorial notice which was printed in the ‘Western Methodist’ spoke of him as ‘one of the most
gracious and faithful of Christian men.’ They spoke of his regular attendance at church services on
Sunday mornings and evenings and at the week night ‘fellowship meeting’, his thoughtful attention to
small necessary jobs like mending fences or repairs to church windows. He had been a Sunday School
teacher, church steward, trustee, secretary, circuit steward and representative to the Conference and, at
the time of his death, was still Home Mission Secretary. They spoke of the memory of his life bringing to
those who remain both a song of thankfulness and a challenge to be faithful in our witness, as the
keyword in his life could easily be ‘faithfulness’.
My father was a quiet man who loved reading and encouraged us children to read good books. He was
also a man of strong convictions who on principle never smoked or drank, and on one occasion we
thought it hilarious when his name was displayed prominently in the window of the local grocers shop as
being the winner in a raffle for which the prize was a case of beer!! He never took raffle tickets,
preferring to give a direct donation without wanting anything in return, so the grocer must have taken out
a raffle ticket in his name when he had bought a large order of groceries. Father was ‘not amused’!
When he left home in Ballarat as a young man, his mother had given him a copy of The Golden Treasury
book of daily readings in which she wrote, ‘Acknowledge God in all thy ways, and He shall direct thy
paths’. He kept it with him always.
At the end of June one of the students coming down from University in Xi’an for the holidays, brought
Isobel Contento down to stay with us. Her parents had moved to Xi’an with the University, but Paul was
now in the States doing a degree and Maida was coming down to us with Isobel for a time. Maida would
attend and take part in a Students’ Conference being planned in Hanzhong during August, and would
then probably go on to Chenggu and possibly encourage students there to have a conference too.
Before that she was to attend the big IVF Conference in Nanjing, so Isobel would be with us during that
time and until her mother returned. She had always been great friends with Frank and Dorothy as she
came between them both in age. I was pleased to see what a nice little girl she had grown to be since
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I last saw her, and Dorothy was delighted to see her again and to share her room with her. By the end of
the month the boys would be home too, so I was going to have the house full of children.
The church in Chenggu had been very encouraged by a letter they had received from a Mr. Chen who
was studying at the Jiangwan Bible College. He said he was a Chenggu man who had left China and
gone to Singapore where he had become a Christian. He was now training to be able to work for the
Lord and sent a gift of $200,000 to the Chenggu Church. The Pastor there, Mr. Li Gongsong, had been
preaching to them about living by faith, so the gift was an encouragement. Percy was intrigued about
who this man could be, as we knew most of the local people, so he wrote to Jiang Wan to find out more
about him. When his letter came back, he said that it was through Percy he had first heard the Gospel.
He enclosed two pictures of himself and I was much amused to recognise a man who some years before
had been teaching in one of the Hanzhong schools. When we lived in the other house he came in and
out quite frequently, often bringing a lady friend with him. I went to speak in his school quite often at his
request, but eventually he and his friend both went off to Chongqing and were supposed to be going to
America. That was the last we had heard of him till now and we had thought of him as just one of the
many who wanted to improve their English, but God’s seed is living, and though it may be dormant for
many years it may grow and bear fruit later. This experience certainly taught us not to despise any
opportunity however small.
In the north, Miss Doris Cobb and Miss Mohler had returned from furlough and the Mission was renting
a place for them in Baoji. Frank White had become engaged to Ella Davidson and as soon as Frank had
written his final language exam, they would go to Shanghai to be married. When they returned, they
would settle at Chai Jiape. Percy had just returned from an extensive visit round the northern stations
and had attended the first Fellow Workers Meeting for the north of the Province, similar to the one we
were now holding so regularly in the south. It was certainly helping to bind our hearts together as
brothers and sisters in the Lord and to unite us together in His work. About 20 workers, Chinese and
western, met together and had a good time of prayer and fellowship together. We were really glad to be
having new workers, or rather experienced workers returning, for the northern churches as everywhere
there were young believers needing to be taught and Satan was very busy making sure that teachers of
false doctrines were right there. We felt very clearly that the Spirit of God was working all over Shaanxi,
both north and south, but the devil was at work too.
Graduates of the NW Bible School in Baoji were now becoming available to work in the churches and it
was while Mr. Ho, who was on the staff at the Bible Institute, was with us in the south at one of our Fellow
Workers Meetings, that the Chinese workers made the proposal to open a Primary School in Chenggu.
Since Miss Haslam had retired, the school she had run for so many years was no longer functioning and
the Christian parents felt their children were missing out. By this time the CIM had handed over all
properties to the local churches and all our churches were self-supporting, self-governing and
self-propagating, though some of the weaker churches were still needing help from others or from the
Union of Churches.
Because the Chenggu property was fairly extensive, it was felt that, while the missionaries resident there
would still live in the old Mission Home, most of the property could be used for a school, and Percy was
asked to write to Headquarters to see if they could appoint a trained teacher to be in charge. Some of
Miss Haslam’s earlier students had had some training themselves by this time, so it was possible that
some of them would be willing to leave the Government schools to help in a Christian one.
Before Pastor Niu left, he made an announcement in the Hanzhong Church and asked for a special
offering to help with the expenses of setting up this school, and we were amazed at the response.
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The blessing among students had continued and in the middle of June 1947 a Union of Christian
Students had been formed by the various Middle Schools in the area. Maida Contento’s visit to
Hanzhong would be a great stimulus to them.

SCHOOL HOLIDAYS
By early August the three boys were home again and we were a complete family plus Isobel, who was
almost one of our family anyway. I wrote to Mother saying, “The house is like a pig sty, and the noise of
five children all shouting and talking at once is deafening, but it is wonderful to have the boys all home.”
The holiday time seemed to fly by all too quickly and, because we had extra work in the holidays with our
church children and young people, we could not give all the time we would have liked to our own children.
The children’s meetings in the church brought along about eighty children every day and at the end of
the week, about twenty of them became Christians, so it was all worth while.
Dr. Gao came round one day with some horses to take the boys out riding and that was good, and on
another day we cycled down to the river for a picnic and to have fun in the dinghy that the GIs had given
us. I was on my bike and Frank on his, while Raymond and Alan each had one of the girls (Dorothy and
Isobel) on theirs. Frank was a little way ahead of us and, as we were going down through the City gate,
a team of horses came galloping through it towards us. My heart was in my mouth as Frank seemed to
be right in their way, but he swerved and let them pass. We had pulled over to one side, and they
thundered past us and I was able to see Frank safely through the gate waiting for us on the other side.
How relieved I was and how thankful to God for taking care of us all.
Frank was a funny little fellow at this stage with an imagination twice as big as himself. He was very
protective of the girls who were both younger than himself. One day he asked me if he could take
Dorothy and Isobel for a walk on the city wall, so I let them go. The city wall was not very far from where
we lived and we often went for walks there ourselves. Quite a while later I looked out the back door and
saw Isobel rushing up the path with a face as white as a ghost. I went to meet her and said, “Isobel,
whatever is the matter?” She said, “We saw communists!” I said, “But Isobel dear, there are no
communists here. If there were I never would have let you three go out alone.” “Well,” she said, “We
saw them from the wall and they had guns, and Frankie said they were communists so we thought we
had better go down to one of the dugouts in the city wall. When we got there we saw an alligator, so we
ran home for our lives!”
They had got down into one of those filthy dugouts and seen something dark in one corner which Frank
decided was an alligator. The three of them came home almost scared out of their wits by the imaginary
terrors they had seen, thanks to Frank’s imagination! Isobel went back to her mother in Xi’an with Percy
and the boys. I commented in my home letter, “Poor lonely little girl. I wish her mother would let her go
to Shanghai to school with the others, but she is sending her to a Chinese school instead, for the present
anyway.” After all, Isobel was Maida’s only child, and perhaps she felt as all of us parents did, that
parting with our children was the hardest thing we ever had to do.
The Becks went up to Xi’an with Percy and the children too, partly because Gwenda was going to school
for the first time, and with both their children at school, they would be going home to an empty house.
Dorothy and I went to see them all off on the bus for Xi’an and then I got into a rickshaw with her on my
knee and cried all the way home. Percy told me later that as the boys were sitting in the bus waving to us,
Alan said as if surprised and a bit upset, “Mummy’s crying”, and Raymond promptly shut him up by
saying, “Of course she is, Silly!”
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If we had only known they could have had an extra week at home as the plane from Xi’an was delayed.
It made them two days late for school but could not be helped as the railway had been broken by
communists, and that was the only other way they could have returned to Shanghai. Over thirty miles of
railway lines and sleepers had been torn right up, and over forty bridges broken, so it was going to be
months before that line would be through again.
A note from Percy from Xi’an made me laugh. He said, “I suppose it is no use hoping you are getting a
good rest now we are all away”.
Far from it! I had hardly got back from seeing them off when a
telegram from Shanghai asked us to send Helen Dalton as soon as possible to the hospital in Kaifeng to
help the nursing staff there. We had been asking HQ to send somebody to work with Helen in Yang Xian
as Percy did not feel she should be alone there, although she was not an easy person to work with.
Helen happened to be in Hanzhong when the telegram came and she felt she must go back straight
away to pack and close up house. She dreaded the whole thing, so I offered to go for a few days to help
her, and she jumped at that. She went off on the Sunday afternoon on her bicycle and Dorothy and I
went by bus (truck!) next morning and were in Chenggu by nine o’clock. Sadie and Mrs. Duan were
holding meetings there, so we went round to the Mission Home to see them and found Li Gongsong had
already hired a ‘huagan’ to take us to Yang Xian. So after a cup of tea, Dorothy and I set off in the
huagan to travel the seventeen miles to Yang Xian. We had to cross the river about six times, so it was
very slow. At some places there was a ferry, but at some places there was none and we had to be
carried on men’s backs as they waited there for that purpose. Dorothy found it very funny to see her
Mummy being carried by any other man except her Daddy! I think it was the first time I had ever crossed
the river in this way. The man put his arms behind his back and kneeled while I kneeled with my knees
on his hands and my arms round his head. I was high on his back and well above the water which, at the
deepest, was only about up to his waist. It was quite wide though, and I was glad I did not have to wade
across.
We got to Yang Xian about four in the afternoon. Next day we started in early at the work and, with
Helen sorting and me packing, we got along fairly quickly. On the next day (Wednesday) boatmen came
in to see if we wanted to send boxes up river by boat to Chenggu, and offered to start off with it early next
morning if we were ready. We were not, but we stayed up till midnight, and at last it was all ready. The
men came very early and took it all off, and Helen and I had the day free to tidy up the house and yard.
I was asked to speak at the Women’s Meeting that afternoon. I could not help thinking of my early
attempts to speak in Chinese at the Yang Xian Women’s Meetings fourteen years earlier when I was a
very young and inexperienced missionary! We were invited out to a meal that night and on Friday
morning hired rickshaws to take us back to Hanzhong. I enjoyed that trip. The Hanzhong plain is such
a fertile one, where everything seems to grow in abundance. The autumn crops were all being reaped
and there seemed to be a bumper crop of everything. I saw rice of course, but also cotton, hemp, soya
beans, a small green bean we called liu dou, sesame, millet and sorghum, peanuts and walnuts,
persimmons, tangerine oranges and other fruits as well. It was a wonderful place to live and I loved it.
The next visitors to stay with me while Percy was still up north, were rather unusual ones, though we
were quite used to all kinds of people turning up on our doorstep. These were three American men who
were called the Graves Digging Commission. Their job was to look for American planes which had been
shot down or had crashed in the mountains in our area during the war. They had to try and find and
identify the bodies of any men, and if possible take them home for burial. They were Major Wight,
Lieutenant Parker and Corporal Hurst. Corporal Hurst had gone to a Roman Catholic school, but his
people were Methodists and he was very interested in all we did and in our family prayers. Parker was
not so pleasant, inclined to be rather grumpy, but that may have been because he had been married just
four days before being sent on this job and he was not happy about the separation from his wife. He
seemed quite young, but was a parachutist with 161 jumps to his credit and ever so many medals.
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They made their base with us, but were sometimes away for days at a time looking for lost planes. Then
they would come home with a great bag of bones which they might empty on to our dining room table.
Often they found it hard to identify them as human bones, but the whole lot would be sent off to Shanghai
for more expert identification. If they found any medals around the site to let them know who the dead
men were, they sent these with the bones, and coffins would be sent home to the parents or wives for
burial, but the Commission could never be sure that the bones put in any coffin were actually those of the
man whose name was labelled on the outside. Parents of course, knew nothing of this, and I felt that at
least it was a comfort to them to have some proof their loved one was actually dead and they could
mourn for him. I knew there were mothers who found it hard to accept that their son was dead, and
Percy, as Base Chaplain, for years after the war ended, received letters asking if we were quite sure
their son was not still alive somewhere in our mountains, as his body had never been sent home (or
found). I was rather glad that Frank was not home while all this was going on. His curious mind and
vivid imagination would have asked too many awkward questions.
With the house empty again after the ‘Commission’ left, I set to work preparing rooms for Ailsa Lumsden
and Betty Worth, the two new workers from Australia who were being sent to us. They had reached
Chongqing and were coming up with Frank White when he returned to us. Frank would be driving one of
our big Mission trucks.
Before this Percy had to go down to Shanghai for Council Meetings. The Home Directors from each
country were to be in Shanghai to meet with the China Council, so it was a special time, and when the
meetings were over, Mr. Oswald Sanders, our Australian/New Zealand Home Director was to visit us
in Shaanxi after visiting Gansu with Howard Knight who is the Super there. Percy felt I needed a break
before all the busy months we were going to have up to Christmas and later, so he suggested Dorothy
and I should go as far as Xi’an with him and spend time with the Fischbachers at Baoji till he returned.
Ilma and Geoff Malins were now settled in to the other house, so I could leave any extra housekeeping to
her while I was away. So we went and had a restful relaxing time with no responsibilities for two weeks.
While I was away, Ailsa and Betty arrived and Ilma got them settled into the rooms I had prepared and
had them eating with them till we returned. Percy got them a good Chinese teacher as soon as we
returned and started them off on their work for the first exam.
Return to Table of Contents

OSWALD SANDERS VISITS
We got back from the north to find the two new girls already here, sleeping in our house, but eating over
with the Malins till I came back. Mr. J. Oswald Sanders, Home Director for Australia and New Zealand
was arriving to visit us a week later so I had plenty to do. We had to find a good teacher for the girls and
fortunately we were able to do that fairly quickly. The girls were supposed to study six hours a day till
they had written their first language exam. In that time the teacher read with each of them individually for
an hour a day, teaching them Chinese words and pronunciation and I gave them half an hour each of
oral work. The rest was their own private study and they were keen to be able to speak Chinese, so
settled down well to study. I enjoyed having them with me as they were company for me when Percy
was away so much!
The time with Mr. Sanders was busy, but very worthwhile. Howard Knight, who was the Superintendent
for Gansu Province in the north west, drove him down from there to Hanzhong in the Mission jeep and
then stayed on with us to drive him back north to Xi’an when our meetings were over. During their stay
here there was a Chrysanthemum Show in the city, so we all went to see it. The chrysanthemum is
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China’s national flower and there were some marvellous ones at this flower show - colours and varieties
I had never seen before.
But we did not have much time for any social life. They arrived on Saturday afternoon, as well as all the
other missionaries in the south, as we were going to have a kind of conference with Mr. Sanders to lead
us, both in advice about our work and in Bible Studies. They all ate in our house and I did the catering,
but we met for meetings in the Malins’ sitting room. Ilma would have gladly shared the catering, but she
was expecting her second baby and I felt that I could manage with my helpful and willing Yang Dage and
his little wife to help him. He never complained however many guests we had, and I thanked God many
times for the lovely Christian ‘servant spirit’ he showed in everything.
We had our first meeting together on Saturday night, then on Sunday morning Mr. Sanders spoke at the
Chinese church service with Percy interpreting. On Sunday afternoon he spoke at the English service
where Percy again interpreted for those whose English was still not very good. At the close he gave an
invitation for those who wanted to be Christians to come to the front, and about twenty came out. The
men spent some time praying with them and Geoff Malins invited them to a Bible Study on the following
Thursday. We were encouraged that about fifty came on Thursday and kept coming, increasing until
about seventy were coming regularly. On Monday morning and evening we had our own CIM meetings
again in Ilma’s sitting room with Mr. Sanders speaking, but on Monday afternoon he met a group of
church leaders and spoke to them with Percy interpreting again. On Tuesday Percy took him to
Chenggu and Yang Xian to meet the church people there. His time was so limited, but he crammed so
much into it, and his messages were such a blessing to foreigners and Chinese alike that we were sad to
see him go.
On the Thursday morning Howard drove Percy and Mr. Sanders over the mountains as far as Baoji
where he left them to return to Lanzhou. They stayed in the Bible School at Baoji where classes for the
day were all given up so that Mr. Sanders could speak to them. He spoke to the students on three
occasions that day and was a real blessing to them all. He then spent several days with the North
Shaanxi missionaries as he had done with us in the south, with Percy to interpret when necessary. He
had his first experience of travelling by mule cart during that time! When it was all over, Percy took him
to Xi’an where he got a plane to Chongqing. He must have been quite exhausted.
I was praising the Lord at this time for some special gifts of money which had been sent to us from home
just when we needed them most. The air fares had gone up again just before the children returned to
school, and we had had to use everything we had to cover their fares. That meant that by the end of the
quarter we were having to economize wherever we could. These extra unexpected gifts helped to
provide what we needed. God is so good to us.
Our home leave was being discussed. The Smiths had already left and we could leave when they came
back as we had already been back seven years since our last time at home when Frank was born.
Dorothy had never been home and my parents had never seen her at all. Smiths were due back in
March, but we felt we should not leave till after Ilma’s baby was born, which would be April.

BOARDING SCHOOL CHANGES
The school in Shanghai broke up for the holidays at the end of November and Mr. Houghton wrote that
Alan had been invited by the parents of one of his school friends to go and have the holidays with them
as they lived near Shanghai. They were a German couple, members of the CIM and I felt it very kind of
them to invite Alan when they knew we could not afford to have them home again so soon to far off
Shaanxi. Ray and Frank would have to spend Christmas at school with other children who could not fly
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to some of the more distant parts of China. I was not too worried about them as I knew that the staff
would make sure they had a wonderful Christmas, and they themselves were looking forward to the BIG
MOVE!
With the war ended and missionaries returning to China, many children were returning too and
accommodation in Shanghai was becoming too small for them. By the end of 1947 there were over one
hundred children in the ‘temporary’ school in Shanghai and the Directors were praying and looking for
another place as Chefoo in Shandong had been largely destroyed by the Japanese. They were told of
an American school at Guling in the Lushan mountains above the Yangzi River (Chang Jiang). It was
being offered to the CIM for the nominal price of $US1 per year and, when some of the school staff went
to see it, they felt it was God’s provision for us. It was 400 miles up river from Shanghai, and there was
not public transport available to get up the mountain height above the river, nor was there a motor road,
so everything had to be carried up on men’s backs. There was a winding path which included a section
called ‘The Thousand Steps’ going up which the children learned to love negotiating but which older
people needed to go up in a mountain chair, but when the top was reached, Guling was a wonderful
place of beauty and adventure which our CIM children all learned to love and later to look back on with
nostalgia. After Alan grew up and was married, he even gave his home the name Kuling (the older
spelling). But that was all in the future and at the end of 1947 we were just beginning to get used to our
boys moving from Shanghai, where Percy could see them when he went to Council Meetings, and being
400 miles away up river at Guling.
In Hanzhong we spent Christmas Day with the Church and it was good to celebrate our Saviour’s birth
with our Chinese brothers and sisters. I wonder sometimes whether in our churches at home we really
know the same deep joy in our salvation which these people do who are so aware of the ‘kingdom of
darkness’ from which they have come.
In Shanghai Alan was away for Christmas in Jiangxi Province staying in the home of his German friend
Kingsley Baehr. He wrote happily from there that the home they lived in was by the river and in the river
they saw many logs belonging to local carpenters. They saw men fishing with either nets or cormorants,
as the river was abounding in fish. He explained that the carpenters working there was because that
house and others were badly bombed during the war. A nice note from the Baehrs when the children
went back to school after Christmas said the children seemed to have been happy together but were
looking forward to seeing the new location in Guling. A new experience for Alan would be a ride in a
wheelbarrow for the first part of the trip back to school. We had asked them to buy something for Alan to
be given to him as our Christmas present as there was little we could buy in Shaanxi. They wrote that
they had bought him a magnifying glass on a stand to look at his stamp collection through. It cost
$72,000!! Inflation was as high as ever!
Because of the move to Guling the school was closing on Saturday 22 November 1947 in Shanghai and
reopening again in Guling on 7 January 1948. Raymond had been very much blessed by a message
given one Sunday evening in Shanghai by one of the new Australian lady workers. Her subject was
‘Under New Management’ and Raymond had not only wanted to commit himself to the Lord’s
management but told Mr. Houghton he would like to be baptized, but as we were planning to have a
month at the school in 1948 before we left for our furlough, he would like to wait till we were there for his
baptism.
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Raymond and Frank both went up with one of the early parties to Guling. They came from Shanghai by
boat and Raymond wrote that
“we only took three days because we kept going all night . . . when we
got to Jiujiang we got our luggage off the boat and on to our school
truck. Then we had quite a long drive over the plain. I was used as a
stool by Charles Crapuchettes and as an arm rest by John Pearce.
Then we stopped about half way to put chains on the tyres, and I got
something else to sit on so that raised me up a bit and they had to be
content without me to sit on. At last we got to the foot of the mountain.
Some people got sedan chairs, but I and some of the others had to
walk all the way up. I think it must have taken us about four hours to
climb it. At last we got to Guling and since we have been here we have
had the time of our lives snowballing each other.”

A letter from Mrs. Houghton said both Ray and Frank were well and seemed happy and everybody was
making plans for Christmas. The Pearces, the Crapuchettes, the Houghtons as well as Raymond and
Frank and Raymond Street would all be there for Christmas. Percy’s friend from his school days at
Chefoo, Clarence Preedy, was going home for Christmas to Canada but left some money for each of our
boys to buy a Christmas present for themselves. So we were content that, though we could not all be
together for Christmas, our boys were happy and being well catered for. I do not think they minded too
much not coming home for Christmas as so many exciting things were happening at school. I wrote to
Bertha who was on furlough in Canada,
“The only way for them to get home here now is by plane and the fare is
now over four million dollars one way, so with both elder boys now
paying full fare, I will leave you to work out how much we need to get
the three of them home and back again! We are getting used to paying
317

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

for everything in millions now. Inflation is sky high! Even so accounts
are a headache. We hardly use even one thousand dollar bills now.
$10,000 is the commonest and, when I tell you that 1lb of pork costs
$20,000 and one egg is $2,000, you will get some idea of the giddy
heights we ascend to. I just marvel at the Lord’s provision for our every
need.”
A parcel sent by Mother from Frankston while she was with Muriel came in time for Christmas which was
a lovely surprise. It contained mainly haberdashery, but all things I needed such as toilet soap (I was on
my last cake), elastic and needles, warm underwear for me, a pretty dress and hair ribbons for Dorothy.
After so long without parcels and doing without things it was wonderful to get a parcel of useful and
pretty things.

1948
Our last year in China, but had we known it would prove to be the last year we would ever see the land
we loved so much and had made our home, our feelings in preparing for our furlough would have been
very different. The year commenced with a visit from a Youth for Christ group who held a public meeting
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on the Drill Ground. They were equipped with something new to us in those days, a broadcasting
system. In my home letter I said,
“It has made me most enthusiastic about the loud speaking system. All
the American workers seem to be coming back with them and I am
really hoping the Lord will provide one for us here in South Shaanxi. It
is a wonderful way for reaching the millions of China, and is so clear
that everybody can hear distinctly.”
The two girls and I and Dorothy listened on the Drill Ground until we got tired of standing, and then
wandered back home. As we walked through the front gate we heard a voice that seemed to come from
Heaven addressing us. When we looked up, the gatekeeper was sitting up in a tree listening to the
broadcast. It was as clear there as if we were right down beside it, and I felt that everybody in Hanzhong
must have heard the Gospel message that night. At the end of January, Mr. Griffin, the Director from
USA came to stay with us and we enjoyed his visit. Percy of course had to escort him on the bus to the
north and hand him over to the responsible person in the next Province. Chinese New Year, early in
February that year, found him still there in Baoji and unable to get back as buses were not running. I was
glad of a holiday in Hanzhong to let Betty Worth get her written exam done while I wrote letters and
supervised (i.e. kept her from interruptions)
Politically things still seemed unsettled. Mao had made his centre at Yan’an in the north of our Province
and in Henan there seemed to be a lot of unrest as well. There were soldiers everywhere in Hanzhong
and the military seemed to be expecting trouble, though from what direction we could not tell. Percy was
keeping his eyes on Xi’an and knew that the Scandinavian or the English Baptist workers there would let
us know if they had any information to pass on, while in the south we looked to our Lutheran friends at
Ankang to keep us informed. Some of the Henan workers had had to evacuate again and Percy had a
wire from Shanghai to say that several of them were in Xi’an and were available for work in our area. So
Helen and Ian Anderson and Miss Kreik were waiting in Xi’an for Percy to give them some direction
where they should work. Not only that, but the wire further told Percy that the Henan jeep had been
flown to Xi’an and was now for his use as Super of the Shaanxi work. This was wonderful news and
would save all those long tiring bus trips up and down over the mountains between south and north, and
also the long trips on his bike in the south.
Ailsa went with Percy to Xi’an to have some dentistry done, so Betty and Dorothy and I were alone. The
girls had finished their first exam and were working on their second, but I had got them both involved in
a little more practical work to help their spoken language ability. So they were taking prayers with the
Chinese in turns each Wednesday morning and also helped with the Sunday School.
Betty did not dare leave the city at this time as the Pastor’s wife was expecting a baby any time and had
asked Betty to deliver it. She was very capable as she had done midwifery training in Melbourne and
also District Nursing. Ilma’s second baby was also due in another month and Betty could take care of
her too. With the Pastor’s wife, I would need to be there too to interpret anything that needed to be said.
Writing home I said,
“Dorothy’s main aim at the moment seems to be to have a baby! She
lay in bed the other night and said, “Mummy, I would like a baby”. I said,
“Oh well, when you get big perhaps you will have a nice little baby of
your own”. “Well”, she said, “I am getting pretty big now.” She loved
babies and was always carrying the cook’s little girl round or else giving
her a piggy back.”
319

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

Joy Chen whom we knew so well in Xixiang and who was studying in University in Xi’an came through
one day on her way home for holidays. There was no bus for several days so she spent the few days
with us. I felt sad for her as she was no longer the bright happy girl she had been. She had been very
involved with a nice young man in the University and they were very much in love. Then she discovered
he had a wife and several children back in Henan. It is one of the old problems in China - an arranged
marriage when they were both small children, but the boy going on to higher education while the girl was
illiterate and the family drudge. There was no love between them and he meets a girl like Joy and falls in
love. It had hurt Joy deeply and I did not know how to help her.
The next thing was word from Percy and the arrival in Hanzhong of the three Henan workers and Ailsa
without him. Apparently he and Ailsa had arrived in Xi’an to find everybody in a ferment. Communists
were coming towards Xi’an from the north and Louyang on our border with Henan had also fallen to
them. The American Consul had warned all American workers to be ready to evacuate, and the
Governor (our old next door neighbour General Zhu) had told all foreigners to come into the city of Xi’an.
He could not guarantee he could hold the smaller places outside. Percy quickly sent our four back to
Hanzhong but stayed on himself to see how things would go. In a few days it all calmed down, so at the
end of the week he collected his jeep and drove down in it. He was like a child with a new toy, and as
soon as he returned he took Miss Kreik to Xixiang and settled her in there and took the Andersons to
help in Chenggu.
The excitement over, I had just gone to bed on Sunday night when the Pastor’s sister came and called
me to say the baby was coming, so Betty and I got dressed and went down to the room at the front. We
were there all night, but it was morning before the little one was born. Then she came so quickly that
Betty did not have time to wash her hands or put on a gown, but just had to catch it quickly. Mrs. Chen
had had five babies in six years so it was hardly surprising that it was quick.
Ilma’s baby was due fairly soon too, but before that happened we had word from the Lutheran folk in
Ankang that the communists were getting close and they were all evacuating up to us. So we had to
prepare accommodation for whenever they should arrive. Some of them did not come this far, but
stayed with Miss Kreik at Xixiang, but the Johansens who are in charge of Ankang came on to us. We
kept watching the Ankang news as any move of the communists there would make the Xixiang folk
come in to us and would make us wonder about our own safety too, though Ankang is a good way from
Hanzhong. Ilma’s baby was so near that I took charge of meals for both houses. However Geoff’s
birthday came before the baby did and Ilma insisted we should all have a birthday tea in their house. We
all tried to help of course, but she got very tired and early next morning her little son was born.
Two days later Percy had a wire from Mrs. Fisher in Fengxiang that the communists were invading from
the north. It was hard to know how urgent the situation was, but Percy had the jeep and decided to leave
for Baoji straight away. He arrived in the evening to find all our northern workers gathered there, each
with a small bundle of personal belongings, as much as they could carry in their hands. Apparently the
communists had advanced much quicker than anybody had thought possible and people were getting
out of Baoji as quickly as they could. Every means of transport had been taken and our folks had no way
of coming south except by walking. As I remembered our first trip to Hanzhong from Baoji, it took us nine
days to walk over those mountains. They stood there praying for God to direct them when Percy drove
up in the jeep. They almost hugged him and he was able to pack ladies in to the jeep and start straight
back, driving all night till they reached Shuangshipu, half way back to Hanzhong. He slept there till
daylight and then went back to Baoji to collect the others. When he got them all to Shuangshipu he
began to drive them in relays on to Hanzhong.
On the Saturday morning of that long tiring week, Percy was at last able to head for home bringing two of
the older workers, Misses Mohler and Cobb with him and also one of the Methodist Mission ladies. Just
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before he arrived, I received a telegram from Shanghai to say that his father, Arthur Moore had died in
Toronto. I felt so badly to have to give him this news when he was so tired and with so many
responsibilities on his mind. Grandad Moore’s death was completely unexpected and must have been a
great shock to Percy’s mother as well. They had hoped to have a good many quiet years of retirement
together, but this was not to be. He had just had his 70th birthday and he died of a heart attack.
Perhaps it was just as well that we were too busy to have much time to think or to grieve, though the
Chinese grieved too and were full of sympathy and questions about how it happened - was he ill? But it
was only as letters came through later that we knew the full details.
In the meantime on Sunday afternoon, Percy set
off again in the jeep for Baoji to find the Fishers as
we had no word of them and he was afraid they
might have been caught somewhere. It was
Monday afternoon before he returned bringing
not only the Fishers but two of the single young
men as well as the Mennonite missionaries from
Shuangshipu. At the same time we were being
inundated by the folk from the south - Miss Kreik
from Xixiang with the folk from Ankang and the
Andersons from Chenggu, so by Monday night
we had 43 people in Hanzhong. Ilma’s baby boy
had come into the world just a few days before,
and Betty was looking after her and the baby, but
I had people sleeping everywhere and provided
meals for them all in two sittings as I could not
seat 43 all at once and we were also preparing
trays to send upstairs to Ilma. Everybody helped of course but things were quite hectic for a few days.
The communists seemed to be advancing towards us from both the north where their centre was in
Yan’an, north of Xi’an, and from the south east near Ankang. Percy decided that, as prices of everything
including transport were going up rapidly and it might be difficult to get transport at all if things got worse,
he would try to hire a truck immediately and send a couple of cases for each of us with personal
possessions as far as Chengdu. If we had to leave in a hurry, he could probably manage personnel with
his jeep, but not luggage. So we set to work to pack a few of our most valued things and he was able to
get a truck going right to Chengdu fairly quickly. In the meantime Percy set everybody to work, some
back to their own work if it was not too far away, and others to nearby villages where the local church
would welcome their help, but not too far away that they could not come in quickly if necessary. The
whole province was in a very unsettled state and nobody knew what might happen, so we were trying to
be prepared without panicking.
Letters were beginning to come through about Percy’s father’s death. It was quite unexpected. In fact
David Bentley-Taylor, who had been in Toronto in September 1947 and stayed with the Moores, said
that Arthur and Esther and Marjory and Ron had all seen him off at Union Station, Toronto. His comment
was that “Arthur seemed older but strong and fine as though he had walked with the Lord all the way, as
he had.”
Arthur turned 70 on 6 April 1948 and seemed fit and well. He was up very early as usual to read the
Bible and pray. He took Esther a cup of tea and after breakfast went out to the garage to prepare paint
for freshening up parts of the house ‘before Amy and Percy come from China.’ Esther was doing the
laundry and he insisted on hanging it out for her. The postman brought a letter from Jess in England, so
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he got a stool for her to sit on and read it to him while he continued with his painting. She then went in to
dry the dishes but at 11:15 he came in and went to lie down in the bedroom saying, “I’ll be alright in a few
minutes.” She closed the door but soon after she heard a heavy thud as he fell unconscious off the bed
onto the floor. Before the doctor got there Arthur had ‘gone Home’ as Esther always put it. It was 21
April 1948. Their nephew, Les Andrew, Uncle George’s son, was staying with them at that time, so was
able to help Esther, and of course Doug and Marj were not far away. Arthur was buried in the Mt.
Pleasant Cemetery with so many other CIM
missionaries.
In Hanzhong the church people mourned
the loss of the ‘old Pastor’ too and
expressed their sympathy in many ways to
Percy and me. He had had such a gift of
friendship and both he and Esther had made
themselves very much loved in the whole
district during the twelve years in which they
had been in charge in South Shaanxi. They
remembered his friendliness, his willingness
to help them whenever he could and his
jokes in Chinese. An apology when pressed
by his hostess at a feast to eat more - “It is
not that your food is not good, but that the
skin of my stomach is too small.” That
always raised a laugh and to this day my children can quote it in Chinese when they remember little else!
He had a way with coolies when travelling and could jolly them out of their worst moods by making them
laugh at some joke. In their church it was not only his sermons they remembered, but his physical
strength and the force with which on one occasion he thumped the pulpit so hard to emphasize a point in
his sermon that he broke the pulpit! Not only the missionaries and specially us younger ones who had
learned and grown up under his leadership, but even the older ones who had at first resented having a
‘superintendent’ thrust upon them, had come to love and appreciate as well as respect them. So it was
not only us his family, but his ‘Mission family’ too who grieved with Esther who was still ‘Mother Mu’ to us
all in Shaanxi.
People in North Toronto where they had made their home, talked of him with affection too. How he
would make friends with shopkeepers and people on the street and then say quietly, “I wonder if you
know my Friend Jesus?” And then go on and tell them what a wonderful Friend He is. His influence in
Melrose Avenue and beyond was quite remarkable. He never ceased to be a missionary at home or
abroad.
When Jess was accepted by the China Inland Mission he wrote to her that she had entered into a
solemn covenant with God Himself.
“It cannot be broken without incalculable loss to ourselves and to the
field He has called us to work in together with Him. It will have its ups
and downs, its joys and sorrows, difficulties and dangers, temptations
and trials, encouragements and discouragements, but in them all you
will have God, and you will find His grace sufficient to carry you through
victorious. The joy of the Lord will be your strength.”
In Hanzhong our life continued. Politically things settled down again and people who had been staying
with us either returned to their own work or continued down to Chongqing and on to furlough. Ailsa and
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Betty were working hard towards their first language exam and their future place of service was
beginning to loom large in our minds and in our prayers. Ailsa was a trained teacher and there was
always the possibility that she could be asked to teach the children of missionaries at Guling (‘Chefoo
School’). Betty was a nurse and she startled me one day by saying she felt God wanted her to work
amongst leprosy patients in Guizhou.
In our own minds the thought of furlough was taking a prominent place. The Smiths were due back in
April or May and we would not get away before September of October. That meant Dorothy would be six
and school age. Her school number with which I would need to mark all her clothes and the outfit list for
girls had already been sent to me from Guling. I began to prepare her outfit while all the time dreading
the thought that she would not be going home with us.
Summer 1948 came and Maida Contento and Isobel came to us from Xi’an where she had a teaching
position. Maida had been invited to come to Chenggu for a Student’s Conference and she left Isobel
with us during the time she was away. Isobel was nearly eight, and HQ had written that if she was not at
school by the time she was eight, she would not be able to enter. I felt Chefoo with other Western
children would be wonderful for her and I begged Maida to let me take her with Dorothy. She was
tempted I think, but in the end she felt she could not part with her, and Isobel never did get to Chefoo
School.
We planned to go to Guling with Dorothy and be there early enough to have a month of the summer
holidays with her and the boys before leaving China. Percy felt that he should go to his mother first to
help her clear up her affairs, sell the house and help her settle wherever she would like to go. As her
eldest son, he felt it was he who must be with her at this time, so we planned and left the date of our
going to my mother in Australia to be decided later. So we sorted, packed, prepared Dorothy for school
and began the round of farewells to our friends in the many churches in South Shaanxi. Then not long
before departure date, we had a letter from Headquarters. Mr. RE Thompson had been taking up
cudgels on our behalf. He felt we should be able to take Dorothy home with us at Mission expense, even
though she was school age. In the normal course of events, we would have gone home a year ago and
Dorothy with us, but we had stayed an extra year to allow the Smiths to have their furlough first. Dorothy
had never been out of China and her Australian grandparents had never seen her. He felt she should go
with us, and the Directorate had agreed. What a wonderful day! The burden on my heart lifted and I felt
full of praise to our wonderful God who had worked on our behalf. We would still be a family divided, but
the boys were together and were used to being at school, whereas their education would suffer if they
were out of regular school life for nine months or so. We would go as planned with Dorothy to Guling to
have a month’s holiday all together before leaving for Canada, and we would return in time to have
another month with the boys to settle Dorothy in school before returning to Shaanxi. It all seemed plain
sailing and we left Hanzhong for Xi’an and a plane trip to Shanghai in joyful anticipation of being reunited
with the boys again soon and a relaxing holiday with them in Guling.
Return to Table of Contents

GULING
In Shanghai we spent a few days being interviewed by Headquarters staff and CIM Directors, and then
took a train from Shanghai to Jiujiang from where we were within easy reach of Guling. It was an
overnight trip on the train and Percy was in a sleeping compartment with other men, while Dorothy and I
were in another with a Chinese mother and her small daughter. I did not see a lot of them till we began
to settle down for the night, and then to my horror, I realised the little girl was suffering from whooping
cough! Dorothy had had injections against whooping cough, but even so I was not very happy for her to
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be shut up all night in the same cabin with a small girl who was continually coughing and scattering her
germs everywhere! We reached Jiujiang early next morning and I was thankful to have Dorothy out in
the fresh air again.
To reach Guling from Jiujiang we had to go up to a height of 3,900 feet and the only means of getting
there was via the 1,000 steps. We could either walk or be carried in a mountain chair. Percy chose the
former, but Dorothy and I went up by mountain chair. Because I was still worried over the whooping
cough and the possibility of infecting the school, I went to see Dr. Pearce, the school doctor, immediately
and told him what had happened. He thought we were probably alright but just in case, felt perhaps
Dorothy should be kept from contacts with other children, except her brothers, for a short period just to
see if she showed any signs of a cough or cold. She didn’t, and it was not long before she could mix with
the other children.
For our first two weeks or so we were in a small staff house, but once Dorothy was declared free from
infection we were moved to the Fairy Glen Guest House. It was a beautiful well equipped hotel which
had been given to the CIM, as the original owners were leaving China and never expected to return. So
this summer of 1948 it was in full use as missionary families from many parts of China came to spend the
summer holidays with their children in this beautiful summer resort. In Fairy Glen we had a suite to
accommodate all our family, and the boys loved not having to sleep in the school ‘dorms’ during the
holidays. At meal times I luxuriated in not having to prepare meals. We all turned up at meal times to sit
at our own family table and, as we looked around the spacious dining room, we recognised other
families at their tables. The Kitchens were there and the Edwards, the Krafts and others whom we may
not have seen since we were in Language School, but whose children were now growing up in this
beautiful place with ours.
I spent time going through the boys clothes to make sure they would be in good condition till we came
back next year. But the boys loved Guling and they took us for long walks to see their favourite places Monkey Ridge and Lion s Leap, the water falls streaming down to make pools where they could swim,
and beautiful views that were breath taking whichever way we looked. It was a wonderful summer and a
time of happy family life which we all enjoyed.
Raymond had wanted early that year to be baptised, but when he knew we were coming to Guling, he
decided to wait till we were there. So one lovely summer day he was baptised in the swimming pool near
the school.
One day the wife of the Generalissimo, Madame Jiang was visiting Guling where they often took their
own holiday, and invited herself to visit the school. So the children were all lined up on each side of the
path which she would take, and she stopped to speak to one or another before being escorted into the
Fairy Glen dining room where a special afternoon tea had been prepared.
The school Principal and his wife and one of the CIM Directors with his wife welcomed Madame Jiang to
the table where they were sitting and did the honours of entertaining her. To our surprise Percy and I
were asked to look after the only other lady who came with her and who was her American Secretary. I
supposed because Percy was a district Superintendent we came next to the Directors. I felt rather
nervous as this was quite unexpected and I felt quite unprepared to act as hostess to the ‘First Lady’s’
secretary who was also her close friend. However, she was very nice and I found myself asking
questions like, “What are they like in private life? Are they really true Christians?” She said she thought
they were. They had devotions together every morning and he prayed often for his country which he
loved very much. I was encouraged as this confirmed my own opinion of them both, though I felt that
with corruption in high places and the expectations of a large family circle, they must have been treading

324

“THREE SCORE YEARS AND TEN”

MISSIONARY WORK IN CHINA
Amy Moore

a very fine line between what they felt was right and what Chinese culture expected of them for their
family members. I prayed even more for them after that. It was an interesting interlude in our holiday.
My birthday was 4 September, but we needed to leave Guling before then if we were to be ready for our
ship in Shanghai to take us via America to Canada, so as the children wanted a family picnic we planned
one for a few days before we were to leave. I asked the housekeeper to order a birthday cake for us and
I bought some packets of jelly crystals and made a huge bowl of jelly which they all loved. Then we
bought sausages to have a barbecue and we set out down the side of the stream to a place where we
could light a fire and have a picnic. The fire lit easily and we got the sausages in the frypan and
beginning to sizzle. Then it happened!! Without any warning the skies opened and down came the rain,
great heavy drops that seemed to get heavier every moment. Somebody grabbed the cake, Percy
snatched the frying pan and sausages off the now almost extinguished fire, I picked up the big bowl of
jelly. Everybody grabbed something and we fled to the shelter of a little cave nearby. It did not last long,
but when we looked at each other we all burst out laughing! We were all soaked to the skin, the
sausages were floating in a pan full of water, the jelly had completely melted, the icing on the cake was
melting, and nothing looked eatable. But we drank the jelly, dried out the frypan and finished cooking the
sausages and enjoyed the parts of the cake which were not sodden. The boys declared it was the best
picnic they had ever had!

FAREWELL TO CHINA
Within a few days we were packing and preparing to go down the hill again. The boys were back into
school life and sadly we said goodbye for another nine or ten months, but with the promise we would
have another month with them at Guling before we returned to Hanzhong. The two elder boys were
more mature and could understand and accept the things that happened to them as children of
missionaries, but my heart was a little concerned about how Frank was taking another parting. So
before we set off, I slipped across with Percy to take a peep at him in his school just to be sure he was
alright. His teacher, Maud Hullah, was standing at the blackboard with her back to the class. We could
see her through the glass door outside which we were standing. Frank was sitting in the front row and as
we watched, he was lifting his ruler and with one eye watching in case Miss Hullah turned round, and
with a wicked grin on his face, he gave his best friend immediately behind him a crack over the head with
his ruler! Smothering our laughter till we were out of hearing, we started off for our climb down those
thousand steps satisfied that our youngest son was not breaking his heart over our leaving him.
Back to Shanghai and it was not long before we were on the ship which was to take us to San Francisco,
from where we would go across America by train to Chicago and then up to Toronto. Had we known that
we would never see China again, it would have been with very different feelings that we watched its
coastline receding in the distance. For Percy it had been his home for most of his life, for Dorothy all her
life, and for me the home where I had married and had my children and where I learned to know God
through bad times and through good times, and where I expected to spend the rest of my life with the
people I had learned to know and love.
But it was not to be.
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EPILOGUE
By the time Percy and Dorothy and I were ready to return to China in 1949, the Communist Party had set
up their government under Mao Zedong in Beijing and we were not able to get visas to return. It was the
end of 1950 before we were able to get our boys home to where we were living in Sydney, Australia.
Esther Moore and Percy, both of whom were born and grew up in China, never did return and at this date
in 1997 I too have never been back. The door to China was closed for 30 years with little news coming
out or going in, and only after Mao died in 1976 did it become possible for other nationals to obtain visas.
Our boys finished their education in Australia, Raymond becoming a Baptist minister, Alan a solicitor
and Frank the Headmaster of a private school. China was in their blood and both Alan and Frank
returned soon after it became possible to do so, but never to Hanzhong which remained closed to
tourists until about 1989.
It was in 1995 when Dorothy went back for three weeks to teach basic hygiene and baby care in an
orphanage in Xi’an. Before she returned home to England where she had been married for nearly 30
years to Dr. David Stephens who at that time was the Head of one of the largest comprehensive schools
in the north of England, she went with a friend, who could speak fluent Mandarin, to Hanzhong. She saw
the house where we had lived and where she was born and was welcomed warmly by the church people
who, after 47 years, remembered us all. The church building had been destroyed during the Cultural
Revolution, but after Mao died the land had been returned to them and a promise given to rebuild the
church. An orphanage and baby unit is being built in Hanzhong and Dorothy was given a warm invitation
to go and help.
So 114 years after George and Jessie Andrew went to work under Hudson Taylor in China, one of his
great granddaughters has been able to go back to the land where she was born to help China’s babies.
But that is not all. In July 1997 Nicholaa Stephens, Dorothy’s eldest daughter doing pediatrics at Great
Ormond Street, London, was able to do a months work experience at the same orphanage in Xi’an - the
fifth generation of the Andrews family to be in China. In 1998 Frank Moore went back to China to
Hanzhong to teach for two years in the Handa, the Hanzhong Teachers College. On Sundays he
spends his time with the church people, many of whom remember him as a small boy.
And finally in 1998, I went back to Hanzhong for a visit on my way to Australia to celebrate my 90th
birthday. It was an unforgettable visit and in a small way helped to complete the story that was broken in
1949 when we left China. Unfortunately Percy had died in 1972, so I was cared for on the journey by my
two youngest children. In 1999 Ray took his wife Bev for a visit to China and they were able to find all
the places where he had lived during his early and teenage years.
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