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Journey 1
Letter

Yunnan and Guizhou provinces

Hanzhong - Chengdu - Kunming - Dali - Lijiang Guiyang.

My great grandfather, George Andrew (1857 - 1930)
was a pioneer missionary of the China Inland
Mission. He arrived in China early in 1881 and after
a brief stay in Guiyang, Guizhou province he walked
across country to Dali in Yunnan province.
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Saturday, 19th May 2001
Dearest Mum, Dorothy and Raymond,
I have just returned from an 18-day trip around the south west
of China. It all started when two friends from Preshil School –
Jack Stringer and David Potts – said they would like to visit.
Jack was the music teacher at Preshil School and David a
parent and a professor of History at Latrobe University. I
arranged a week of lectures and workshops based on their
skills. The week here in Hanzhong was busy but very
successful. The three of us like to sing so we sang a lot of
Australian folk songs and built history lectures around them. It
all went down very well. David gave a couple of excellent
speeches to the history majors about the big themes in
Australian history and Jack did some tutoring in the Music
department. We ended the week with a sing-song and dance in
the main quadrangle. I don’t think Hanzhong Teachers’
College will ever forget it.

Public shaming ceremony
David said he wanted to visit a law court whilst in Hanzhong
and see the law in operation. I passed this message on to Eric
Shi (Dean of International Relations) and he looked very
doubtful as if to say – ‘What on earth do you want to see the
inside of a law court for…the big brass won’t like it..’
However, one morning he called me and said there was a public
‘shaming’ ceremony down at the Jiao Cheng Ba (a former
military parade ground now an athletics stadium) and would
we like to see it. So we jumped into a taxi and a few minutes
later were walking along Hanzhong street towards the entry of
the Jiao Cheng Ba. The crowds were thick, and we were the
subjects of some hard staring. David is 6’4” and Jack is 6’3”.
The two men towered above the crowd and everywhere the
murmur went up ‘Lao Wei, gao Lao Wei!’ We shouldered our
way through the crowd and finally came to the entrance to the
inner sports stadium that has been built on part of the old Jiao
Cheng Ba. Inside was packed with people, including large
groups of secondary schoolchildren. It felt like a festive
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occasion. The schoolkids began to call out to us ‘Hello!’ and
‘Where are you from?’ We moved further through the crowd
towards a stage that had been erected onto the stands.
It was a long stage and on it were six men spaced at intervals.
Their hands were tied behind their backs and their heads were
bowed. Each one had a large board tied around his neck with a
description of his crime written on it. Each man was
surrounded by a number of uniformed soldiers or police. If a
man looked up at the crowd one of the soldiers would push the
back of his head and force him to look at the ground. Eric told
us that these six men had committed capital offences. A further
group of men and one or two women were further back on the
stage. These had committed lesser crimes.
I watched with mixed feelings. I had played here as a child and
all of a sudden, my playground was transformed into
something ominous. I also felt some anger at the frivolity of
the occasion. All around us the people were restive and jostling
for position. The schoolkids were now clamouring for our
attention and seemed far more interested in us than the tragic
figures on the stage. The doomed six were all young men in
their 20’s. I felt as if I was in Dickens London in the early 19th
century standing in a crowd outside Newgate prison and
waiting to see the last twitchings of a man being hung. I felt
critical of this ‘mianzi’ (face) society that exploits shame to
cow the masses until I remembered that America is currently
discussing the public viewing of executions on TV. But I could
feel that all around us the people were more interested in us
than what was taking place on the stage.
At that moment Stephen (Yan Wei) of the Public Security
Bureau, appeared before us looking distinctly uneasy and
asked us if we would not mind leaving as we were causing a
major distraction to an event that was meant to be instructive
to the masses. We immediately left and went outside into
Hanzhong street. A few minutes later a cavalcade of police
motorcycles with sirens blaring and open trucks came out the
gate. On the first truck were the six men. One of them looked
brazenly at the crowds whilst two policemen tried to force him
to look down. They were heading for the sandy wastes along
the Han river where they would be shot with a single bullet in
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the back of the head. A number of trucks came through and
finally one with a group of women on it. These were going to
the gaol opposite the new Church in the Laneway of Brotherly
Love.
I felt sobered up by these images of guilt and shame and death
and the apparent indifference of the people, their shameless
gawking (and yet I was gawking too). Does anybody learn
anything from these occasions? Or are they just another
opportunity for the people to form a crowd and stare. They
form a crowd and stare when I bargain with a food salesman in
the street for a couple of bao-zi’s. They form a crowd and stare
when I open my purse. The form a crowd and stare when a
cyclist gets clipped on the back mudguard by a taxi and the
cyclist remonstrates with the taxi driver. The people are
fundamentally and radically bored. The shopkeepers sit all day
in the entry to their shop waiting for business. They play mahjong and gamble all day in groups on the footpath. The shops
are overstocked and don’t do enough business to make a
turnover. All over China is a vast collective yawn. Who cares
if a handful of men go to their death without the right of appeal
or the right of a defence? Life is cheap. It’s just another show
to break the monotony.

Decision to go to Guiyang, Kunming and Dali
I had proposed to Jack and David that I would go with them for
the next stage of their journey. They didn’t have any particular
itinerary in mind, so I suggested that we go to Yunnan province
and follow the trail of great grandfather George Andrew on his
first missionary journey from Guiyang to Kunming and then
Dali. I asked Zhou Jianguo (Joe) to come with us and he
willingly agreed. This was the first of four journeys I was to
take with Joe.

Meeting with an elderly Chinese Quaker
We left on the evening of May 1st on the night train for
Chengdu. Joe had arranged for us to stay in Chengdu at the
guest house of the West China University of Medical Sciences.
It was utterly charming. The guest house was an old-style
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Chinese guest house built before 1949, spacious and airy with
two very large bedrooms and bathroom attached. We were told
that Jiang Kai Shek had stayed here in the 1940’s. The view
from the windows was out into a big courtyard full of feathery
trees. The weather was balmy, and we couldn’t have wished
for more. We stayed for three days.
On the second day we were walking down the long path of the
campus to the main gates when an elderly man hailed us. He
was a fine looking man with a silver shock of hair and was
walking with a frame. He shuffled over and in excellent
English greeted us and asked where we were from. He
introduced himself as Professor Stephen Yang, a thoracic
surgeon specializing in TB cases. And then to my astonishment
he said he was a Christian and a Quaker! We made an
appointment to meet him at his house and have a talk. The next
day we went to his apartment, drank a lot of tea served by a
very old and bent lady (not his wife) and heard his story.
He was born in 1911. His father was born in 1882 in Chongqing
to a poor farming family but had the opportunity to go to a
Quaker school. It seems that the British Quakers worked in the
area. Father went to England in 1916 and came back with
moderately good English and taught Stephen the ABC.
Stephen graduated in 1938. He knew Norman Bethune, the
Canadian doctor who worked with the Red Army. In 1946 he
won a scholarship to go to USA for further studies and there he
met his wife (a Chinese) who was a graduate in paediatrics. In
1953 he went to Korea as part of a medical team to help with
the sick and wounded.
He suffered shockingly during the Cultural Revolution and he
told us the all-too familiar story of public shaming, being held
in the ‘aeroplane position’ for hours on end. (Arms pulled up
behind the back and held there by two men). His face was quite
unlined, and he exuded a great calm. He spoke of having no
regrets or recriminations. We asked him how did he feel about
his accusers and torturers? He said many of them lived on the
campus and he passed by them every day, but he didn’t hold
anything against them. They were also the dupes and victims
of the mass hysteria of that time. There was no one to blame.
The whole of China was in a state of chaos.
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Chengdu to Kunming
We flew from Chengdu to Kunming to save time. The flight,
in a small Boeing jet, was excellent. It seems China has made
a massive effort to update its provincial airlines. The old
criticisms are no longer valid. In Kunming we were met by
Tippawan (A Thai-Chinese missionary) who had arranged
accommodation for us at the Education Hotel attached to the
University. It was 45 Yuan a night per person, undoubtedly the
cheapest and best deal I have had in China, breakfast included.
Tippawan was her usual busy and excessively earnest self,
overdoing the arrangements and managing our time to a degree
which we didn’t want. She was particularly keen for us to get
to know a young male student who she seemed to have
adopted. She wanted us to help him to improve his English. He
was a particularly annoying character and we quickly decided
that we did not want his assistance as a guide. That night we
met a group of Tippawan’s students and sang songs and talked
with them. Tippawan is very happy there and seems to have
found her metier.
She introduced me to a retired OMF missionary who lives in
Chengmai in Thailand but was passing through Kunming –
Henry Breidenthal, and I have to say that if I have ever met a
madman it was he. He burst in on us at breakfast time and had
a highly covert, sotto voce conversation with me where he kept
peering around looking for the secret police or hidden
microphones. I found him distinctly unattractive. However,
Tippawan thought highly of him and kept shoving him in my
direction.

Visit to a Miao village - Da Qing Cun
The best thing Tippawan did for us was to tell us about a Miao
village – Da Qing Cun, in the Wu Ding county near Kunming,
where the people had mastered the singing of the entire
‘Messiah’. We decided to go out there the following day which
was a Sunday. On the Saturday night we were introduced to
Jiang Zhu Lin, the General Secretary of the Three Self
Protestant Church in Yunnan. He was an intense and nervous
man and when we asked him about visiting the Miao village he
backed away and said that he could not arrange this under a
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month. When we pointed out we would be leaving on Monday
for Dali, he then said we could visit the village informally but
would have to go on our own. We could not be accompanied
by anybody. We said we would be very happy to go informally
on our own and he promised to contact the branch secretary of
the Wu Ding church and let him know we would be there.
The next day we set off at the crack of dawn and rattled off into
the countryside on the local bus. I kept thinking to myself – ‘I
wonder if Great Grandad came out here in his first missionary
journeys in late 1881.’ In his reports in China’s Millions he
speaks of travelling with Arthur Eason from Guiyang to
Kunming and moving in and out of villages on the way. He
refers to a short period of time in Kunming where he baptized
the first Christian in Yunnan province – Tai U-Ting. In a
speech made whilst on furlough in 1890 George Andrew said:
“In 1883 Tai U-Ting returned to Yunnanfu (Kunming). In
the waters of the lake lying outside the city I baptized him, the
first Christian (Protestant) baptized in that large province.”
We finally came to Wu Ding where we met the local pastor and
his assistants. After some talk, they took us out into the street
and loaded us onto a little 6-seater van and we drove for
another hour until we were deep in the hills. The landscape was
dry and desiccated and it seemed as if there had been a long
drought. Everywhere were Australian blue gums growing.
There were moments I could have pinched myself and been
back in Oz. The gum trees were the result of an Australia/China
joint venture about 20 years ago to reclothe the hills of Yunnan
with trees. The gum tree was chosen because it grows so fast
and can resist drought.
At last the little van could go no further so we got out onto a
track inches thick in red dust and began to walk upwards
towards distant peaks. We were up about 7000 feet and the air
was sharp and clean. We puffed and panted our way up and up
for about 40 minutes and then we saw a little huddle of men
and women dressed in traditional Miao clothing waiting for us
by the side of the road. They greeted us shyly and one man –
Long Jianguo – presented himself as the pastor. We went on
further, rounded a corner and there before us was a mud village.
We saw the Church in the middle of the village and in front of
it was the entire village, lined up in two rows facing each other,
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and we were asked to ‘walk the gauntlet’ down the centre. They
burst into song – ‘We welcome you! We welcome you!’.
At that moment I felt tearful again, an experience I have often
in China. Then we were ushered into the Church and taken
down to the front pew and given a cup of tea. We quickly made
the purpose of our visit clear – we wanted to hear them sing.
The choir assembled at the front. The conductor gave a brief
introduction and the choir burst into the most beautiful sound I
have heard for a long time. They sang ‘Crown Him with Many
Crowns’ in four parts. I sat there gulping and swallowing as I
looked at these people, the ‘wretched of the earth’ with their
shyly lowered eyes, marks of poverty written on their faces,
their awkwardness and yet their beauty and joy and their
voices! There were two women with the most resonant mezzosoprano voices which lifted up above the choir – the line came
crashing through ‘Crown Him!’ ‘Crown Him!’.
My mind drifted back in time and I saw George Andrew from
Manchester and Arthur Eason from London, both aged about
24 years, probably with pith helmets on and puttees, walking
into these tribal areas in the early 1880’s and distributing
Gospels and tracts. We were then asked to sing so Jack, the
music teacher, led the way and the three of us sang ‘And Did
those Feet in Ancient Times’ and then ‘Oh Brother Man Fold
to Thy Heart Thy Brother!’ both of which hymns were known
to David who did not grow up in the Church. Jack’s
background was Methodist. Then I spotted an accordion and
asked if I might play it. I strapped it on, and we sang ‘What a
friend we have in Jesus’ and ‘Jesus loves me’. Then we insisted
they sing some of the ‘Messiah’ for us. They formed up at the
front again and very soon launched into the Hallelujah Chorus.
I thought to myself - whoever was the last missionary here
must have loved singing and left these people with a priceless
treasure – the joy of singing and the double joy of singing in
parts. They all had the music hand-written out in numbers in
well-thumbed, greasy little notebooks.
The night before the General Secretary had told me a little of
the history of the last 50 years. He said that in 1958 twentyeight pastors were gaoled in Kunming. His father was amongst
them and died in gaol ten years later. There were two pastors
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who betrayed the twenty-eight and remained free. In 1978
those of the 28 who had survived were released. One of the
renegade pastors became the president of the reformed Church
but did not have the respect of the people. He died in 1995.
The greatest hero and martyr of them all was Wang Zhi Ming
– the pastor of the Wu Ding Church. He was brutally shot for
his faith and his refusal to budge on matters of principle. This
occurred sometime during the cultural revolution. He is the
only Chinese Christian memorialised at Westminster Abbey in
a collage of Christian martyrs of the 20th century.
I remembered seeing his name on the wall of Westminster
abbey in January when I was briefly in London staying with
my niece, Andy. I got up and said to the people that I had seen
the memorial to him in London and had been very moved by
it. The pastor jumped and said that Wang was a native of their
village and five of his grandchildren were presently in the
Church. Five very sheepish men and women came out and we
stood together for a photo. Later we had lunch of rice and dofu and bits of gristly chicken and the pastor told me that the
Miao people have a singing tradition. They have a lot of old
folk songs and dances and celebrate on festive occasions with
song. (Definitely not a Han tradition). He said that the
missionary love of singing neatly dovetailed into an ancient
enthusiasm of the people and resulted in a Christian singing
culture.
We looked at the village and I thought it was the poorest village
I have seen in China. The entire village was made of baked
yellow mud. A lone dog was tied up at a doorway where it
barked into the thin air. Chickens pecked at the dust. Electricity
seemed to be only running into the Church and the only source
of water was a pipe coming out of the hills and dripping in the
main square. They had no motor vehicles of any kind and made
their living by growing wheat in small terraces up the hillsides.
I felt like the character in Huxley’s book ‘Brave New World’
who visited a savage reservation which had been set aside to
keep the ancient culture alive.
And yet the entire village was Christian and had remained so
through the last 50 years. The culture was Christian, and the
people appeared to experience meaning in their existence. I
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wondered what we could do for them now that would not be
‘token’ or gratuitous or self-serving? Poverty is obscene. It is
well known that the Han Chinese discriminate against the tribal
minority groups. There is a deep racism at work in China where
the Han people regard themselves as superior in every way to
the tribal groups, who are characterized as ‘stupid’ and
‘ignorant’.
It all sounded and felt awfully like Australia where we pass by
the Aborigine ‘on the way to Jericho’. I remember driving to
Perth in 1969 with a friend and we drove through an Aboriginal
reservation way out on the Nullarbor plains. An Aboriginal
man flagged us down on the dusty highway. He was tall and
dashing with a red bandanna holding his long black hair away
from his face. We stopped for him and he asked us if we would
drop him off a little further up the road where he was going to
a party (a booze-up). He then walked to the bushes at the side
of the road and pulled out a couple of ‘slabs’ of beer and loaded
them on board. Warwick and I were full of moral confusion as
we drove up the road with him. He got out and took his beer
with him and vanished into the scrub. We talked for hours after
that about our responsibility to the Aborigines and how was
that to be enacted? I still don’t know the answer.
That night back at the hotel Joe, who was sharing a room with
me, told me that he had read an article recently in a Chinese
magazine where the author had said that the missionaries had
keyed in to the minority groups early in the missionary era
because they were less resistant to the Christian Gospel. In
other words the missionaries had found the ‘point of least
resistance’ in China and had focussed their energies there, the
implication being that the Han Chinese were much less
vulnerable to missionary endeavour because they had a much
more sophisticated and coherent culture. Interesting
interpretation. The General secretary had told us that the
Christian Church in Yunnan today is encouraged in some areas
and discouraged in others. He said that in the Si Mao area along
the border of Myanmar where there is a serious drug problem
the people are encouraged to go to Church because it is seen as
therapeutic! Memories of George Andrew writing of opium
addiction in the late Qing period where the Church was the only
hope for the hopelessly addicted. But the General Secretary
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said, in the Wen Shan area in the southern part of Yunnan the
people are animists and Christianity as seen as potentially
divisive and so the Church is discouraged.
The next morning, we set off for Dali by bus. It took five hours.
We travelled through miles of dry hills, barren and rocky with
gum trees growing on some. Every little valley or cleavage in
the hills was heavily terraced and growing rice. There were
rocky escarpments and then suddenly we rolled into a wide and
fertile valley full of vineyards. We were stopped by a posse of
police at one point and fined 10 Yuan for speeding – which was
fib! The police were out having a day of money-making and
everyone was being fined. The police were all wearing trendy
dark glasses and looked for all the world like a bunch of New
York cops. Again, I was very aware as we travelled along that
George Andrew had walked through this country in 1881 on
his way to Dali to relieve George Clarke who went off to
Shanghai to get married.
We finally arrived at Xiaguan, a featureless, white tiled city
about ten minutes run by taxi from old Dali. We took a taxi into
old Dali and found it to be utterly charming. It was a perfectly
restored old walled city with cobbled streets and shop fronts
with ornately carved doors and half-moon tiled roofs and
gracefully curving eaves. We were well over 6000 feet above
sea level. The city sat on a sweeping glacial plain that ran off a
huge mountain range overlooking the city. Beyond the city
stretched rice fields running down to a lake – Lake Er. On the
other side of the lake was a barren stretch of mountains, brown
and bare. I felt as if I was in the valley of the Dead Sea looking
across to the mountains of Moab.
The presence of the tribal people was strong, and the streets
were lined with stalls selling Tibetan necklaces and Miao
headdresses and Naashi bangles and bracelets. We bought a jin
of delicious mangoes and went looking for the Church. We
soon found it – a beautiful stone Church with a bell tower and
bell, and next to it on the street a reading room and library! The
pastor was rustled up and enquired who we were and when I
told him about George Andrew, he looked quite unperturbed
and said that George An-Da-Lu was well remembered in the
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history of the local Church. He took us to a guesthouse down
a back street and we set ourselves up there.
The next morning, I went to the reading room and had a long
talk with the pastor and an older couple who had been members
of the Church for years. They are Mr Wu Yong Shen, aged 76
years and his wife, Zhang Feng Xi’ang, aged 67 years. Wu was
born in 1925 in Kunming. He was converted in 1941 at the age
of 16 years. He was working as a carpenter for a missionary
and the missionary required him to attend morning prayers. As
a result, he became a Christian. He had lived in Dali since 1937
and had known many missionaries personally and kept records
of all that he could remember. He was also the keeper of the
Church archives. He said that George Clarke and George
Andrew were regarded as the founders of the Dali church. He
produced some detailed notes which referred to George
Andrew renting a house and giving out tracts and then hiring a
Chinese teacher. George Clarke was described with his Swiss
wife who died in Dali in 1884.
I asked if I could see the original house that George Andrew
lived in. No, that was gone but they could show me the house
purchased in 1896. So off we went down the cobbled alleyways
and came to a vintage Chinese courtyard house. Mrs Li Yu Ying
was living there and greeted us warmly at the gate. She was the
granddaughter of the 1st assistant pastor appointed in 1924. We
stood in a tiny courtyard and took photos all around. She
proudly took me inside and showed me a heavily romanticized
picture of Mary and Jesus on the wall next to a picture of some
Taoist gods with leering faces. I was beginning to get a real
feeling for the context in which George Andrew found himself
in in 1882.
Wu then produced an old photo and there before me were a
number of very familiar faces – William and Mrs Allen, A.W.
Snow, Dr McDonald (a lady), William Toop, Irene Neville, Dr
Frances Powell, Don Grant and Raymond Joyce and Mrs
Joyce. And a Dr Saltau. Wu told me that a hospital had been
started in Dali by McDonald, Saltau and Frances Powell. At
that point his wife, Mrs Zhang, said that she had taken care of
the two Toop children – Kenny and Jim and regarded them as
warmly as her own children. After this we all adjourned to
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Wu’s home and he showed me notes in English about the early
history. Mrs Zhang took Joe aside and proceeded to preach the
Gospel to him using the words of the old hymn ‘Are You
Washed in the Blood of the Lamb?’ We all ended up singing it
together, Joe included.
The next day we went on an excursion up the huge mountain
behind the city – the Cangshan Peak. We took a cable car up to
a point about halfway where there was a temple. It was so like
Kuling, fir trees and azaleas and horse chestnut bushes. The
temple was at about 10,000 feet and we looked down on old
Dali city – a walled rectangle sitting on the plain. I imagined
George Andrew walking up here in 1882. The mountain still
loomed up above us another few thousand feet. We discovered
a contour path running around the mountain and walked along
it for some distance. The views were stunning and often as we
would round a bend we would stare down into some awesome
gorge. We returned to the cable car but decided to walk down.
The walk was through pine and larch forests and then as we got
closer to the plain, we found ourselves in a massive cemetery.

Lijiang
The next morning, we took a bus to Lijiang. Lijiang is a Naxi
(Naashi) city, preserved in its original form and another three
hours northwards towards the Tibetan border. The bus was full
of honeymoon couples from Hongkong, Guangzhou, Shanghai
etc. We soon discovered why they were heading for Lijiang.
What an utterly romantic place it is and self-consciously
so…the streets are cobbled, and the streetscape is a traditional
Chinese look with curved eaves and lattice doors. I thought
Dali was pretty good, but Lijiang far outshone it.
The Naashi people are a matriarchal culture that has excited the
attention of anthropologists all over the world. The men are
only required to inseminate the women and then return to their
family and get on with poetry and art and music. Meanwhile
the women run the show. They raise the children and run the
town. We went to a concert one night of traditional Naashi
music. It was unreal. The stage was full of delightful elderly
Naashi men with one string fiddles and cymbals and an
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enormous drum. The majority of the men seemed to be over 70
and all had little wispy beards. Out of 30 musicians only 6 were
women but those 6 women outshone the men by miles. Two of
the women played the Gu-zhen which is a kind of table harp.
They created the melody. That night we stayed in a delightful
courtyard house where our bedroom looked out into the
courtyard.

Kunming and Guiyang
We flew back to Kunming and then took the day train to
Guiyang, Guizhou. I had been looking forward to this because
I know that George and Jessie Andrew spent a fair proportion
of the first 20 years of their missionary career in Guiyang. We
set off in the train at about 11.00am. I had read George
Andrew’s notes through that morning about travelling from
Guiyang to Kunming in 1881. He had remarked on ‘conical
hills’, ‘colourful tribal peoples,’ ‘deposits of coal close to the
surface’ and a ‘pretty waterfall at Huangguoshu’. He also
talked about being so foot-sore after a couple of days that he
had to rest up for a while before continuing. I stared out the
window of the train and saw an image of George Andrew, tall
and lean, an innocent blue-eyed man, walking across the
landscape. The landscape was dry, treeless and desiccated,
bone dry, almost an Aussie landscape. It was an endless tedium
of red earth and shrubby, rocky hillsides. We passed through
some beautiful little railway stations with flowering magnolias
and the Station Master standing at attention on a small dais, as
the train went through. Sitting on their bags on the platform
were groups of tribal people, the women with their hair coiled
in a thick plait on top of their heads and embroidered head
pieces. We came into a more fertile area after a while and saw
lines of women planting out the rice seedlings.
And then George Andrew’s conical hills came into view, rock
cones, 1000 feet high, karst, limestone hills. They filled the
countryside as far as I could see and all around them were the
geometrically precise fields, all planted out and running up to
the edges of the karst hills. It looked like a Zen garden of raked
gravel and precisely positioned ornamental stones. I wanted to
get out and walk into this amazing landscape and climb up one
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of the karst mountains. Near the Yunnan/Guizhou border we
came into really rugged country of deep chasms. The karst
mountains gave way to huge elephantine mountains terraced
up to their summits. The train was dwarfed by the landscape
and seemed like a dinky-toy train lost in the mountains.

Karst country in Guizhou

We meet Wu Guo Ji, 89 years old, who remembers the
missionary era.
We got to Guiyang at midnight and stumbled out into a lively
night life, everything lit up and for sale. Next morning, we saw
that Guiyang was built amongst the karst conical hills, a
number of them reared up in the middle of the city, great
shrubby volcanic throats. On top of two of them were elegant
ting-zi’s (teahouses) and another had the local telecom tower.
Joe and I set off for the local Protestant church and met a
wonderful old man – Wu Guo Ji who remembered so much.
Although 89 years old, he was the pastor. He told me that the
history of the Church was destroyed in the Cultural Revolution
and so he could not talk about the early history. He only knew
as far as far back as he could personally remember. The name
George Andrew was lost to the Guiyang Church. I mentioned
Douglas Pike’s death in 1930 and he sparked up. That would
never be forgotten he said. He referred to Mr Pike as Bi Dao
Long and said that up to the present, nobody has known exactly
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how he died but some fragments of scorched clothing were
discovered some time after his disappearance and so they
assumed his body had been burnt. He referred to Roland Butler
as Bei De Li. Wu’s family had been Christians for three
generations almost dating back to the Opium Wars. He said he
had met Paul Contento in 1945 at a CVCF (China Varsity
Christian Fellowship) Summer Conference in Chongqing. The
conference was led by Calvin Zhao. Later Wu became the
branch secretary of CVCF in Guiyang. He was imprisoned for
21 years from 1958 and claimed it had saved him from the
worst excesses of the Cultural revolution. He said there were
presently 200,000 Christians in Guizhou province of whom
about half were tribal peoples.

The highest waterfall in China
Jack and David left for Australia from here and Joe and I were
left together for a day before we could catch a train to
Chongqing. We decided to go to the ‘pretty’ waterfall that
George Andrew referred to. It was in fact the highest waterfall
in China – the Huangguoshu waterfall and Guizhou’s most
famous tourist attraction. We parked our bags at the hotel and
walked down the street to the bus station. Everybody was out
touting for business – ‘Where are you going?’ they asked as we
walked along a long line of buses and then a little lady said
‘Huangguoshu, this way!’ and led us to a bus. It was a beautiful
drive out of Guiyang to Huangguoshu. Once out of the city, we
rolled through the intensively cultivated landscape and the
conical hills again. A Hongkong movie was screening in the
bus. It was a story about an early group of Chinese migrants to
America and the hostility they endured and how they were
rescued by a good man with humanitarian principles who stuck
by the American Constitution! I watched it and the landscape
both at once. We got to Huangguoshu which was a great chasm
in the earth. We could hear the noise of the waterfall from the
carpark. This was where George Andrew rested in 1882. They
(Arthur Eason and George Andrew) left Guiyang on January
20th, 1882. On January 25th he wrote:
‘Owing to a heavy thunderstorm which visited us last night, the
roads were very dirty. My feet being better I was able to walk.
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The country is very rocky, some of the peaks being high and
conical. We crossed several steep hills; the roads were very
rough. At a village called Hwang ko-su (Huangguoshu) where
we rested about the middle of the day, is a pretty waterfall. The
late Mr Margary said it was 140 feet deep. Owing to the rain
there was a fair quantity of water, so we had a delightful view.’

So did we. We walked down a steep track and then saw the
waterfall for the first time. It was a broad flow of water broken
up into six connected falls falling down into a chasm where
there was a deep and enticing pool. (Memories of Emerald
Grotto at Kuling but much bigger). Mr Margary was the British
Government interpreter who was despatched to Yunnan in
1875 to find a way through to Burma. He was murdered by an
unruly group at Bhamo near the Yunnan border. Following his
death, the British Government imposed the Chefoo Treaty on
the Chinese people which demanded the safety of all
‘Englishmen’ travelling in China. It was Margary’s murder that
opened the way for CIM missionaries to travel with relative
safety in the interior. I walked around the back of the waterfall
through tunnels behind the falling sheets of water. On the way
back to the carpark a little Miao girl came up to us selling straw
sandals. We got on the Chongqing train that night whilst strains
of Elvis Presley’s great hit ‘The Unchained Melody’ came
through the PA system. Such are the startling contrasts in
China today. As I sat on the train I thought of George and Jessie
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Andrew making their way to Chongqing in 1884 for the birth
of Granny Esther on November 14th.
Guiyang is regarded as one of the poorest capital cities in
China. I couldn’t visibly connect with this assertion until I was
on the train and then about 15 minutes out of the city centre,
we rounded a bend and looked into a valley which was a giant
shanty town. Rubbish was piled deeply around an assortment
of dilapidated high-rise buildings. For a moment I thought it
was an abandoned area until I saw people moving around
through the rubbish and living in the buildings which looked
like they had been bombed. It was the first time I had seen
hopeless, abject poverty in China. Even the little Miao village,
as poor as it was, had dignity and purpose. What I saw was the
equivalent of ‘Dudley Flats’ near Footscray in the 1950’s
where all of Melbourne’s derelict alcoholic community lived
after dark, in old water tanks. This was Dudley Flats, writ large.
It was a hidden valley of Guiyang.
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Journey No 2
Article
(published in the Chefoo Magazine, 2003)

Shandong province - Qingdao – Yantai - Weifang
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A Younger Brother’s View of Chefoo and
Weihsien
Frank Moore (Shanghai/Kuling 1947 – 50)

I had never been to Chefoo or Weihsien, but the names
of these places resonate for me and mostly because of my older
brother, Ray Moore’s experience. He went to Chefoo in late 1940 just
a month short of his 6 th birthday. I first consciously met him in
December 1945 when he returned, after the war, to the Hanzhong
mission station in Shaanxi province. I was 6 years old and he was 11
years old. I grew up knowing I had an older brother but was not very
clear as to where he was or why he didn’t come home. When he came
home, he seemed peculiarly detached and I wondered what had
happened to him. I’ve been living in Hanzhong for the last four years
now and working in the local Teachers’ College. In my vacations I’ve
been travelling around China and visiting the places where my
forbears worked as missionaries. In January this year I suggested to
Ray that he guide me around Chefoo (Yantai) and Weihsien (Weifang)
and show me the places that he remembered from his childhood and
tell me about it. He agreed and we started our journey in Qingdao.
Here is my angle on the Chefoo/Weihsien saga.

Qingdao
Joe (Zhou Jianguo) my travelling companion on a number of
occasions, met us at the airport and we took the long drive through
Qingdao, a city of 7 million, to the Marine Sciences University
Guesthouse. It’s Wednesday, 30 th January and we walk the foreshore
of old Qingdao. The hills all around are covered with solid European
houses with their tiled roofs moulded around the attic windows but
every here and there a glass skyscraper shafts upwards into the misty
blue air. The German presence is strongly felt in this beautiful city.
The foreshore area is a clean sweep of beach and bay with a long jetty
running out with an elegant ting-zi sitting on the end. People are
hawking chestnuts everywhere, big, plump chestnuts bursting out of
their skins, we buy some and they’re about as good as I’ve ever eaten.
They tell us the chestnuts come from nearby Lao Shan, some sacred
hills an hour’s run to the north east. We find good eating down in
Zhong Shan Lu named after Sun Zhong Shan (Sun Yat Sen). We get
an excellent feed of jiao-zi at one place. Later we find a small
restaurant that serves up a wonderful do-fu, chicken and egg soup.
However, the big adventures are still ahead of us. Joe suggests we try
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to find a boat that will take us to Yantai, and we follow that idea up
very thoroughly, but it comes to nothing. There are ferries in the
summer only. We thought we would do the trip by boat in honour of
Raymond even though he came the other way in September ’43. He
was on his way from Temple Hill to Weifang.

On the way to Yantai
Thursday, 31st January and we are on the way to Yantai, old Chefoo,
and I feel a strong sense of anticipation for this is where Grandma
Esther Moore (nee Andrew) went to school in 1891 and Dad (Percy
Moore) in 1915 and Raymond in 1940. But I also think of our great
grandparents, pioneer missionaries in Guizhou, Yunnan and Gansu,
George and Jessie Andrew, and their retirement here about 1925 and
the fact that they are buried here. I hope we can find the burial ground.
And then there’s the quaintly named Moore’s Fort and the feeling that
I’ve got that it was here that the Moore/Andrew clan relaxed. It was
here that they were truly themselves. It was here that they built a sense
of family, where they went swimming together and played in the sand
and hiked in the hills and went on picnics to the Bluff. There seem to
be some golden years during the 1920’s, which shine out even now
from the old photos.

The Andrew-Moore family picnicking at Chefoo (1926)

And then there’s Raymond’s unique experience of this place, of the
perpetual sense of a Japanese presence up to the attack on Pearl
Harbour in December ’41 and then the heightened aggression of the
Japanese culminating in the incarceration of the entire school up on
the mysterious Temple Hill (Yu Huangding Gongyuan) towards the
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end of 1942. It’s interesting that the Chefoo Convention of 1875 was
signed in the Taoist Temple of the Jade Emperor on the peak of
Temple Hill. The second article of the agreement read:
“That proclamations were to be posted throughout the Empire
enjoining that Englishmen were everywhere to be protected.”
This made it safe for George Andrew and others to travel widely in
China during the 1880’s. I want to see all these places and try to feel
it for myself and recreate the past. Yantai is a very special place in
our family history.
We decide to go by bus and the three-hour journey costs about $8.50
(AUD). The sun’s up and the sky’s blue as we move through the
tedious suburbs of Qingdao, picking up passengers. We’ve got plenty
to eat, dried persimmons, very small sweet oranges. Looking out the
window of the bus I note the Chinese penchant for walls. Walls are
built at the slightest pretext for all sorts of purposes, some of which
are very obscure. Walls surround vacant areas of land, high walls with
bits of broken bottle cemented into the top. In a land of 1.3 billion
people perhaps it’s the only way of saying this is my territory, keep
out. But walls are alienating and unfriendly. Everywhere I can see
curious clusters of buildings surrounded by walls, some isolated out
in the fields. They seem to me, in my reverie, to be concentration
camps. And yet, ironically, it was two Presbyterian Mission
compounds, conveniently surrounded by high walls, that imprisoned
the Chefoo school for 3 years.
The landscape is chewed up and desiccated and looks like it’s been
suffering from a long drought. Because the trees are leafless the birds’
nests are revealed, silhouetted against the sky. They look like untidy
bundles of kindling. The mountains are looming up all around now,
complex and interesting mountains with distinctive tors jutting up and
sweeping saddles. Plane trees line both sides of the road with the
bottom metre and a half of each trunk painted white with a red stripe.
We pass a cigarette factory and then a fishing machinery factory,
uncharacteristically clean and tidy with neat gardens, very prosperous.
We stop at the side of the road and carry out a shady transaction with
a blue van. A man unloads some heavy cans of polyurethane and
they’re wedged in amongst us under the seats. I imagine an accident
where the bus goes up in a holocaust of flame fed by polyurethane.
It’s a morbid thought so I keep it to myself but it’s well in line with
the general absence of any concern with public safety in China.
We pass glamorous housing developments with fancy scalloped walls
around them and ornate front gates with names like ‘Orchid Garden’.
I think of ‘The Courtyard of the Happy Way’, which becomes the
Weihsien Civilian Detention Centre. These housing developments are
empty and appear to have been empty for a long time. All over China
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there are such developments. Market research is not a familiar idea to
the Chinese as yet. It’s as flat as a billiard table in this valley that we’re
running up and the fallow fields are covered with a thin mat of brown
grass. The water channel on the side of the road is iced over. And then
the first vineyards come into view for Yantai is famous all over China
for its wine. We stop at a tollbooth and pay the cost for travelling on
this excellent freeway. We pass a huge Petro China petrol station with
about 20 bowsers and no customers. It seems that China is anticipating
the coming of the car culture, but it hasn’t arrived yet except in
In the new millennium
Chefoo winks and glints in the morning sun
and has all but forgotten its past;
A grand hotel rises aggressively
from a knuckle of land to the east of the old beach:
It’s too much really.
It dominates the picture.
A rude intrusion on a painting of long, attenuated horizontals:
the curve of the bay,
the gentle bump of Settlement Hill,
the long peninsula and finely drawn graph of hills
running to their close at the Bluff.

downtown Beijing, Shanghai and other major centres. Stone masons
do good business here as they cut the pale grey stone out of the hills
and shape it. A bottle yard flashes by with mountains of green bottles.
The countryside is bone dry and I remember that the Boxer Revolution
was, to some extent, precipitated by an endless drought in Shandong
province during the years 1899 and 1900. We pass through Laiyang
and the stony hills increase and we’re running through a kind of
bedrock country, remarkably Australian looking. A man sells wild
hares and pheasants by the side of the road. I wonder how many are
left up in the hills. A big diesel goes by pulling 18 carriages. We’re
now coming into the outskirts of Yantai and we pass the infamous
Nike factory. The polyurethane transaction is concluded here. We pull
up next to a blue van parked on a vacant allotment and unload the
polyurethane high gloss or ‘High Gross’ as it says on the side of the
cans. It’s 1.00pm and we’ve been four hours on the road. Yantai has
a population of 6.5 million, just down a little on its more prosperous
and flashier cousin, Qingdao. We book in at the Boma Hotel which
is built on the side of the small peak known to generations of
Chefusians as ‘Adam’s Knob’. We pull aside the curtains and gaze
out onto the bay. I write:
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Chefoo in 1930 looking towards Settlement Hill (upper right)

We’re in fact within hailing distance of the old school. It’s just down
below hidden amongst apartment blocks. We walk the boulevard that
may well be built on the old Mule Road and come to the front entrance
of the Naval Station. Raymond thinks it’s the top end of the old school
property. We keep walking and find a laneway that goes down to the
beach road. The old front entrance is now the back gate of the Naval
Station. A guard is on duty outside a gate house. It’s a stunning day
and we exult in the high, wide blue sky and the view out to the horizon
dotted with little islands. The sea is quite calm.
Meanwhile Joe has been doing some negotiating with a captain of the
guard and comes back to tell us that we can go in and have a walk
around. We walk up the pathway past the guard and come to a point
where we see the old Prep School front steps. Raymond is rivetted.
‘That’s it!’ he says. It’s the same image that David Michell retained,
the first introduction to the Chefoo school. The captain of the guard is
pacing around and talking into his mobile. He then comes over and
tells us that we can’t go any further and there are to be no photographs.
We must leave now. Of course, we’re disappointed. Out on the beach
Joe says that he will go back and take some photographs for us. He
claims there will be no difficulties for him as he’s Chinese. He returns
a few minutes later. When we develop the film, we find some
wonderful shots of the Prep School and what we think is the Memorial
Hall.
Down on the beach, where Hero and Leander once struggled for
supremacy, we spot the local ice-breaker club members going for a
swim. One fit looking man in his togs and blue bathing cap walks into
the sea and performs a series of powerful butterfly strokes out into the
deep.
The next day we link up with two reporter/photographers from the
Yantai Evening News who are curious about our tales of the past and
drive us up to Temple Hill. We go to the park at the top where the
temple is and then work our way down to a set of institutional
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buildings and there in the middle of them is, unmistakably, an old
Church. Raymond thinks it’s part of the old Presbyterian compound
but feels the orientation is wrong and that we must go further around
the hill. We do and find a great open space full of building rubble.
‘This is the place’ says Raymond. There’s nothing to see now, just a
sense that here, once upon a time, on this piece of land with a hill
rising above it, there was a group of children and their teachers, a
group of innocents abroad, held by the might of the Japanese empire.
On Saturday, 2nd February we discover the site of the old foreign
cemetery. We got the information from a retired journalist of the
Evening News. He showed us a small green square on the city map, a
couple of kilometres to the
south west of the former school
property, a friendly distance for
the Prep school to take for a
Sunday
afternoon
walk.
George and Jessie Andrew
were buried here after a brief
retirement in Chefoo with their
grandchildren.
George and Jessie Andrew
We walk into a lively, active park with children playing shuttlecock
and old men sunning themselves on rocky embankments. I climb an
ornamental mound and look around and feel content that it’s here their
bodies were laid to rest. I don’t feel any disconcertment at it being a
public park. The laughter of children is entirely appropriate. We meet
a group of old men and ask them do they remember this as a cemetery?
They do. One old man, in particular, 85 years old and speaking a little
English, recalls the school and identifies for us the perimeters of the
old foreign cemetery. There are lines of gnarled trees flanking a path,
which he says was the central path of the old cemetery.

No 2 Yantai Cemetery
Later we take a taxi out into the rocky, dry hills behind Yantai and
visit No 2 Yantai Cemetery. It’s here, we have been told, that the
graves were transferred, minus the headstones. We go into the
cemetery office and talk to an official who waves his hands about and
says he has no idea where the foreign graves are, how could he? The
entire mountainside is covered with graves. We go outside and climb
up through the thin pine forest and look at the Chinese graves with
votive paper spread out on top and try to imagine this is where George
and Jessie Andrew’s mortal remains lie but, in our hearts, we’re back
at the park in the city and know that that is their true resting place.
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The Victory Road Church
We visit the Victory Road Church and meet the Rev Tian Li Zhu. The
church was opened in 1922 as an independent church. Tian is a
friendly engaging man who knows a lot about the Chefoo school
mainly through an association over many years with Norman Cliff.
He welcomes us warmly and shows us around the old church, which
is the original building but recently refurbished. On Sunday we go to
hear Tian preach at the other Yantai protestant church, the Qi Shan
church. A South Korean choir of young people sing religious be-bop
and I am faintly unnerved by the intervention of the sugary 1950’s pop
scene into the Chinese church.

The Bluff
The Bluff calls us. We take a taxi and are soon driving across the flat
isthmus covered in apartment blocks except for a small part of it,
which is a tidal flat. The two horns of the peninsula of which the Bluff
is the end of one horn, almost form a separate island off the coastline.
We leave the isthmus and drive along past the rocky hills until we
come to a fishing village and another naval base hard up against the
outcrop of the Bluff. The taxi drops us off on a bund backed by
fishermen’s cottages. There is a cove filled with small sampan-like
boats. It seems the fishing is good, and we walk past a restaurant
where the Yantai cadres are dining on fat orange crabs. Their black
Mitsubishi 4WD’s await them. We walk up a stinking alley past heaps
of mussel and oyster shells and come out on a road leading to the
Bluff.
It looms up ahead of us and soon we’re climbing a dusty track to a
kind of enclosed ting-zi sitting on top of a peak. It turns out to be a
weather station. The view is sensational. The air is a misty gold and
blue and we’re looking out onto a coastline of massive headlands and
promontories superimposed up against each other and fading off into
the distance. Small wooded islands sit offshore. Immediately below
us is a breathtaking plunge down to a half-moon cove. There it is
below us, a smugglers’ cove. It looks very like an old photograph of
a school picnic at the Bluff in the 1930’s where a straggle of children
in sun hats are climbing a scree and way down below them is a shingle
cove. I walk further towards the end of the Bluff. There’s a dip and
then a steep rise to a final high point and then below I see a Lighthouse
Island. It’s a hundred metres off the end of the Bluff. The lighthouse
has been decapitated and is just a small remnant of the original one.
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There’s not a soul here. I’m on my own, with Joe in the distance
reclining on a hillside and Raymond somewhere further back. This is
fantastic. I stand up on the highest point and look back at the stunning
seascape. I can imagine the children coming here to swim and play; a
picnic at the Bluff must have been sheer bliss. The cliffs are statuesque
and sculpted into coves and giant outcrops. There are caves in the
cliffs, and some have been developed as fortifications. A telephone
line runs along the beach to nowhere. We scramble down a landslide
of pebbles to a shingle beach. The shingles are perfect: striated, pale
grey, sea washed pebbles, smooth and satisfying. The water laps up
on this Divine day and the pebbles move together in a gentle
tintinnabulation. I look amongst the pebbles for a memento of this
place, something tangible, something to hold onto. I imagine the
missionaries’ children setting off in a boat from the main beach and
crossing the harbour and then around the Bluff to this Huckleberry
Finn paradise. We climb up the track from the beach and pass a
concrete bunker built deep into the mountainside. Nearby is a cave
with a circular concrete door. We peer into its dark interior, was it
once a magazine for storing weapons? We guess that these
fortifications date back to the 1930’s. We look out on the bayside of
the Bluff and see kilometres of oyster beds spreading out across the
shallows that back up to the isthmus. I think of that small band of
heroes from the old Chefoo school that swam from the main beach to
the Bluff. The Pusan ferry gives a mournful hoot as it slides out across
the Yellow Sea.

Settlement Hill
Our last visit is to Settlement Hill (Consular Hill?). The area hard up
against the hill itself appears to have been where the non-school
Western community lived. In Judd’s history of the Chefoo school he
has a photo of a street without any caption or explanation. To my
surprise we walk into the very street of the photograph. The
streetscape is European. We walk to the entrance to Settlement Hill,
pay our money and then set off on a leisurely exploration of this small
and beautiful peninsula of land chosen as the site for the various
consulates. It’s a strange place that has memories of past colonial
glories juxtaposed with a Taoist temple, a golden Buddha and a
reconstruction of a fort that was here in ancient times and served as a
lookout. When an enemy was sighted a fire of wolf’s dung was burnt
to produce a warning cloud of smoke. Yantai means ‘smoke terrace’.
We climb a lighthouse for an excellent view of the whole circle of
hills and the city and the line of the bay in all directions. Immediately
below the lighthouse are the old docks. It seems that Yantai does a
good business in buying up ageing cargo ships and demolishing them
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for scrap. We listen to the steady ringing of a jack hammer on metal.
There are only three consular buildings on the hill, the Danish,
Japanese and British. They are all closed to the public and there seems
to be some attempt to refurbish them. The British consular building
has a traditional box-hedge garden attached to it. We walk through it
and admire the circles and diamonds of box-hedge with roses planted
inside them.

Weifang
On Monday, 4th February we get the 8.45am bus for Weifang. We
travel through miles of orchards, vineyards and greenhouses and roll
into Weifang at 1.30pm. It’s a city of broad streets and, apparently,
considerable civic pride. On these broad thoroughfares everything
looks clean. The kites are being sold everywhere as Weifang calls
itself the kite capital of China. Red paper lanterns are also being sold
in anticipation of Chinese New Year’s Day. We book in at the
Oceanwide Hotel and are given rooms on the 17 th floor. We look down
at a river lined with billboards that present glamorous images for the
teeming masses of people on their bicycles to aspire to. We go
downstairs and wander into a laneway full of kite shops. We spend a
happy hour or two checking them all out and then come across a
friendly restaurant where we dine on rice, dofu and egg soup, pork
and cabbage laced with thick belts of an opaque rice noodle, shredded
chicken with coriander and spring onion with slices of lean pork. We
pay $2.50 (AUS) each for this delicious spread. Ah, I’m home again,
I think to myself.

Weifang No 2 Middle School
(The Courtyard of the Happy Way)
The next morning, we taxi out to No 2 Middle School. I wonder what
I’m going to make of this place, which is so central to our family
legends, this place that haunted my childhood:
“Where’s my big brother, Mummy?”
“He’s in the Weihsien Concentration Camp.”
I also wonder what you will make of it, Raymond? We walk in the
handsome front entrance of the school and see ahead of us a clean-cut,
white tiled school administration building. Raymond’s already
figured out that we’re coming in what was the old back door of the
camp. We’re walking into the Japanese quarters. On either side of the
roadway are two old ‘Mission homes’ which the Japanese staff once
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lived in. They stand in the morning sun looking clean and tidy and in
their right minds. They are obviously in use now as part of the school.
As we approach the administration building Raymond realizes that it’s
more or less built on the site of Block No 23 where he lived. He points
to an area in front of it and says, ‘That’s where we lined up every
morning for roll call.’ About the first thing Raymond told me when
he got back to Hanzhong in 1945 was that he could count in Japanese,
because he had to do it every morning at Camp. I was very impressed.
I look at the hollow space in the sun and try to imagine the ragged
little boys all lined up. It’s almost impossible to bring them back on
this peaceful morning; they’ve gone for ever. They’ve all changed
again and again and become different people.
We go inside and meet the Chief of Staff who warms up when he
discovers who we are and presents us with a booklet from the Eric
Liddell Foundation. This is a philanthropic group started by Charles
Walker, a civil engineer who works in Hongkong. The Chief of Staff
encourages us to walk around freely. We are invited to go down to the
back of the school (front of the camp) where the Eric Liddell
Memorial Garden is. This is the first project that the Foundation has
carried through successfully. We walk around the administration
building, past a new gymnasium where the camp workshops used to
be and onto a broad playing field which was the site of 20 or more
long bunkhouses. Raymond swivels himself around in an attempt to
recover the past. We go to the end of the playing field where the
church used to be and circle around the back of a sports building where
we are surprised by one of those Graeco-Roman statues that abound
in Chinese schools and colleges, usually female figures in postures of
study or just looking demure. This young woman has become
unfashionable and has been hidden away. Our guide finds a key and
we’re let into a dusty courtyard where an imposing block of pink
granite rises to about 8 feet. A brief outline of who Eric Liddell was,
is given on one side and on the other: ‘They shall mount up with wings
as eagles; they shall run and not be weary.’ I can’t help but connect
this with Weifang, the kite capital of China with so many eagle kites
on display in the shops and the imagery of flight.
We’re also at the point near where the school debouched in a wild
frenzy of joy out through the front gate and across the stream into the
gao-liang fields when they saw men descending from the heavens as
if carried by great coloured kites. We walk out and around to the area
that was once immediately outside the front gate. It’s a dirty little
laneway now with a line of old houses along the stream. We check the
stream out and find it a series of connected puddles contained in a
stone-lined water course. It’s full of the rubbish of a growing city. It’s
a mess and stinks to high heaven. Across on the other side, where the
gao-liang fields once were, is ‘apartment block’ China, bleak and
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unending lines of dormitories. We come to a place and Raymond,
instinctively, says ‘This is where the front gate was’. It’s a wall now
with a pipeline running along the face. We keep walking and come to
a hospital. As we turn in the gate we are immediately impressed by a
large hulk of a building, a big, sooty monolith. Raymond says, ‘That’s
the old hospital.’ We photograph it from various angles and then
come around to the front of it, which is a kindergarten playground.
The little children flock around whilst their parents stand back, shyly,
and look at us. We find the foundation stone, which says: ‘Shadyside
Hospital – 1924’. A Red Guard has worked away at the letters with a
cold chisel to try and expunge the memory of the Western presence
but to no effect, it can still be read quite plainly. I gather from reading
Judd’s history alongside of ‘A Boy’s War’ that after the escape of
Hummel and Tipton the Japanese ordered the occupants of two of the
blockhouses to move to the upper floors of the Hospital. It seems that
these were Chefoo school children. I gather that the Japanese thought
the two blockhouses had the best view of the surrounding countryside
and they were not going to allow planning for any further escape plots
from such an advantageous position.
A woman comes up to us and volunteers the information that whilst
cleaning the hospital some years before she came across a letter
tucked away in a crevice in the wall. She’d like us to have it, but her
home is far away and there is no time to go and get it. The children
tug at us and we tease them and photograph them. All around the base
of the walls is a mural of animals, lions, elephants, squirrels and deer.
Above are the empty windows, some half-open and broken panes of
glass leaving dark hollows in the window squares. There are swings
and roundabouts and slides. I chase a little boy up a slide, he deftly
ducks away. Again, I can’t help but feel how the spirit and energy of
life is constantly renewed. Here we stand in a place that has the
potential to be dark and sombre but is lit up by the quicksilver of
children. All the thoughts that we carry with us: I, the curious little
brother who comes seeking insight, and Raymond, the person who
once lived here and walked on this ground when it was a place of
imprisonment, an expression of political power. The children know
nothing of our thoughts, they live in the eternal present.

Postscript:
We took the bus to Qingdao on Wednesday, 6 th February from where
Raymond was due to fly out the following Monday morning. Joe and
I check out the availability of trains to Hanzhong. There is a daily train
that goes from Qingdao to Chengdu, Sichuan and stops at Hanzhong
on the way but it’s booked out for at least a week over the period of
Chinese New Year. It would take 36 hours to get to Hanzhong. I am

36

Travels with Joe
relieved that the train is booked out because in my heart of hearts I
don’t want to travel on the train. Long distance train travel is an ordeal
in China only marginally lessened by travelling ‘soft-class’. We get
an airline ticket each for $250 (AUS) and on Friday Joe and I jet off
in a south westerly direction to Xi’an. It takes two hours and is well
worth the cost.

Soliloquy
I felt sad saying goodbye to you, Raymond, as I felt I had been
privileged to share in two different contexts of your childhood, Chefoo
and Weifang, two highly sensitive places for you, places that continue
to resonate in your experience. You let me in on them. The two places
are antithetical to each other and yet each one has a marked ‘spirit of
place’. Chefoo is light and space, a vision of another place and
another time, a place of soft mists with sunshine breaking through on
distant headlands. I look at the old family photos again and find some
of a picnic where there are over 20 people sitting together on a stone
wall. At least ten of the people are descendants of George and Jessie
Andrew. George Andrew stands out clearly in his entirely white
clothes and shoes and pith helmet. With his silver beard and hair, he’s
an impressive figure, a Victorian patriarch having a day at the beach.
Eileen and Leslie Andrew are there (children of George Findlay
Andrew), Granny and Grandad (Arthur and Esther Moore), Jessie
and Marjorie and Douglas Moore. But by 1940 it’s another world.
Chefoo is no longer a venue for our family gatherings. (It might have
become so again under different circumstances). Your experience of
the myth of Chefoo was too brief for it to lodge itself in your
experience. Your 12 months in the Prep school was too short for the
rituals of Chefoo to become stabilizing points in your life. The Temple
Hill experience was a kind of happy anarchy according to all reports
and then comes Weifang.
Today Weifang is just another Chinese city of white tiled dormitory
blocks and ostentatious hotels but in 1943 it must have been a rude
shock to leave the sweeping beaches and headlands of Chefoo and
come to a basically featureless place and the grim seriousness of a
real concentration camp. Temple Hill was just a trial run, really, you
were still in Chefoo and it was hard to take it too seriously.
I didn’t want to stay in Weifang after we had seen the site of the camp.
There was nothing to keep us there. The old hospital stands as a
symbol of the past and I was touched when the woman said she had
found a note hidden in a crevice up in one of the attic rooms. The
poignancy of the experience overwhelmed me, a person, perhaps an

37

Travels with Joe
adolescent girl, writing down her feelings, her wishes, her hopes. It
was the diary of Anne Franck again. That’s the real meaning of it all
to me: that a group of children were here with their inner lives and
imaginings, their struggles for identity and meaning, their struggles
to be. Children should grow up in beautiful places and be loved
unconditionally for themselves. The regime of the invader was harsh
and the surroundings drab. I admire the teachers who were with you
and tried to provide you with love, but had to contend with their own
needs as well. It must have been difficult, if not impossible, to give
individual children a sense of worth, well-being and value.
It’s difficult enough in an Australian day school to identify the timid
and the sensitive child and then help them effectively and powerfully.
It takes a particular kind of teacher to work this magic. Many teachers
don’t have the gift. I think Miss Pyle was such a person because I can
remember up in Kuling feeling a surge of warmth and contentment
when she saw that my Bible was falling apart at the seams and she
took it and stitched it up in a blue cloth cover. It was a personal touch,
something that she did for me. She may have done it for others too but,
as far as I was concerned, she had made a gesture of loving kindness
towards me. It seems that such gestures of loving kindness were all
too rare for you in those years, just a sense of powerlessness that you
could not conjure up Mum and Dad. I can only dimly imagine how
you must have felt because for children separation is the same as
death. There is no difference. You must have felt as an orphan does.
At the Preshil School in Melbourne the infinitely sensitive
Headmistress, Margaret Lyttle would suggest to parents, whose
kindergarten children didn’t want them to leave, that they give their
child a clock from home and show the child the hour when they would
return and how the hands of the clock would move to that point. The
child would keep the clock with them at the kindergarten. It became a
symbol of the mother’s return. In some way the clock ensured the
return of mother. There was nothing for you in those five long years
after the letters from home dwindled away to nothing, nothing for you
to hang on to except the confidence of your teachers.
David Birch, in the last Chefoo Magazine, writes of a conversation
with Stanley Houghton where a group of boys gathered around him
and asked him what would happen in the event of the Japanese
winning the war. Stanley Houghton did not even speculate on the
outcome but said firmly, three times: ‘The Japanese will not win the
war.’ This must have been powerfully affirming to those puzzled and
frightened little boys who needed an adult to make a clear-cut,
unambiguous, prophetic statement.
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Your sense of ‘abandonment’ must have been profound and
unresolvable, just something that you lived with like a permanent
disability, you had to find a way of coexisting with it. We know that
you weren’t abandoned in the strict sense of that word, but that is
beside the point. The perceptions of childhood make no such subtle
distinctions. And abandonment is accompanied by guilt. Many a time
in my work as a teacher, I have reassured children that their parents’
separation is not because of something that they (the children) have
done. Small children automatically assume that if a parent goes away
then it must be for reasons of displeasure at them. They have done
something wrong and father and/or mother have withdrawn from
them. The apparent withdrawal of Mum and Dad with only an
occasional letter must have made you feel your unworthiness, that you
were not lovable.
The Shandong peninsula means many different things to different
people. There’s Dad’s nostalgia for a place that he never really got
over, a place where he excelled and showed his ability at games and
leadership. In a way I think Dad was always partly back there. He
was the eternal Chefoo boy. And then there’s your experience. Thanks
for sharing it with me and forgive me if I misconstrue it in any way.
They are my reflections and reconstruction of events only and not the
words of your mouth. They come with a little brother’s love.

_____________________________________________
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Journey No 3
Letter

Qinghai province, Gansu province and
Xinjiang Autonomous Region

Xining - Urumqi - Lanzhou
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‘Stumbling Along in the Footsteps of
Grandad’
Hanzhong Teachers’ College
Tuesday, 21st August 2001
Dearest Mum, Dorothy and Raymond,
I have given this letter a title as it seems apt for the funny,
bizarre, astonishing, frustrating journey I had, following in the
footsteps of Grandad.

Esther Moore

Arthur Moore

Grandad:
Grandad was Arthur Moore. He was born on the 6th April,
1878 at Wolverhampton, England and died at the age of 70
on the 21st April, 1948 at Toronto, Canada. He was the 6th
child of James and Helen Moore (In the 1881 census James
Moore is described as a ‘coachman domestic’). Arthur left
home at the age of 23 and joined the Shanghai Municipal
Police Force. As the result of a chance meeting with a CIM
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missionary in Shanghai, Arthur was converted to the
evangelical persuasion and trained as a missionary. He
joined the China Inland Mission in 1906.
Meanwhile, far away in the North Western province of
Chinese Turkestan

George Hunter
(now Xinjiang), a misanthropic Scot, George Hunter,
represented the CIM. Hunter lived in Urumqi where he had
built himself a mudbrick house. He was a moody, difficult
man who had not fitted in to Mission station life and so had
asked to be allowed to work on his own in the most isolated
part of China. It is said that as a young man he had suffered
a broken heart from a failed love affair in Scotland.
The CIM leadership was looking for a male companion for
George Hunter. The candidate had to be a man of strong
character, able to live in isolation and put up with George
Hunter. Arthur Moore was selected.
The plan fell through when Grandad married Esther
Andrew. Arthur and Esther Moore were then posted to
Lanzhou, Gansu province to work under the leadership of
Esther’s father and mother, George and Jessie Andrew.
Arthur Moore was obviously disappointed at not being able
to go to the far-flung, exotic Silk Road, north western corner
of old China. He was a missionary adventurer in the mould
of David Livingstone. His chance came in 1914. Percy
Mather was selected to be George Hunter’s companion, and
Arthur Moore was asked to escort him to Urumqi. They set
out on Tuesday, March 3rd, 1914.
My plan was to retrace Grandad’s 1914 epic ‘long march’ from
Lanzhou to Urumqi. According to the record, he left Lanzhou
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on Tuesday, March 3rd, 1914 and walked back in through the
West gate of Lanzhou on August 20th, 1914.The party
consisted of Grandad, Percy Mather, Meng - a Chinese
evangelist, two donkey carts and two carters. They arrived in
Urumqi on May 30th after 88 days travelling. They rested for a
little over 3 weeks and then set off on the return journey on
Monday, June 22nd. The return trip took 60 days. They walked,
in total, 2714 miles or 4520 kilometres. In relating this
distance to the Australian map, it means that they walked from
Melbourne to Kalgoorlie and back again, a prodigious feat
from anyone’s point of view.

Tuesday, March 3rd, 1914
The party sets out.
Percy Mather stands with Grandad
(holding hands with Percy Junior)
on the right. (Photo by Arthur Moore)
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Lanzhou to Urumqi

Joe (Zhou Jian Guo)

Joe is the Dean of International Relations at the Shaanxi
University of Technology (formerly Hanzhong Teachers’
College), in Hanzhong city. I met him in 1998 when I
returned to Hanzhong to teach English at the college. He
was my travelling companion on a number of occasions.
My long-term traveling companion, Joe (Zhou Jian Guo),
listened to my grand plan and then told me that he would like
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to go with me. He said that it would work out very well for him
because his wife’s family live in Xining (Qinghai province)
and that he intended to spend the summer holidays with them.
If I came with him to Xining, we could then detach ourselves
from the family and head off on the ‘long march’. I jumped at
the suggestion as I had already planned to go to Xining, which
was a key place in the family history. Granny and Grandad
lived in Xining during the years 1909, 1910, 1911 and 1912,
which meant that Dad (Percy) and Auntie Jess spent their very
early childhood there.
I read the Lonely Planet guidebook thoroughly and discovered
I could take the journey by bus, stage by stage. I decided to
follow Grandad’s staging posts as closely as possible. He and
his party walked from Lanzhou to Wuwei (Liangzhou) and then
onto Zhangye (Ganzhou) and then to Jin Chuan (Suzhou). After
that they stopped at Anxi where Grandad had dinner with the
infamous (according to Beijing) Sir Aurel Stein, and after that
crossed the Gansu border into Xinjiang (Chinese Turkestan)
and the ‘Black’ Gobi Desert. His next major stop was Hami
where George Hunter was waiting for him. The last two stages
were Turpan (the second lowest place on earth) and then
Urumqi (Tihwa). As I was going to be in Xining, I decided that
I would bus from there to Wuwei, a journey across country that
bypassed Lanzhou. I know from Grandad’s diaries that he had
walked this route at one time. Then from Wuwei I would stay
true to the 1914 journey until Anxi when I would detour to the
famous Mogao Caves at Dunhuang. Grandad did not do this,
but it was the Buddhist art treasures from the Mogao caves that
Sir Aurel was busily parcelling up on behalf of the British
Museum. In fact, 1914 was the key year that Sir Aurel took
some stunning sutras from these caves and whisked them away
to London. He was probably arranging this amazing heist when
he had dinner with Grandad! From Dunhuang there is a road
that bypasses Anxi and meets the main highway at a place
called Liuyuan and from then on, it’s the old road to Hami. In
making these travel arrangements I had no idea of the distance
that I was embarking on.
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Tuesday, July 24th, Hanzhong to Xining
At 6.00am I got on the train at Hanzhong and headed east for
Ankang before turning sharp north and cutting through the
Qinling for Xi’an. This was a novel route for me as I’m used
to heading west and then north through the Qinling to Bao Ji
and then east to Xi’an. The Ankang route is shorter by two or
three hours. It was also a day train which is unusual as most of
the trains seem to want to travel by night. The Chinese regard
it as a waste of time to travel by day.
The valley of the Han river all the way down to Ankang is lush
and green. I pass through all the old familiar places, Chenggu,
YangXi’an, XiXi’ang, places dripping with CIM history. The
day is starting and as we pass by the small villages, I see the
early buses setting off and women on scooters sitting straightbacked as they putter down the road to buy the day’s
vegetables. The conductress is terribly concerned about my
welfare and suggests I have a compartment to myself where the
fan is not so noisy. I’m travelling hard-class, so the
compartments are all open to each other. In a typical hard class
carriage, there are 11 open compartments with 6 beds in each,
66 people all together. This train is half empty though, so I
lounge about in my own compartment staring out the window.
China is a railway culture now, a far cry from the donkey/mule
cart culture of 100 years ago. Long trains come sighing past
loaded down with coal. All the main railway stations have a
secondary school attached for the workers’ children. I look out
at water buffaloes grazing on the river flats and being tended
by idle boys and ponds full of giant water lilies studded with
white flowers.
And then we turn through Ankang and up into the mountains.
The mountains are slate here which is used to roof the
farmhouses. I can see the big rectangles of slate overlapping
each other on the roofs of the mud brick cottages. Fields of
sunflowers nod by and then we stop at some dreadful Belsen in
the middle of the mountains where a factory spews smoke from
every pore and a sulphurous stench fills the air. The town is the
utterly banal Han Chinese factory town that has become so
familiar now with its rows of dormitory blocks and its city
centre with a cluster of white tiled office buildings. The air
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cools down and a mist drifts over the mountain into the valley.
And then suddenly we leave the Qinling behind and are out
onto the drought-stricken Xi’an plain. We stop at Chang An
Zhan which is a graveyard for old diesel engines. At 3.00
o’clock we’re high on a concrete bridge over a flood plain
thickly sown with corn and millet. There’s a loess hill at the
back with dark cave mouths. They remind me of a delightful
student I taught for two years whom I named Harry. Harry Qin
told me that his family owned a cave and that in south China
the people poke fun at the troglodytes of Shaanxi and ask them
‘Were you born in a cave?’ I discover later that the standing
joke about Gansu natives is that they are universally addicted
to eating potatoes, so they are the yangyu tou’s of China – the
potato heads, slow vegetative thinkers. There are orchards
everywhere now with little sleeping platforms erected at the
side of each one. And then we rattle into Xi’an and I’m met by
Joe’s sister and brother-in-law who take me out to their factory
dorm.
Tang and Xiao Zhou have been laid off from their work in a
ball-bearing factory and now spend a lot of the day idling about
waiting for some news that a foreign venture has all of a sudden
pumped a heap of money into their ailing state-owned
enterprise, and that everything’s back to normal again and pay
packets will be distributed each month. I’m painfully aware
that they have little money, but they flatly refuse help of any
kind. It’s 5 o’clock in the afternoon and I’m staying with them
until midnight when we will go back to the railway station and
get on the Xining sleeper which will go via Lanzhou. Joe and
his wife and son will be on that train having come all the way
from Beijing. Tang has bought a ticket for me on the same train
so that I will be with Joe from Xi’an to Xining. I know Tang
has gone out of his way to get a ticket on this train and I want
to give him more than the cost of the ticket to remunerate him
for the cost of travel from his home in NW Xi’an to the railway
station and back again but Tang won’t hear of it. He only
accepts the exact cost of the ticket and no more. Xiao Zhou
feeds me with a delicious xi-fan (rice porridge) laced with
small green meng beans and pickled cabbage and stir-fried
bitter melon. They tell me the bitter melon is good for me – ‘It
thins your blood’ they say. Food is medicine in China.
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At 2.00am I’m lying on my bed in the hard class sleeper train
heading for Xining. I sleep like a log and wake up at 8 o’clock
when the train stops at Tian Shui (Heavenly Water). This is
Joe’s ancestral home, but it is also the site of CIM labours
going back to the early 20th century. We’re well up into Gansu
province now. I look out on to a line of flat cars each one loaded
with a four-ton truck towing a piece of light artillery. Young
PLA soldiers lounge about smoking and laughing and preening
themselves. It makes me realize that we’re moving up into
strategically important country now, the North West.
Joe’s wife is Xiao Yu. She’s slight and shy and awkward in
company. She appears with a small bamboo cage with a tiny
striped squirrel in it and presents it to Zhou Yu, their ten-yearold son. For a time, everyone gapes at this beautiful little
creature and tries to feed it bits of cucumber. It’s a ‘song shu’
a pine tree squirrel.
Outside the landscape is bare, a little like Yunnan but far worse.
It’s heavily eroded, bone dry, scored and scarred classic loess
country but all up the middle of the valleys are corn and grapes
forming a thin, green line which stops suddenly at a stark, bare
mountain. Up the sides of the mountains are ancient footpaths
meandering along ridges up to the top of the mountain and then
over the other side. The village architecture is different here.
All over China there are small differences in peasant
architecture. Here the mud houses have no central ridge but are
a single inclined plane. Bamboo greenhouses are everywhere
in the fields, bamboo slats bent over and covered with plastic.
The covers are off now in the mid-summer and they’re growing
garlic, potatoes and leeks. The small villages we pass by look
wonderful with their dominant colour being a kind of flat earth
and then unruly heaps of golden hay adding warmth. Trees
grow thickly through the villages, poplars and silver birches.
The whole effect is very intimate and warm and homely. But
there’s a drought here and has been for some time and the
government is seeding the clouds, to little effect though. This
part of China is desiccated and worn down, struggling to make
ends meet. Great ravines and clefts and erosion gullies score
their way across the landscape. I realize what a blessed valley
Hanzhong is, a true ‘fish and rice’ place as the Chinese
expression goes. There are water culverts along the side of the
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road and great obelisks of dry loess sticking up unexpectedly
in the middle of fields. A food trolley goes down the narrow
aisle of the train and I catch a glimpse of pickled chicken’s feet.
We’ve stopped outside a brickworks with a sentry box high up
on a hill above it. It’s a prison where the prisoners are
employed in the brick factory. This train is packed, every bed
is occupied, and the people are now eating lunch. One woman
tucks into a huge bunch of purple grapes followed by a
cucumber.
At 3.00pm we roll into West Lanzhou station and I mark the
moment. This is Dad’s birthplace. I gaze out on an utterly
uninspired landscape of post-Cultural Revolution Chinese
cityscape. There’s a steep mountain range that ascends
suddenly across the valley and the air is heavy with
midafternoon pollution. Lanzhou is regularly listed in ‘China
Daily’ as having the highest pollution readings in China, often
up near 500. 50 is acceptable. The reason is that Lanzhou is
situated in the narrow valley of the Yellow River and the smog
won’t lift, it’s trapped in the deep valley. I’m told that the civic
authorities have a plan to blow the peak off a mountain in order
to let the airflow through. We move on in a westerly direction
heading for Xining. We pass a strikingly beautiful mosque and
then I see the Yellow River for the first time, the fabled and
tragic Yellow River. It’s a great swirling light tan coloured,
turbid river with some little wooded isles in the middle. The
hills on the other side of the river are sedimentary and the cross
sections are clearly visible. We pass a fresh-looking garden of
corn offset by a patch of red chrysanthemums. We are
following the line of the Yellow river now as it moves
westwards to its source in Qinghai province. On the tops of the
surrounding hills electricity pylons are silhouetted against the
sky. It’s like moving along the Nile valley, the same intensive
cultivation on either side of the river for a couple of kilometres
and then the shocking suddenness of the desert. The Andrews
and the Moores walked this way to Xining 90 years ago. It was
a seven day walk then. It was somewhere in this area that
George and Jessie Andrew had an accident on September 28th,
1909. He wrote:
Heavy rain had badly damaged the road making travel by cart
dangerous. At one place our cart rolled into a gully, first on
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one side then upside down then over on the other side. My head
was doubled up under me and I got bruised a little, but my wife
was seriously hurt on her side by a box. It was agony for her to
continue riding in the cart on such a rough road but there was
no help for it. She is still in great pain and we cannot find out
what the trouble is.
I stare at the mute landscape and wonder where the accident
happened.
The hay is built into little stooks here, hundreds of them like
children’s playhouses neatly lined up in the fields. And then
we pull in to Xining station.
*****

Wednesday, July 25th

Xining

Xiao Yu’s Family (Joe’s wife)
A short while later I am introduced to the entire Yu family and
we sit down to dinner. Yu Zhu Ting is the family patriarch.
He’s 76 and presides over his wider family with loving
possessiveness. He is a former civil engineer who worked on
the roads in the Qinghai province but is actually a native of
Shandong province to the far east and his ancestral home is
Weifang (Weihsien). He’s a grizzled old veteran with white
hair and a seamed face. His wife is Ding Su Mei. He has seven
children and all but one are there that night. They are all
married and have the mandatory one child. Yu Jing Xi’an is
the oldest and is given great respect as ‘Da Ge’. The comes Yu
Xiu Rong, a daughter, who is married to a character called Guo,
informally Xiao Guo. I am to stay with them for the next six
nights. The third member of the family is Yu Xiu Er, a daughter
and then comes the fourth member, the inimitable Yu De
Xi’an, a lean and dodgy man with a twinkle in his eye who has
no permanent work. He is married to a Hui woman of Moslem
background. Joe tells me that she has abandoned her Moslem
culture and now eats pork and has adopted Han Chinese ways.
This has alienated her from her family. Then comes Joe’s wife,
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Yu Xiu Juan at number five. Number six is Yu Xiu Ying and
number seven, Yu Xiu Hua.
Later Xiao Guo drives me to his home which is in the middle
of old Xining city. I pant my way up six flights of steps feeling
vaguely lightheaded and realize that we’re over 7000 feet
above sea level, about the height of Mount Kosciusko. It’s cool
in Xining and remains that way for the entire time that I’m
there even though it’s mid-summer. Xining is a city of 1.5
million and my first impressions are of a place all dressed up
in its civic pride trying hard not to be the isolated outpost of
the Empire. In fact, it is an isolated outpost, an ancient garrison
town, for west of it is the great Qinghai plateau. Xiao Guo
works for a farm produce company who buy from the farmers
and then store the grains and oil in warehouses and retail from
there. From the window of the 6th floor I am looking down on
the warehouses. Xiao Guo has also recently learnt to drive and
has a company van. He is a minor ‘Lao Ban’ (Boss) and is
proud of his position. He has the mandatory mobile phone
clipped to his belt and carries a small black leather handbag.
These are the visible symbols of his success. The ‘politics of
appearance’ is a serious matter in China and has not yet been
undermined by any counter cultures. His wife, Yu Xiu Rong
or Xiao Yu is a gem. She is an early primary teacher who starts
the little children off on reading and writing. She is very
dignified, self-possessed and competent. Their home is a model
of Western living. In fact, I can see nothing in their apartment
that is Chinese apart from a poster of a Taiwanese pop star on
the wall in the daughter’s bedroom. The apartment has two
bedrooms, a dining room, a sitting room, an enclosed balcony,
a kitchen and a bathroom. There are no pictures on the walls.
There is a decided preoccupation with ornate light fittings. The
bathroom is a fake. It has a super red bath, Western style toilet
and washbasin. The bath has a flexible shower head coiled
around the hot and cold taps. But there is no hot water, the toilet
does not flush and requires numerous buckets of cold water to
make it flush. Xiao Yu gives me a large thermos of hot water
to wash with. The shower has never worked. I’m sorry to say
that the bathroom is like so much in China, a proud display of
Western bourgeois living without the infrastructure to make it
work.
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There are fresh flowers throughout the flat and some beautiful
hothouse plants in the sitting room. One plant has a fancy trunk
consisting of three trunks carefully guided into a plait
formation. There is no evidence of a life of the mind in the flat,
no calligraphy, no books. But I’ve discovered what Xiao Guo
loves, he loves plants. Each morning he fusses with his plants,
watering them and tidying them up. Their daughter is Guo Hui,
17 years old and about to embark on the last year of secondary
school, the dreaded ‘gao kao’ year, the year of the university
entrance exam. Guo Hui is bespectacled and serious, a little
like her mother. In the morning I am presented with two bowls
of delicious mutton soup with fresh coriander and spring
onions cut on the angle alongside of some really big steamed
buns and a plate of pickled cabbage, sharp and piquant. I tear
off lumps of bread and float it in the soup. Then I set off with
Joe and Xiao Yu for the Church.
* * * * *

The Xining Church
We walk into the centre of the old city along West Street and
find that the Church is in a side street just a stone’s throw from
West Street. I am told later that the present Church is on the
site of the original Church, so Granny and Grandad lived right
here. The headquarters of the Buddhist Church is just a little
further along West Street and the ornate front gateway of the
provincial government formerly the ‘Yamen’. The Church
buildings rear up about six floors and have nothing to
distinguish them particularly as the home of the Christian
Church. We go round the back through a scruffy vacant
allotment and enter through a back door.
We meet Pastor Tong Ping An. He’s 37 years old and comes
from Luoyang in Henan province. He tells me he’s been
converted for 16 years and studied at the Beijing Yan Jing
(Bible School). He was appointed to the Xining Church in
1993. He says that in Xining city there are 10,400 Christians
and in Qinghai province, 40,000. There are 20 meeting places
in the province but only one Church. He says that 60% of the
members are over 60 yrs old but there are a growing number of
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young people coming in, many of whom are educated to
College level. I ask about minority group people coming to the
Church and he says that the members are overwhelmingly Han
Chinese but there is a sprinkling of Hui, Tu, Sala and Zang
(Tibetan) people. As an afterthought he proudly tells me that
there is one Mongolian gentleman in attendance.
Predictably he knows nothing of the history of the Church
except that he thinks it opened in about 1899. He doesn’t
recognize any of our family names. Then he tells me about
David White. He says that since 1989 every two years the
Church has received a visit from David White, son of a
missionary who worked in the Xining area. Is this Frank
White? David White is an ordained minister from the USA and
well into his 70’s but has developed a passion for the Xining
Church. I’m shown photos of David White at various Church
gatherings. I realize how deep these connections are for we
missionary’s children. We never really get over our early
childhood experiences and our love for the simple peasant
people who were attracted to the Church is very deep and
genuine. I see in David White a curious mirror image of myself.
But Tong Mu Si (Pastor) has saved the best for the last. He tells
me that he runs a Bible school in the Church and that he has a
bold plan for the evangelization of Qinghai province. As he
talks, he leads me up yet another six flights of stairs to the top
floor. He shows me into a classroom full of people of all ages
all studying the Bible. Their teacher is Wang Ai Qing, a very
alert woman who has been taught by Pastor Tong. Then he
takes me into another room which is a library of theological
texts and other Christian literature. It’s clear to me that this is
Tong’s great delight, this is what he’s really interested in.
These people will all receive a certificate and then go out as
itinerant evangelists. Tong’s eyes sparkle with anticipation at
his great plan. We go down one flight of stairs to the 5th floor
which is women’s dormitories. All the students live on the
premises for the duration of their training. The men live down
on the ground floor. I go away feeling how important the leader
of the Church is. Tong has a vision and has conveyed it to his
Church and the spirit of the Church is strong and positive. I
think of Hanzhong and how it has fallen into the trap of
erecting buildings and regarding that activity as an end in itself
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requiring no further explanation, the ‘Manhattan’ complex.
Hanzhong Teachers’ College is doing the same whilst ignoring
the quality of teaching and learning.
We walk down to West Street and along past the old ‘Yamen’
and three very old trees growing in the middle of the footpath.
They are sacred trees hundreds of years old. Grandad must
have walked past these trees many times. Xining is very trendy,
it’s a full-on ‘try hard’ let’s be Western kind of place. Laughing
gaggles of boys saunter past with their ‘sunnies’ on and their
baseball caps back to front. Many young Han people are selfconsciously engaged in trying to be ‘with it’, up with the latest,
They swallow the Hollywood scene hook, line and sinker. It
stirs me up a little bit and I feel peevish at these young people
who’ve cast aside their own ancient culture for the mindnumbing superficialities of our pop culture. I want to deliver a
speech in the street, a Jeremiah-like speech of doom and
gloom, and warn them that there is no intrinsic meaning or
satisfaction to be found in false glamour or conspicuous
consumerism. Oh, but they want it and they’re rushing
headlong down that path.
We go into a bookshop and there I find Chinese translations of
James Joyce, Ulysses (unreadable in English), Gone with the
Wind, the Theology of Martin Luther and Boccaccio’s
Decameron. They snuggle up next to each other, the most
unlikely quartet of Western European literature I have ever
seen yoked together. Back out on the footpath we buy a jin of
fresh pine nuts still in their polished mahogany shells and
nibble and spit our way down the street. A group of handsome
young Tibetans (Zang ren) goes past with a high stepping kind
of exuberance surrounding them. The men have open, fresh
faces and Roman noses but the one woman with them jumps
out like a luminous flower, an astonishing beauty.
We go down a laneway to an old mansion that once belonged
to the warlord Ma Pu Feng. The mansion is really a huge
courtyard house and in the centre of the courtyard is a marble
clad hall with wide verandahs. It’s strong direct architecture, Norman as opposed to Middle English Gothic. Mildred Cable
and Francesca French write about Ma Pu Feng in their classic
book, The Gobi Desert, published in 1942. In 1930 a young
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Hui Chinese by the name of Ma Chung Ying emerged as a
bloodthirsty fighter. He adopted the title of General and at the
age of 22 years he built an army around him and went out on
the rampage. The Muslim leaders of old Chinese Turkestan
courted him in an attempt to win him over to their cause. He
became a tool of the Moslem revolt. His cousin, Ma Pu Feng
was a general in the Kuomintang national army and was sent
up country to pacify his relative and offer him a paid
generalship in the National army and salaries for his troops.
They met at Zhangye (Ganzhou) and had their conversation in
a bathhouse. They failed to agree and stormed out of the
bathhouse in a rage and went their separate ways. After that the
situation degenerated in Xinjiang province and Ma Chung Yin
became a will-o-wisp sort of figure descending on these fragile
oasis communities and devastating them.
That night we had a banquet and brother Yu De Xi’an was
invited. He turned out to be one of the most delightful
characters you could wish to meet, an archetypal ‘rogue’ who
wouldn’t hurt a fly. He had no permanent work but seemed to
exist by his inspired knowledge of the way things work a man
who understood the ‘guanxi’ networks. He also had a great
sense of humour. We ended up as bosom buddies. I nicknamed
him ‘Hui Dan’ or ‘Bad Egg’ and he obviously relished this
significant title bestowed on him by a foreigner. He nicknamed
me ‘Yang Gui-zi’ or ‘Foreign Devil’. I accepted his title too
with benign equanimity. The next morning we set off for Ta Er
Si, the fabled Kumbum monastery.
* * * * *
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Kumbum Monastery

I seem to remember that when I was at Kuling, Mr. Hazelton
showed a colour movie of the Kumbum monastery to the
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school. This is about 1948 or 49. Much later I discover that
George Andrew and Arthur Moore both visited Kumbum (Ta
Er Si) at different times. From the family records it seems that
George Andrew went there during 1903 and Arthur Moore in
1910. Grandad wrote graphically about it, clearly delighted by
the willingness of the people to listen to the Gospel.
We set off in the cool of the morning and were soon moving
out through the scruffy outskirts of Xining in a southerly
direction. It’s all down-at-heel here where the bulk of the
people live in conditions only marginally above the poverty
line and I realize afresh how the city centre is a carefully
arranged ‘front’, an ‘appearance’ to impress the uncritical. It’s
the same story all over China in this country that is a marked
example of uneven development. The soaring skyscrapers of
Shanghai now delude the businessman into thinking that the
whole of China must be like this. Beijing will dress itself up
for the 2008 Olympics and people will come and go and miss
the 900 million rural population many of whom are
unemployed and sit hour after hour in the street, chain-smoking
and waiting for something to happen and sleep on wire beds in
the corners of dingy shops. And yet they retain their dignity…a
woman, immaculately dressed and in high heels sways past
with an armful of orange tiger lilies.
The valley along which we are moving is, as ever, so beautiful.
Long lines of graceful poplars criss-cross the landscape like the
cypress pine windbreaks of South Gippsland. The fields are
vibrating slightly with energy, the corn is ready to be harvested
and feathery millet waves in the gentle breeze. The millet is the
basis of the common alcoholic drink of the people, a clear,
vodka-like, spirit. The green ends suddenly to meet the
scorched and barren mountains. It’s a visual experience that
I’m getting used to. We pass a big reservoir with hundreds of
picnickers wandering around in large groups.
And then we come into a small valley entirely filled with the
living quarters and temples of the Kumbum Lamasery (Ta Er
Si) of the Tibetan Buddhist Yellow Hat sect. They stretch up
the hillside in terraces of gold and brown and green and orange
ochre. I see a shaven headed monk standing on a high wall
silhouetted against the skyline. The car park is packed with
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tourist buses and taxis and there’s a general melee of people
moving about in groups led by guides holding flags. A group
of young monks drive by in a Jeep Cherokee. The Japanese are
thick on the ground with their long-nosed cameras and tripods
and ‘fisherman’ jackets with multiple pockets for all purposes.
What was a religious novelty for George Andrew and Arthur
Moore has now degenerated into a tourist resort, a museum.
The monks are aware of it and play up to it. I imagine Grandad
standing at the edge of the road preaching the Gospel…ninety
years ago.
I walk for an hour with Joe and Xiao Yu peering into dark
temples at various deities and then come to a big courtyard
filling up with people. The famous Devil Dance will be staged
here shortly. It’s called the Dharma Dance. We find ourselves
a place in the crowd and wait. All of a sudden there’s a great
jostling in the crowd as a group of young Japanese shoulder
their way through. Their appearance is decidedly outré and
arouses the scorn of the Chinese. One man has dreadlocks and
a heavy beard and wire framed glasses with pale-blue glass.
Another has worked at an imitation punk-hairstyle. I sense that
Joe is building up an old-fashioned rage. He says loudly ‘I hate
Japanese’ and there’s a strong mutter of agreement and people
look around and smile at Joe. I take Joe by the arm and say,
‘Now listen Joe, you may hate the Japanese but now is not the
time to express it. We are here to look at the dance not to be
sidetracked by a group of self-conscious, trendy Japanese.’
‘OK, Frank, I will listen to what you say’ he says. I realize
afresh how deeply the Chinese loath the Japanese, but the
Japanese are a developed nation now and can afford to swagger
about.
I’m sitting next to an elderly Chinese couple with their
granddaughter. They are as poor as church mice but smile at
me and ask where I’m from. I tell them that I think their little
granddaughter is very beautiful and they beam with pleasure
and offer me a piece of dry bun. The Japanese
Rastafarian/Punk group sit down next to us. I hold Joe’s arm
tightly. High up on the roof of a building three horn players
appear and play a long, single, sonorous note and then six
young boys in skull masks and costumes dance out in two lines
followed by the Master of Ceremonies. He wears a mask with
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horns and glaring eyes and is elevated to about 6’6” on block
heels. The dance is without charm or complexity, just a
swaying movement. Various groups of totemic animals join the
dance, antlered stags, bulls and then the grand climax is when
the Devil emerges, a Grand Guignol figure dripping with
coloured silk scarves and a massive mask with Devil’s horns
and a pig’s snout and a line of small skulls adorning the top
like a coronet. It’s the Lord Beelzebub himself. A number of
hysterical women break from the crowd and run forward to

touch him. The Master of Ceremonies sways his way across to
receive money offerings being thrust at him from all parts of
the crowd. A line of Yellow Hatted monks emerges with long
brass trumpets and play the single note. One monk’s hat slides
off and falls to the ground. The Master of Ceremonies
courteously replaces it on his head.
And then I see sitting on the far side at the edge of the crowd a
family masked in giant human-faces. The masks present as big,
bland innocent faces staring in wonderment at this strange
drama from the world of the Spirits. Their huge masks with
wide staring eyes turn slowly from side to side as if bemused
by what they see. There’s a ‘father’ mask, a ‘mother’ and
‘children’ masks. I catch a glimpse of a hunch-backed old
German woman with long grey hair slipping in and out of the
crowd looking for different vantage points. A snooty Beijing
woman on top of a packing case imperiously demands that the
crowd part so she can take a photo.
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We leave the crowd and go to the Great Sutra Hall where all
the monks are now gathering for prayer. They leave their
leather boots outside the door in an untidy huddle. Many of
them are just boy-novices, frisky as puppy dogs. The older
monks chide them and discipline them. They sit cross-legged
on wide benches and then a central group of older monks
begins the ‘plain chant’ and soon everybody joins in. Joe has
the view that many of the boys don’t want to be monks but have
been promised to the lamasery at birth in exchange for spiritual
favours. The Great Sutra Hall is decidedly atmospheric, and I
can imagine George Andrew and Arthur Moore walking in
here a hundred years ago and being struck by the deep religious
gloom filling this cavernous pillared hall. We also go and see
the butter carvings, but I am less impressed by them. I’m happy
to leave and walk down the hill past numerous small shops all
selling the same tawdry trinkets. Today was going to be the day
that they spread out the image of Buddha on the hillside, but
the early morning rain stopped that.
I’m left with the overwhelming feeling that this vast construct
of institutional religion is hollow at the core and that they are
play-acting now and, boy-o-boy, does the money roll in, mostly
Japanese money. I’m told that the Japanese gave a huge sum of
money last year for the gold cupolas and stupas to be re-gilded.
The majority of tourists that visit China are Japanese and this
is the source of deep ambivalence amongst the Chinese who in
general, like Joe, will announce their hatred of the Japanese and
the their collective failure to apologize to the Chinese for the
atrocities of the 2nd World War. The Japanese visitors come to
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see the roots of their own culture and are drawn to ancient
examples of calligraphy and Buddhist temples from where they
can find the fount of their own Zen Buddhism. I saw very few
people actually doing the full prostration on the ground which
was talked about by both George Andrew and Arthur Moore.
When we got back to Xining, I went to the local internet café
to check out my email. Usually I don’t pay much attention to
background music but this time I did because it was “Jesus
Loves Me’ in Chinese. It seems that ‘Jesus Loves Me’ has
made it into the hit-parade of China. It was a very jumpy,
repetitive version sung by a husky male voice.
That night Xiao Guo announces that he wants to drive me out
to the Qinghai Lake (Koko Nor) the next morning. It’s a long
way from Xining and I argue with Xiao Guo that it’s too far,
but he is insistent.
* * * * *
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Qinghai Lake

Qinghai Lake is described as the biggest lake in China. It’s
saltwater. Koko Nor is the old Tibetan name and it’s also
known as the Blue Lake. I have a feeling that George Findlay
Andrew went out there by horseback in the 1910’s. It certainly
comes through in Mum’s account of his itinerations out of
Xining. Somewhere up in these great open spaces he lost a toe
through frostbite and learnt to ride a horse as skillfully as the
local Tibetans. Xiao Guo insists we set off at the crack of dawn.
It’s about 300 kms to the lake.
It’s Sunday, July 29th and it’s a beautiful morning with a slight
wash of mist across the barren hills gently romanticizing them.
I picture Grandad setting off in the early morning on one of his
long walks. We pass a long prison wall that seems to run for
miles. I know from reading Lonely Planet guidebook that
China’s political prisoners are dispatched to Qinghai because
it’s as far away as possible from the centres of Chinese
civilization. I ask whether there are any political prisoners in
this gaol. There is a lot of deft dodging about at this question
and finally I’m told by Joe and the others that there are no more
political prisoners in China. Where are the 1989 dissidents, I
wonder? But I don’t bother to ask because it makes me angry
and I don’t want to spoil the day. I watch the peasants walking
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by with their hoe over their shoulders, their one capital item,
that and their bodily strength.
We move into a landscape of mountainous rocky screes and
shale landslides. Barley is growing high up on the slopes. Here
and there are small forests of hand planted trees. There’s an
itinerant community that lives along the edges of the roads, a
gypsy like group who make little tent shelters out of the striped
canvas that is used to hold down loads on the backs of trucks.
They’re the Qinghai sundowners. Big black Mitsubishi 4WD’s
with tinted windows, the favoured car of the ruling class, sweep
by and then all of a sudden, we’re in a great wide upland, a
glacial valley rising to smoothly sculpted hills. We’re up on the
Qinghai plateau. Squares of gold patchwork work their way up
the valley, fields of late flowering rapeseed. We’re going
through a pass at over 11,000 feet above sea level. I’m really
breathing hard now. It’s as high as I’ve ever been in my life, I
think. It’s a big, blue, Aussie day and the air is clean and
shining in the morning sun. My heart lifts and soars and sings.
It’s absolutely stunning. We’re in the middle of a great
grassland dotted with small purple flowers. A group of Tibetan
women and children at the side of the road wave a basin of
mushrooms at us. We stop and negotiate with them. We are a
tiny group of figures dwarfed by the giant landforms all around
us. The mushrooms are small knobbly ones covered with fresh
earth and picked wild that morning out on the grasslands. We
get a washbasin full for 5 Yuan or $1.25 (AUS). Away in the
distance are some big Neanderthal mountains going way up
into the sky and lightly dusted with snow. We come into the
town of Dao Tang He (Backward Flowing River) and my heart
sinks at this miserable example of a Han industrial city way out
on the Qinghai plateau. The Zangren (Tibetans) are
everywhere. Beyond the town we get our first glimpse of the
Qinghai Lake like a mirage on the horizon. The ubiquitous blue
trucks are coming up the road towards us surrounded by
coronas of exhaust fumes. And then we’re at the lake.
The lake is breathtakingly beautiful. It is quite blue and the
golden rapeseed fields run right up to the edge. The total effect
is magical. I see George Findlay Andrew galloping a horse
along the edge of the lake circa 1912. On the northern side of
the lake well back, is a line of bare green hills extending deep
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into some hinterland and not a thing to be seen on them, no
sheep, no horses. And then I see my first Yak, a ‘mao niu’, a
woolly cow. It’s smaller than I expected and rather pretty. We
walk out on a stone jetty and watch a crowd of young Muslim
Uighur men going for a jaunt on a pleasure boat. We walk
along the shingled edge of the lake and Tibetan children ride
up on horses and invite us to take a ride. Three monks pose
with a yak heavily festooned with embroidered leather and silk.
One sits on its back whilst the others take photos. The yak has
been washed and combed recently and looks cuddly. Its coat is
white. We go out on the lake and I can’t get over the intense
blue colour. On the south side I can see big sand dunes ranging
away into the far distance. On days like this I feel very close to
the sublime. On the way back I look at the mammoth mountains
rearing up, snowcapped, all around. Their tops are wreathed in
clouds. I think of Shelley’s beautiful little poem ‘Love’s
Philosophy’ and the lines:
…. Nothing in the world is single
All things by a law divine
In one another’s being mingle –
Why not I with thine?
See the mountains kiss high heaven
And the waves clasp one another.
No sister-flower would be forgiven
If it disdain’d it’s brother……
We stop to buy honey from a man at the side of the road. He’s
got his honey boxes lined up by a field of rapeseed and he lives
in a little tent. A hundred metres away the big blue lake runs
off to the horizon. He’s a Sichuan gypsy. He sells us two litres
of fine golden honey for 3 Yuan. (75 cents AUS). Along the
side of the road purple and gold daisies bow and curtsey.
That night we eat at the parents’ home and all the ‘rellies’ are
there. We arrive to a game of Mah-Jong and if ever I’ve seen
an obsessional, anti-social game this is it. The Chinese
sometimes sit up all night playing it. It involves building
patterns from blocks, a more complex game of dominoes. It’s
a gambling game and small sums of money exchange hands
after each round. I sit in the corner feeling like an intruder. It’s
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the first lapse of courtesy on the part of these lovely people.
We eat some rare and tasty fish from the Qinghai Lake which
have been bought on the black-market by the inimitable ‘Whei
Dan’. He advises me not to buy bus tickets early but just show
up and get on the bus and negotiate a price on the spot. He says
only ‘mugs’ forward book in China. The same applies to trains,
just turn up with your bags and your family and dive through a
window and take up residence and then haggle with the
conductress when she appears. She’ll do a deal with you
because the money will go into her pocket. I thank ‘Whei Dan’
for his advice but decide not to take it. Fundamentally, I
haven’t got the courage to live like that.
It doesn’t seem to be possible to be a social drinker in China,
you’re either in it up to the neck, part of the male bonding scene
or you beg out altogether. Joe is one of the latter who has
begged out altogether on the grounds of stomach problems.
The bon-vivants carry the day getting noisier and noisier whilst
the non-drinkers shrink more and more into the background
becoming mute in the midst of the rising clamour of drunken
voices. It’s not unlike the pub-culture in Australia. The women
work in the kitchen, but I can tell that Xiao Yu will have
something to say to her husband later. She looks displeased.
Xiao Guo’s face is a bright cherry red and he and Whei Dan
play endless games of finger gambling to see who gets the next
drink. Finger gambling is like our game of ‘stone, paper,
scissors’.
There’s a crisis in the extended family at the moment. The
beautiful Ye-Zi, the sixth daughter in the family is married to
an ineffectual chap called Lou. Lou is unemployed and has
invested all his money on the stockmarket. Every day he goes
to the stockmarket and watches the value of his shares
dropping. Old father is particularly critical and is pressuring
him to get a job. Lou becomes more antagonistic and stubborn
as pressure increases.
The next morning Joe and I leave for Wuwei. This involves a
ten-hour bus ride across country over a mountain range but first
we’ll go down the valley of the Yellow river in the direction of
Lanzhou and then cut to the north west and hit the main
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highway from Lanzhou to Urumqi. Then I’ll be on the road that
Grandad took in 1914 when he went on his long march.
* * * * *

Wuwei (Liangzhou)
I’m really looking forward to this as Wuwei is where Auntie
Dorothy was born on May 13th, 1922. It’s also the first major
stopping place on Grandad’s ‘long march’ from Lanzhou to
Urumqi. Here Grandad and Percy Mather and Meng, the
evangelist, stopped and preached the Gospel. I had no idea
what Wuwei would be like. Yu Da Ge (Big Brother) feels
apologetic that he’s been too busy to play any part in my life in
the few days in Xining, so he shows up for breakfast and drives
me in the company VW Santana to the bus station. Whilst
waiting there ‘Whei Dan’ comes in with a plastic bag stuffed
full of the forbidden fish from Qinghai Lake. I’m told he went
a long way to get it. I’m overwhelmed by the gesture of
friendship and pump him by the hand and thank him again and
again.
Soon we’re moving down the valley of the Yellow river and
mud brick green houses are all along the side of the road. Two
Mongolian sisters come to the front of the bus because one of
them feels bus sick. They have thick black hair drawn into a
single plait and heavy gold earrings. They look like Red Indian
squaws. The bus manager who sells tickets and keeps order on
the bus gives up his seat to the sister who is ill. She’s as pale
as a ghost and hangs her head out the window. Soon we’re deep
in a river valley and way below us is a brawling, dirty stream
that debouches out of a barren mountain. We pull into a
nondescript village to change a tire that has a puncture. All the
men get off and line up at the side of the road at intervals of
about 5 metres and relieve themselves. I decide not to join
them. I haven’t assimilated that well yet.
I check out my fellow passengers. There’s a general sense of
apathy and hopelessness. One young man with his red baseball
cap on back to front, downs a bottle of warm beer and looks
around with an expression of primal boredom. There’s a family
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threshing wheat across the road. They’re tossing up stalks of
wheat and the wind catches the chaff and blows it away.
Everything is bone dry. I can’t help wondering when the next
revolution will come. I can’t see how 1.3 billion people, of
whom a considerable proportion are unemployed and looking
around for something to do, cannot become restive. Their
current leader, Jiang Zemin, is a bland figure, a businessman
from Shanghai who dresses in a suit (tailored in Italy) and a
silk tie. He completely fails to project the charisma of Mao
Zedong who, for all his immense failings, the Chinese will
continue to love because of his essential Chineseness. He was
a peasant. He never wore a tie. He was steeped in the culture
and history of China, wrote poetry, belched loudly and ate fat
pork with la-zi. He never showed the slightest enthusiasm for
Americana and fought the Korean war against American
imperialism and came out of it with his dignity intact. The
Chinese adore him.
We pass through a coal-mining town, a place of povertystricken mud houses and a few utterly dejected dormitory
blocks. We cross the border into Gansu province and the loess
hills multiply all around. We’re nosing our way up into the
Hexi corridor. The missionaries used to call this the Gansu
Panhandle. The province of Gansu looks like a frying pan with
its handle projecting north west towards Xinjiang and Urumqi.
The panhandle or corridor is a geographical phenomenon. It’s
a long fertile strip between a hefty mountain range, the Qilian
Shan, that has permanent snow and glaciers, and the Gobi
Desert to the north. It is the ancient pathway through to the
north west. The Great Wall runs right up the Hexi corridor and
finishes toward the end of it at Jiayuguan. I look around at the
endless barren earth hills and see them as intricate wood
carvings where the sculptor has taken a round chisel and
worked fine furrows into the mahogany coloured slopes.
We stop for lunch at a place called Wu Shen Yi and I chat to a
couple of bearded Muslims in Haji caps who want to know who
I am and where do I come from? I tell them that my grandfather
walked up this road nearly 90 years ago and that I’m following
in his footsteps. They register no surprise at all. We come into
Tian Dru which is in the centre of a Tibetan autonomous zone.
The Tibetan women are wearing bowler hats along with their
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other colourful clothes. We pass by a range of saw-toothed
mountains and we’ve climbed high over a pass at An Yuan and
begin freewheeling down the other side towards the Wuwei
plain. (When I got back to Hanzhong I checked Grandad’s
meticulously drawn maps of his ‘long march’ and see that he
too noticed the saw-toothed mountains and described them as
‘high jagged peaks’ and named them the Ma Ja Shan. He notes
the pass An Yuan at 9,570 feet and then the descent to Wuwei
at 5000 feet.) The driver puts the bus into neutral and literally
freewheels down the hills for miles. It’s probably one of the
reasons buses have frequent accidents in China. They think
they’re saving petrol.
And then we come to a great barren, gibber plain and are
flagged down by a man, the bus stops and lets him on. Then we
pick up a second man 200 metres further up the road. Then a
third man a few hundred metres further on. I’m beginning to
wonder what’s going on. We drive on. One of the men is sitting
on the engine cowling next to the driver. He’s a brash,
aggressive man with a mobile phone and all the trappings of
being a ‘xiao lao ban,’ a little boss. Then one of the three men
who is sitting towards the rear of the bus addresses the whole
bus in a loud voice. He invites anyone to join him in a guessing
game and win some money. He shows three playing cards and
says that one of them is the ‘Jack’ card. He showed the cards
all round and then put them face down and put a 100 Yuan note
on top of one of the cards. He invites anyone to put another 100
Yuan note on top of his and if the card underneath is the ‘Jack’
card then the person who has put down the money would win
the 200 Yuan. At this stage no one on the bus has jumped to
the conclusion that these three men are in league. One of the
other men takes up the challenge and put his 100 Yuan on top
of the other. It is the ‘Jack’ card and he wins 200 Yuan. There
are many expressions of wonder and amazement. A young
PLA officer falls for the scam and joins in the next round. He
puts his 100 Yuan down and loses it. Then they put a mobile
phone down and invite the officer to put his mobile down and
have the chance of winning two mobiles. He loses his mobile.
I’m sitting at the front of the bus and the next thing I know is
that a lot of angry shouting and scuffling breaks out. Then the
two con men, with the PLA officer between them, come
lurching and pushing down the aisle to the front of the bus. A
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full-scale brawl erupts, and punches are thrown and the men
fall all over the passengers, women scream and mayhem
reigns. All this is about a metre away from me and I expect to
be flattened by a flying body at any moment. I weigh up
whether or not to jump into the middle of it and separate the
antagonists. Sanity prevailed. I notice that the bus driver and
manager are notably silent and not interfering. The bus stops
by the side of the road and the manager opens the door. The
next minute the whole struggling, heaving mass falls out the
door and the brawl reaches a crescendo with some spectacular
martial arts drop kicks being exchanged and a lot of foul
cussing. Then the men retreat to the rear of the bus and the
shouting continues for a while and then we see our PLA officer
running along a track next to a cornfield. The driver turns on
the engine and drives slowly up the road and the officer gets on
again. As we drove on towards Wuwei the officer told Joe and
the rest of the bus that he’d got his mobile back and all his
money. He knew a thing or two about martial arts (Kung Fu)
and his used his skills to great effect. The old manager said that
this group was well known and boarded buses regularly. He
and the driver would not interfere because in the past
interference had led to reprisals. The gang would smash all the
windows in the bus. I asked why they didn’t report it to the
Police, and they said that the Police wanted nothing to do with
it as the gang were utterly ruthless and would bash up a
policeman if necessary. Joe said they are the tip of the iceberg,
the unemployed of China.
At last we rolled into Wuwei after ten hours on the road. The
bus ride cost us 40 Yuan and I certainly got my money’s worth
of high drama.
* * * * *

Wuwei (Liangzhou)
We book in at the Tian Ma hotel at 118 Y per night for a two
bedroom. Wuwei is a city of 1 million people. We discover a
great market where there are many noodle stalls. The noodles
are made in front of us and are thick and juicy. In the morning
we phone the Religious Affairs Bureau and ask where the
Wuwei Church is? We have to do this as nobody seems to
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know where the Church is and there is no phone number listed.
They ask us to come and see them on the 7th floor of one of
China’s insufferably dreary government buildings. We walk
into an office where there are two tired clerks, with cigarettes
hanging out their mouths, reading newspapers. They are wary
at first and then after a bit of prompting they produce a history
of religion in Wuwei with two pages devoted to the Protestant
Church. There is no mention of any of our family but some
reference to activities in 1920/21 which Grandad might have
been involved in. I sit up and pay attention when I hear Joe read
the name Kong Bao Lou. That’s Paul Contento’s Chinese
name. He was in Wuwei in the late 1920’s. One of the clerks
pointed out the Church through the window and we set off for
it. We found a familiar, white tiled, Byzantine looking building
in a side street with glistening chrome doors. We hammered on
the doors but no response. The place was as dead as a dodo.
We walked to the corner store and stirred up a lot of excitement
until a man emerged out of the interior of a scruffy building
and said he would go and check the Church out. He appeared a
few minutes later and said he’d woken up the caretaker. We
walked back and found a very sleepy, somewhat vacuous
individual who claimed to know nothing. He didn’t know
where the pastor was. He didn’t know any history. The helpful
man down at the corner knew a lot more and gave us Pastor
Li’s address and the fact that he was only a part-time pastor
and worked in an architect’s office during the week. It seemed
that Church was a Sundays-only event. We got a taxi and
eventually found the architect’s office which was a ‘five star’
dreary building with a severely desiccated front garden. Again,
we met a tired, chain-smoking assortment of jaded human
beings who told us Pastor Li was away at a meeting of the
Communist Party. They were appointing a new Mayor. There
were no contact numbers. No, there was no way we could get
in touch with Pastor Li. Forget it. All this was in marked
contrast to the Xining Church and the energy surrounding
Pastor Tong Ping An.
One thing that was made very clear to us by the local bus
station was that any further travel by bus in Gansu by me would
require special insurance. I would have to go to the People’s
Insurance Company of China branch office and get this
insurance. We went to the insurance office and had a very
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trying time with Mr. Zhou Li Min. After sitting and waiting for
Mr. Zhou for about half an hour he paced in without looking in
my direction and sat down at his desk and began addressing his
assistant on the subject of foreign travel insurance. I was
feeling very fragile at that moment as I did not see the point of
this travel insurance having not experienced it anywhere else
in China. Also, Lonely Planet had written a short essay on the
subject warning the traveller that basically it was a racket but
an unavoidable racket. Their advice was pay up and don’t
argue. Mr. Zhou’s calculated indifference to us enraged me. I
was, after all, his customer. All of a sudden, I lost my cool
completely and spoke to Mr. Zhou in very blunt Chinese. I
said: “Mr. Zhou, I am sitting here, not over there. You have not
even deigned to glance at me and yet I am here to do business
with you. We have waited some time to meet you and yet you
have not bothered to even introduce yourself….” at this point
my Chinese lost its balance and fell into a morass of linguistic
confusion. Joe came to the rescue and explained my anger. Mr.
Zhou looked very pale and said that he was merely explaining
to his assistant what to do. He then went on to say that he knew
nothing about this bus insurance. I reacted with astonishment
and asked him to put what he had just said in writing and sign
it and I would take it to the bus station manager and,
furthermore, it was my intention to write to the China Daily
newspaper and point out this scam in Gansu province and that
I would like to quote him. May I? At this he paled more than
ever and began to wave his hands and remonstrate that he knew
nothing but could sell me insurance if that’s what I was after. I
told him that I was not after it at all but had been informed it
was compulsory and was an arrangement between the People’s
Insurance Company and the united bus services of Gansu. I
asked him if he was denying that as I would like to quote him.
There was a lot of obfuscation after that. I then asked him if he
would phone the bus company and tell them that he knew
nothing. I left with a 10 Yuan certificate of insurance that had
a validity of ten days and a very shaken Mr. Zhou. I promised
him I’d send him a copy of the newspaper report.
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Thursday August 2 On the road to
Zhangye (Ganzhou)
I’m up at the front of the bus again in the best position I can
get to see the countryside unfolding ahead. I’m trying to see it
the way Grandad saw it. The sun’s up and it’s getting hot and
all around the corn is as high as an elephant’s eye and away
across the plain I can see the great rusty red mountains,
chiselled and adzed with the seaming and scoring of erosion.
And then we move on from the cultivated fields into more
gibber plains, a null-arbour. We pass through the Sha Cheng
area where hay bailers move up and down the road and trucks
pass by loaded down with golden hay. The road’s being built
here and there’s still a lot of workers with picks and shovels
amongst the odd steam roller and bulldozer. Then we’re on the
finished product, a brilliant stretch of road, four lanes and right
up to international standards. We lift our speed to 90 k’s per
hour. We pass a straggle of young PLA soldiers with packs on
their backs going on a bivouac. The Great Wall is close here.
It’s nothing like the elegant wall that snakes its way through
the mountains near Beijing. Here it’s just a mud wall, adobe. It
has no battlements. It’s broken in places to let the shepherds
through with their flocks. It’s worn down now with the
weathering of the ages. We come to Chang Cheng Kou
(Opening in the Great Wall) village and here the wall crosses
the road and there’s a fort. The wall is bigger here and well
preserved. We’re in Shan Dian county.
(A close scrutiny of Grandad’s 1914 map No 2 shows that he
meticulously noted down every village he passed through. I do
the same and find that many of the small villages Grandad
noted are gone now but the main ones are still there, and the
names are the same. On the Wuwei to Zhangye (Ganzhou) run
Grandad noted down 19 small villages enroute. I note down 9
villages. Allowing for the fact that I may have missed some it
is still true that many villages from 1914 have vanished into
the Gobi dust.)
The driver puts on a tape of an immensely popular Chinese pop
star with a voice like Johnny Ray’s. Johnny Ray was a shortlived phenomenon in the early 50’s when I first arrived in
Australia. His big hit was ‘Cry’. Johnny Ray literally wept his
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way through this mournful ballad. I listen as the Chinese star
sings: ‘Wou ai ni wou de jia’ (I love you my home.) The song
is attenuated and pathetic. The singer sings: ‘Wou
aaaaaaaaaaiiiiiii ni wou de jiiiiiiiaaaaaaaa….’ The bus falls into
a state of reverent silence. I gaze out the window at the great
open spaces running off to the horizon and imagine a horde of
Mongolian horsemen whipping their ponies across these arid
flatlands towards the mud wall. The Great Wall not only
marked a political boundary but a geographical one as well. It’s
amazing how beyond the wall it’s desert country but inside the
wall are fields of corn and barley. We come to another tollgate
and pay our dues for the new stretch of highway we’ve just
travelled on. We’re in the outskirts of Zhangye now and there
are grapes growing and sunflowers and millet. Little do we
know what Zhangye has in store for us.

Zhangye (Ganzhou)
The bus ride from Wuwei to Zhangye has cost us each 36 Y,
about $9 (AUS). We pull into the West Gate bus station. I
suggest to Joe that we stay a night here and buy our tickets now
for the bus tomorrow morning to take us to Jiayuguan. Joe goes
to the ticket window and is told that the bus to Jiayuguan will
cost 45 Y for him but 90 Y for me. Joe reports back to me with
this information. We return to the ticket window and ask why
double the price for foreigners? ‘It’s our policy’ the woman
says. ‘May we see the manager, please’ I say. We are
introduced to another official looking woman who tells us that
she is the assistant manager and that the manager is out to
lunch. ‘Why do you charge double for foreigners?’ we ask.
‘Because foreign lives are more valuable than Chinese lives’
she says. This provokes an outburst of anger from Joe, ‘What
do you mean?’ he asks. She repeats herself. We decide to take
the matter further. We find ourselves a bedroom in the
Ganzhou Hotel and discuss what we’ll do. We decide to have
some lunch and then go and find the Church. After that we’ll
go and look for somebody official in the local government and
lodge our complaint. Interestingly, Joe feels more deeply about
it than I do. He feels the insult to the Chinese people keenly. I
feel it’s a stupid answer that is demeaning to both of us. We
wander down the street and find a really good restaurant where
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I have a bowl of soup crammed with delicious wontons and a
leg of savoury chicken. Then we take a three-wheeler motor
bike taxi to the Zhangye Protestant Church.
(In the March 1906 edition of China’s Millions there is a long
article made up of extracts from George Hunter’s diary about
his preaching journey up through the Hexi corridor to Anxi
during the Spring and Summer of 1905. He has been
dispatched there by his superintendent, George Andrew. He
writes about Zhangye (Ganzhou) in the following terms: ‘The
city of Ganzhou Fu is a large centre having a population of
about 30,000. Marco Polo stayed in this city with his father
and uncle for one whole year during the latter part of the 13th
century…. the present Ganzhou Fu was built about 1000 years
ago. Owing to the fact that the site of the modern city is a
marsh, the falling-in of houses is a frequent occurrence. The
Ganzhou of Marco Polo’s day was built on a sandy waste some
15 li east of the present city…. I first visited this city seven
years ago in April 1898.”)
The Zhangye Church is in a run-down, seedy part of town and
it looks run-down too in keeping with its surroundings. The
door is wide open, and we call out ‘You ren ma?’ – Is there
anybody in? A broadly smiling man with silvery hair comes
out of an inner room and greet us with great warmth pulling us
in to his tiny bed-sit and offering us a bowl of noodles. He is
Li Fu Lai, the gatekeeper. After finding out who we are and
where we come from and whether or not Joe is a Christian, he
tells us that the church has no pastor at the present time but is
under the protem leadership of Sister Zhou Jie En. He calls her
on the phone and shortly she arrives. Again, I preface my
comments on Sister Zhou by saying how intensely moved I
have been in various churches of China to meet living saints,
people of enormous personal grace, - Sister Zhou is such a
person. Zhou Jie En is 72 years old and racked with chronic
bronchitis. She would talk for a few minutes and then fall into
an almost uncontrollable coughing. After introductions and
some explanation of our family background and connections
with the Christian church in Gansu province I asked Sister
Zhou had she heard of a Dr Gao? Grandad has much to say
about Dr Gao who apparently was the chief motivator of the
Church in Zhangye, staying there for many years during the
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1920’s and 30’s and consistently applying himself to the
building of the church. ‘Oh, yes,’ said Sister Zhou, ‘Dr Gao is
well known and greatly respected in the whole county of
Zhangye. We date our church from 1925 and regard Dr Gao as
our founder.’ She then went on to tell us that Dr Gao ran a
hospital in the city. During the civil war after the 2nd World
War a company of Red Army soldiers came through Zhangye.
They had been badly wounded in battle and Dr Gao took them
in to his hospital and tended to their wounds. Subsequently the
Kuomintang (Nationalist Army) came through and shot him as
a traitor. Later the Chinese Communist Party elevated him to
heroic status. The present situation with the church is that their
long-standing pastor, Wang Ze Sheng, died in 1996. He had
been tortured during the Cultural revolution. He was followed
by Pastor Shi Fu Ming who died last year of a blood clot in the
brain. Since then they have not been able to find a leader and
the Religious Affairs Bureau has restricted them to finding a
leader within the county. There is no one to lead the church in
the county. There are 2000 Christians in the Zhangye county
of whom 500 are in the city and attend the church. It’s possible
the church will lose its present position to a major road that will
be put through in a short while. Sister Zhou is the only person
able to lead the church at present and she’s sick. She said that
the RAB is not pleased with them and is exceedingly unhelpful.
I left the church feeling how precarious it all is. Zhangye seems
to be holding on by a fingernail…a good gust of wind would
blow the whole thing away and yet I know I underestimate
Sister Zhou who will fight for that little church until she goes
down herself. And I reckon they’ll have to carry Li Fu Lai out
of the church the day they put the road through, if they ever do.
We left the church and took a taxi to the offices of the city
government where we found an ombudsman in residence. We
told Mr. Liu the bizarre story of the West Gate bus station and
its little scam to extract double the money from foreign
travellers. When we stated the reason, they gave us – ‘that
foreign lives are more valuable than Chinese lives’ Mr. Liu
visibly paled and asked us to repeat the story. His office staff
all sat on the edges of their chairs following every word. ‘Yes’
said Joe, ‘they said that foreign lives are more valuable than
Chinese lives! This is an insult to the Chinese people.’ ‘It’s also
an insult to the intelligence of foreign travellers who come here
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in a spirit of good will to share with the Chinese on an equal
level,’ I said. Liu immediately got on the phone and for the next
half hour he repeated the story again and again to a variety of
listeners. Then he asked us to take him to the bus station and
point out the offending clerks. So off we went and filed back
into the bus station to the consternation of a bevy of clerks
behind the ticket windows. The two women who had spoken to
us came out with a short, thickset man with a ‘ba-zi hu’ (A
moustache. The character ‘ba’ meaning 8 looks like a drooping
moustache) who announced himself as the manager. He
welcomed me in English and invited us all back into his office.
Mr. Liu declined the invitation and urged Joe and me to leave
immediately. We got back into the taxi and went to the county
offices where we were introduced to the number 1 majordomo, Mr. Gao. Mr. Gao is the local Minister for Transport.
Gao was efficient and personable. He asked us to tell our story
and so we went through it again. His face became very grave
at the insult to the Chinese. He could also see that it was
actually a very dumb remark. He then apologized for the
trouble we had encountered and said that he would like us to
travel to Jiayuguan tomorrow morning free of charge.
Secondly, he would like to invite us to a banquet that evening
where the manager of the bus station and his two assistants
would be present, and the manager would formally apologize
to us. We accepted both the offers and within minutes we found
ourselves whisked off in a government Mitsubishi to the local
restaurant. A very sheepish bus station manager appeared a few
minutes later with his two assistants. As soon as I saw him, I
knew that he was the problem. This man is a hustler, I thought
to myself. He’s making a bit on the side for himself and he’s
been sprung and he’s going to work hard now to get himself
off the hook. His name was also Liu. He was put next to me,
which was very embarrassing for a few minutes until I asked
him what was the real reason he charged double for foreigners.
He told me that it was all a big misunderstanding. The double
charge was to dissuade foreigners from travelling by bus. The
Gansu roads were poor (which I denied) and the bus drivers
were inexperienced, and he really was quite concerned about
foreigners being injured or killed in bus accidents. Please
understand that he really had had our best interests at heart all
the time. I then produced my insurance papers from Wuwei and
asked him what was the value of this insurance? He said he
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knew nothing about this insurance. He’d never seen anything
like my insurance papers before. They were a complete novelty
for him. I told him that if he didn’t want foreigners to travel by
bus, he should be direct with them and tell them so and advise
train travel. However, there was a credibility gap a mile wide
hovering between me and Mr. Liu and we both tacitly agreed
to leave it there. The next morning, we were out at the bus
station early and were given a fond farewell by the assistant
manager. Mr. Liu did not appear.
Zhangye has a population of 1.3 million. The Nan Shan range
rears up behind the city with its permanent snow. Zhangye also
has a fine-looking Teachers’ College. I must say that I was
impressed with the access to government processes that we had
in Zhangye and the quick action that was launched on our
behalf. This was entirely due to the tireless efforts of the
ombudsman, Mr. Liu.

Jiu Chuan (Suzhou) and Jiayuguan
The distance between Zhangye and Jiu Chuan is about 260
kilometres. In 1905 George Hunter identified and wrote down
the names of eleven villages or towns between these two cities.
In 1914 Grandad’s map shows that at a large town called Kao
Tai Shan (probably known as Lin Ze today) the road branches
off into two different routes, a northern and a southern, both
leading to Jiu Chuan. Both Grandad and George Hunter
walked the northern route and Grandad identified and named
14 villages/towns. I identify and name 21 villages/towns on the
same route. Obviously there has been a lot of development
between these two cities in the last fifty years as the Han
Chinese have been encouraged to leave their poor lives in parts
of Eastern China and make the desert flower. They must have
been given considerable inducements to get them here. I can
only connect five of my place names with Grandad’s and
George Hunter’s. Some places have been chosen for
development and others have been buried under the shifting
sands. As we drive out of Zhangye there is evidence of the
desertification of the area. The big dunes have moved and are
now sown down with a scrappy shrub that looks very like the
Mallee scrub of NW Victoria. We pass through Xia Jin Ze
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(Sand Well) and Xiao He (Small River) both identified by
Grandad and George Hunter. I reflect on the odd fact that when
Arthur Moore walked through here he did not know that in the
future his eldest son would marry an Australian and that one of
his grandchildren from Australia would scrutinize this country
closely 90 years later and see so much that is reminiscent of
Australia all around. For Arthur Moore, the lad from the
Wirrall, this landscape was astonishingly novel. We pass
through an area with thick copses of fruit trees growing
jujubes, I think. Joe calls them dates but they are not date
palms, but very orthodox looking trees and the fruit is a very
bright pinky-orange. It’s dried and appears in the markets with
a wrinkled skin. It’s put into soup. I see a camel tied up to a
tree. It’s the first camel I’ve seen. There used to be camels in
Hanzhong in the 1940’s but now they have been pushed back
into far NW China and replaced by the blue truck. Everywhere
there are the blue trucks belching their foul smoke into the clear
air. They seem to be highly dispensable. If a blue truck runs off
the road and turns upside down, leave it there. We pass a
truckload of sheep that has hit the curb and slewed off the road
and rolled onto its side. There are dead sheep everywhere. The
driver and his mate are viewing the disaster from a squatting
position at the side of the road through a cloud of cigarette
smoke. We’re way out in the desert now, it’s a gravel and sand
desert with the road running as straight as a die to the far
horizon. A long line of telephone posts loops its way across
country at an angle to the road. We could well be in the
Nullarbor. We pass through oasis after oasis. They are bright
green ink spots on the surface of the desert. The bus bounces
along the road, which has warped with the extremes of
temperature. We pass another bus with a load of sheep on the
roof rack held together in an elastic net. On the outskirts of old
Suzhou, we see somebody selling Hami melons with bright
yellow skins. Hami is a long way further on towards the north
west. We cross a wide river flat with a substantial brawling
river flowing down the centre then we’re in the main street of
Suzhou (Jiu Chuan). A formation of young men comes
marching down the side of the road. We are told that they are
prisoners off on a work detail somewhere. Mildred Cable
speaks of this far corner of China being a place of exile, it
seems it still is. They are strapping young men, strongly built

78

Travels with Joe
and swinging jauntily along. We pass through Suzhou and
continue on to Jiayuguan.

Jiayuguan
There was no city of Jiayuguan in 1914, only the ancient Ming
dynasty fortress guarding the end of the Great Wall. Now there
is a city which has been entirely built in the last 20 years. It’s
about 10 k’s further on from Suzhou and looms up in the desert
like some surreal, oriental Las Vegas. We roll into the main
street. It’s a broad thoroughfare with bicycle paths on either
side separated from the main road by garden beds. At the
central crossroads of the city is an enormous abstract glistening
chrome and steel sculpture that makes a statement of power.
The city has been built from the profits of an iron and steel
industry. When Grandad walked here in 1914, he walked
across a vast field of iron ore. There are four massive smelters
in the area now all pumping out pollution into the air. There
are also two mountainous pyramids of iron ore on the plain.
This is a German joint venture and the quality of the steel is
world class. There is a notice at the beginning of the main street
saying ‘Jiayuguan – Top Tourist City’, the sign is erected by
the China National Tourist Administration. We book in at the
Yingbin Hotel and then go around to the market and find a man
selling roast lamb. We sit down and enjoy a meal of flat bread
and roast lamb. The people stare and just to make conversation
I ask Joe about the ethics of staring in China. I have often told
Joe that there are days I simply can’t take it and am happy to
stay indoors all day just so as not to be stared at. It’s difficult
for Joe to appreciate what I’m saying as staring is a way of life
in China. He tells me there is an expression ‘hui to lu’ which
refers to a scale of staring, if your ‘hui to lu’ rating is very high
then you may consider yourself highly desirable, glamorous,
chic and up-to-the-moment. If you don’t cause heads to turn in
the street, then you may as well consider yourself a failure.
Later in the hotel I have a hard stare at the room we are living
in and realize how much the Han culture depends upon
appearances. The outside and foyer of the Yingbin is all very
shiny and spacious with pot plants and discreet attendants but
when you get into your room you see things as they really are.
The carpet is grubby and spotty with cigarette burns, the damp

79

Travels with Joe
from the bathroom has come though and stained one wall and
great swaths of wallpaper hang loose. Romantic dance music
blares out from a PA system assaulting the public ear. The
favourite is ‘Somewhere over the Rainbow, I’ll find you…’.
The noise of car horns never lets up and the sounds of building
are everywhere. Power tools shatter the calm. I look out the
window and a busload of Han Chinese unloads in the courtyard
down below. They jostle and push and clutch their mobiles, the
men shout and the women shriek.
The next morning, we hire a taxi driver to take us to the
fortress, - Jiayuguan Chenglou. This is the place that caught the
attention of a number of itinerant missionaries from George
Hunter in 1905 to Grandad in 1914 and Mildred Cable and
Francesca French in the 1920’s. George Hunter is typically
laconic and speaks only of pasting up a proclamation on the
gates of the fortress entitled ‘The Plan of Redemption’.
Grandad is impressed by the Gate of Sighs. Mildred Cable says
‘Every traveller toward the north west passed through this gate,
and it opened out on to that great and always mysterious waste
called the Desert of Gobi.’ Grandad notes the stone pile on to
which every traveller is invited to throw another stone to invite
luck. Our taxi driver is a Mongolian with a double-barrelled
family name – Hu Yan. We pay him 90 Yuan for the day, and
he takes us to a place called Xuanbi Chang Cheng which is a
piece of reconstructed Great Wall running up a steep slope of
the Hei Shan (the Black Mountains). On the way we pass
through what looks like an Israeli kibbutz. It’s a village of
single level, mud brick, courtyard houses with flourishing
flower and vegetable gardens in front lining the edge of the
street, a profusion of dahlias, zinnias, hollyhocks and
foxgloves and corn and sunflowers nodding in the breeze.
These are Manchu settlers transplanted from NE China to make
the desert bloom. The great Gobi Desert circles all around.
Once out of the village we could be in an area that has been hit
by a nuclear bomb, a moonscape, not a living plant to be seen.
We climb up a steep side of the Black Mountains and get a
view of the huge pyramids of iron ore in the distance. It’s like
Port Pirie or Whyalla in South Australia. And now I see the
Black Gobi stretching away to the horizon. It’s a giant gravel
quarry. Mildred Cable quotes from a geography textbook:
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‘The word Gobi is not the proper name of a geographical area,
but a common expression used by Mongols to designate a
definite order of geographical features. These are wide,
shallow basins of which the smooth rocky bottom is filled with
sand, pebbles or, more often, with gravel….’.
Down at the bottom of the hill I buy a couple of Gobi stones
from an old man with a table full of colourful stones. One is a
black stone with yellow striations on it and what looks like a
small map of Australia outlined in black on the top. I point this
out to the old man who gives me a gap-toothed grin. The other
is a deep red ochre with dark sinews.
Our driver takes us on to the fort. The crowds are here, mostly
Asian tourists but a good sprinkling of European and American
faces. We walk a long way through flower gardens before we
get to the fort. I look carefully at the main gate and check it
closely against an old photograph of the Gate of Sighs. The
ticket clerk comes over and looks over my shoulder. He thinks
it is the same and begs for a copy of the photo. The story gets
around fast, - this man’s grandfather was here in 1914 and took
some photos! But others don’t think it’s the same gate.
Someone in authority says the Gate of Sighs has gone and I’m
inclined to believe him. This Ming dynasty fort has been done
up and I’m sure it’s nothing like what Grandad saw. You can
play little games here if you wish, you can be a Mongol archer
and pretend that you’re one of Genghis Khan’s hordes and
shoot arrows at figures dressed in Ming dynasty armour. We
pace around the walls of this fortress and bump into wealthy
Shanghainese and Hongkong businessmen. It’s all gone. It’s
just a showpiece now. We do see at one point the Great Wall
snaking its way across the desert and finishing hard up against
the wall of the fortress. It’s all tidied up now. A three-star hotel
is being finished off just outside the fortress amongst the flower
gardens. We leave feeling disappointed, the spirit of the place
has fled with the renovators and the China National Tourist
Administration. This is the new face of China, the postCultural revolution China.
The driver takes us on to the last fragment of the Great Wall
which stretches beyond Jiayuguan. We follow it across the
desert, a long, lonely rib of earth running across the landscape.
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It stops suddenly and dramatically at the Bei Da river. The river
is in a deep chasm. The Great Wall comes to the very edge of
the chasm. I chat-up a group of Sichuanese tax collectors who
are having a few days off. It’s a dan-hui (work unit) picnic. At
twilight we go to the market and sit down on a plastic chair at
a plastic table with a warm brick wall behind us and eat
marinated chickens’ legs and soft spring onion bread, sip a
light ale and watch the passing parade. I decide to do a bit of
staring and increase the staring register of some of the passersby. The sky is pure Aussie blue with high cirrus clouds. As it
darkens the little naked light globes go on over the stalls. I see
that the electric wiring system is a chaotic doodling between
the posts. Two men finger gamble at the next table. A Hui
couple prepare skewers of lamb for the barbecue. The full
moon comes up like ‘a ghostly galleon tossed upon…the
clouds’. In my mind’s eye I see a tiny caravan of two donkey
carts and two men in pith helmets and puttees, a pig-tailed
Chinese man in a loose gown and two carters urging their
donkeys along…somewhere out in the mysterious Gobi.
I dream that night that Peter Reith started a school and invited
me to be the Headmaster. He wanted the school logo to be an
ice-cream in a cone. I remonstrate with him and suggest that a
stone or rock might be more fitting. I suggest our school song
should be ‘Rock of Ages cleft for me.’

Anxi, Dunhuang, memories of Sir Aurel
Stein
Sunday, 5th August
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Sir Aurel Stein was a Hungarian - British
archaeologist who discovered the Cave of the
Thousand Buddhas near Dunhuang in the northern tip
of Gansu province.
We get up early and go down to the bus station. We’ve got 40
minutes to wait so we have breakfast in a small café opposite.
I eat some xi-fan and a couple of bao-zi and go out on the street
again. We walk in the direction of the bus station when I step
on a manhole cover which flips up and my left leg disappears
into the bowels of the earth. With the help of Joe and a friendly
lady I am pulled out of the hole and am able, to my surprise, to
continue walking to the bus station. I’m furious and I’m
thinking to myself that this trip is becoming more than I
bargained for. I am beginning to appreciate the sheer distance
of it and what it must have meant to Grandad. He was 36 years
old at the time and probably very fit. He writes of an accident
that he had where he scraped his shin and ankle and his leg
swelled up and appeared to be poisoned. I get on the bus and
after a while the tendon in my right knee began hurt very badly.
I couldn’t bend my knee. So I sat there with my leg stretched
out and wondering how long it would take to heal up. I began
to think the worst. I know that at Dunhuang there is an airport
with planes flying to Xi’an. Maybe I’d have to scrap the trip at
that point and go home. But I don’t want to do that, I really
want to see it out and complete the journey that Grandad took.
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All of a sudden, an Aussie voice calls out to me from across
the aisle ‘Hi, are you Australian?’ I look around and see a
Chinese girl talking pure Australian to me. I say, ‘Yes, I’m
Australian, where are you from? She says, ‘I’m from
Melbourne’. I say, ‘So am I, which part of Melbourne are you
from?’ She says, ‘I live in Mont Albert, which part are you
from?’ ‘I live in Kew’ I say. ‘Oh’, she says ‘I went to MLC’.
‘Oh’, I say ‘I used to be the Headmaster of Preshil.’ ‘Oh, that’s
a great school’ she said. She told me that her name is Melissa
Wang and that she is born and bred an Australian of a father
and mother who fled mainland China in 1949 and settled in
Taiwan. Her father was 16 years old at the time and later the
whole family migrated to Australia where he was educated and
graduated from Melbourne University as a doctor. She is
presently studying Chinese at Melbourne University. The
Chinese on the bus were all doing some hard staring at that
point raising Melissa’s ‘hui to lu’ to a high reading. They
couldn’t believe what they were seeing, a Chinese face with
Western manners and speech. She’s travelling with a group of
young Japanese.
The snowcapped mountains are very clear this morning rearing
up behind the front line of bare, scalloped hills. To the north
are the Black Mountains (Bei Da Shan) which are just heavily
scored black rock. We pass a small settlement surrounding an
oil rig and then an electric power station where there are about
60 wind generators, great propellers whirling in the desert.
We’re in the Gobi Desert (proper) now and this bus is slow. It’s
picking up people on the way who drag sacks of produce
inside. It’s a heavy, low-geared bus and it vibrates, making my
nose tickle. At about 3.00pm we roll into Anxi. This is where
Grandad met Sir Aurel Stein and dined with him in his tent on
carrot soup, fried potatoes, meat balls, custard pudding, stewed
apricots and currant buns washed down with soda water. Anxi
has been bypassed now in the forward movement of history. It
was once the stopping place before leaving Gansu for Xinjiang
(Chinese Turkestan). Now the bus only waits here for five
minutes and the presses on to Dunhuang. In 1914 Sir Mark
Aurel Stein was in Anxi which was his base camp for exploring
the Mogao Caves. Aurel Stein is credited with being the first
foreigner to recognize the significance of the Buddhist art
treasures in the Mogao Caves. The Chinese regard him now as
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a common grave robber but a fairer estimate of him would be
that he rescued some priceless religious artefacts from a future
of neglect by dispatching them to the British Museum. No
doubt the Chinese will get them back in due course.
Sir Aurel Stein

We pull into Dunhuang at about 5 o’clock and I feel as if we
have left Han China and entered some other exotic place with
a whiff of the Middle East about it. I get out of the bus and find
that I cannot stand on my right leg. I stumble along the road in

the footsteps of grandfather. We get a twin room for 80 Yuan
in the Friendship Hotel. I go to bed early and take some pain
relief tablets, which I had slipped into my bag before leaving
without really thinking why. They do the trick; I sleep heavily
and painlessly and dream. Next morning, we take a bus to the
Mogao Caves. Melissa and her Japanese friends are also on
board. The Mogao Caves are artificial and have been dug out
of the soft soil of a long cliff face. They date back to about the
8th century AD when Buddhism was at its height during the
Tang dynasty. The caves are painted in vivid designs of great
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beauty and we were shown the small room which Aurel Stein
found stacked up with decorated sutras (illuminated
manuscripts). In the shop I saw a book in Chinese about Aurel
Stein with a picture of him standing outside his tent, circa 1914.
It’s just as you might imagine, a ridge pole tent with camp bed
and folding desk and a man with a moustache and pith helmet
and puttees. I wonder if Aurel Stein told Grandad what he had
found and where it was or whether at that stage, he hadn’t
found anything yet? I didn’t take any pain killers during the
day and my knee was very painful. I had the oddest feeling of
sharing in Grandad’s pain from 90 years before.

Dunhuang Caves, Hami – Tuesday 7th August
The Hami bus is the worst bus we have been on for the whole
trip. It’s a rotten old bus that is falling to pieces, the seats are
scruffy, some of the backs are broken and we’re looking
forward to 9 hours travel in temperatures that will be well over
40 degrees by 12 o’clock. I stretch my leg out and say to myself
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- pull yourself together, this is it, remember it took Grandad
three months to do what you’re doing in 10 days – as I sit
waiting for the bus to go I see the sleeper bus from Zhangye
pull in and a lot of very tired people get off. There’s a group of
about seven men standing around the steps as the people get
off. They appear to be aimless, unmotivated gawkers. For some
reason or other today I am feeling less tolerant about the Han
Chinese habit of standing around and gawking. We drive out
of Dunhuang past miles of peanut fields and then into the Black
Gobi. It’s a contrast to the red heart of Australia. I think of a
bus trip I took in 1984 to Alice Springs and Uluru with 40
adolescents all bent on having a good time. Somewhere in the
great red flatness out of Coober Pedy we stopped and walked
around a bit and then saw growing out of the sand the
astonishing hedonism of the Sturt’s Pea flower. The Gobi
Desert is not as beautiful but inspires dread and awe. My eyes
are constantly drawn to the changing mountain-scapes that are
sometimes bare tan earth and other times black polished rock
and now red rock. We cross the border at Xing Xing Jia into
Xinjiang Autonomous Region, formerly known as Chinese
Turkestan. A group of Han Chinese cyclists go by with red
flags fluttering. We pass through a number of Uighur villages
with mosques and then endless black gravel desert.
426 kilometres goes by and we drive into Hami. There is no
one to be seen on the streets, it’s too hot. We book in at a hotel
and I go across to the hotel restaurant for a meal. It’s a dark,
cavernous restaurant with only two other people in it apart from
myself. They are Uighur and for the first time I hear the strange
clipped speech of Turkish origin. Interestingly, they do not
stare at me; as one Uighur said to me in Dunhuang – ‘Wou shi
weiguoren!’ I’m also an outsider. These men are heavily built
with broad, handsome Mongol faces. There are five Uighur
waitresses standing at intervals around the restaurant. They are
dark browed beauties. I enjoy a large bowl of thick noodles
with lamb and vegetables. It’s here in Hami that George Hunter
met Grandad, Percy Mather and Meng. He’d walked from
Urumqi to welcome them. A walk of about 600 kilometres.
Back in the hotel room Joe and I eat a delicious Hami melon,
rosy and sweet. Hami is an amazing place, broad, clean streets
and all the appearance of wealth and the movement of money.
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The oil and mineral industries are transforming these desert
cities. A new era has dawned.

On the road to Tulufan (Turpan) Wed 8th
August
As we get on the bus Joe mutters in my ear that I should avoid
if possible, sitting next to a Uighur as they have very bad body
odour. I dig Joe in the ribs and put it to him that he has just
made a racist comment. I think of what Chinese have said to
me at times about how Westerners all reek of dairy foods, and
my own private thoughts about the prevailing stench of China.
Just out of Hami the bus stops to take on board a group of
middle-aged Christian women. They’re all chattering happily
and interspersing their chatter with ‘Gan Xie Dru’s’ – Praise
the Lord! Across from me is a short, stocky Uighur couple from
Tulufan. There are a weather-beaten pair of beauties; he’s
holding a Hami melon and he’s got the haji cap on indicating
that he’s made the pilgrimage to Mecca. At 9.15 we’re way out
in the desert again under a wide blue sky. A big hulking range
of mountains runs along the horizon. On one peak is a
fingernail of snow. Sitting in front of me is a voluptuous
Uighur woman with two little boys. She’s got a gold lame
blouse on with hundreds of little sequins bouncing about. Her
thick black hair is pulled up into a French roll and tied up with
black lace. I make friends with one of her little boys whose
name is ‘Sly’. We’re on a straight run now for about 20
kilometres on a long ribbon of tar. The Christian women (Han
Chinese) are offloaded at an isolated oasis. They’re furious at
being asked 8 Yuan for the ride when they expected to pay 6
Yuan. The face of the old Uighur woman from Tulufan is
etched as deeply as the mahogany hills we’re passing though.
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We’re back in a giant gravel pit and the dominant colours are
gold and black. It’s bedrock country. It changes quite suddenly
to long sweeping uplands with a rosy glow. We pass a group
of camels at rest in the middle of this great rosy wasteland and
then the black gravel mountains return, to change almost
immediately to a deep magenta. There are shelters built
underground with straw roofs overlaid with gravel. We pass a
one-stop shop in the middle of nowhere and I think of
Cocklebiddy in the Nullarbor in the summer of ’69. Oil pumps
way out on the flat bob up and down like great cranes. A little
dust eddy works its way across the flat expanse. Another saw
tooth range comes into view with orange and fawn colours.
At this point my reverie is rudely interrupted by the Uighur
mother and her two sons who want to get off at an arid little
village. The temperature is over 40 degrees. All of a sudden,
the Uighur woman goes troppo and leaps at the bus driver’s
jugular with hands outreached. She lands on top of him in all
her sequined glory and beats him about the head. One of her
little boys tries to drag her back and keeps crying out,
‘Mummy! Mummy! Don’t!’ The bus driver (a Han Chinese)
pushed her off and she drew back only to prime herself up and
then she delivered the best right hook I’ve seen for a long time
and king hit the unfortunate driver right bang in the middle of
his bi-zi (nose). I almost shouted for joy and applauded. The
driver’s nose began to spout blood down his shirt front. I have
to say that he showed great restraint and did not hit her, which
was to his credit. The problem was that the woman was asked
to pay a fare for her two boys and she flatly refused to do so.
The driver then drove on and would not let her off and it was
at this point that she went crazy. As the blood flowed the driver
got out of the bus and phoned the police on his mobile. He kept
the bus door locked. A few minutes later a carload of
constables turned up and listened to the two sides of the story.
It seems the woman knew when she got on the bus that she
would have to pay a fare for her two boys. When it came to
getting off the bus, though, she declared she had no money.
The bus driver was in a quandary and told her that he would
have to drive on to the terminal where she could resolve the
matter with the bus proprietor. The terminal is at Tulufan
(Turpan) and still a long way to go. The woman did not want
to do this and let the bus driver know how she felt by assaulting
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him. The young cops were completely unable to make a
decision and asked the driver what solution did he have for the
problem? This only exacerbated the situation. Finally, they
phoned the lieutenant. A few minutes later he drove up. By this
time the temperature in the bus was about 50 degrees. There
was no air conditioning. The lieutenant quickly sized up the
situation and said that the woman and her sons should get off
the bus and he would deal with the matter around at the local
police station. It was important not to delay the other
passengers in the heat of the day. Good decision, I thought. The
bus driver was not pleased and asked the lieutenant what
compensation would he get for a bloodied nose?
We still had some distance to go to Tulufan but it’s presence
was heralded by curious structures along the road that looked
like mud brick huts with lattice work walls. They are drying
huts to make sultanas and raisins. We are approaching the
sultana capital of the world. We descend into the Turpan
depression. It’s like going down to the Dead Sea, on either side
of the road are massive sculpted rock mountains with caves in
them. The road flattens out and ahead we can see the outline of
the city of Tulufan. On arrival at the bus station we book into
the bus station hotel which has an air-conditioned room. We
pay well for it but it’s worth it. At 5.00pm Joe and I are sitting
down in a Uighur market with a plate of barbecued lamb and
flat bread in front of us. We eat with pleasure and wash it down
with a late, sweet Tulufan Red. The Uighurs are a rough,
boisterous lot and the market food stalls are jumping with life.
Joe tells me he’s fearful of the Uighurs and doesn’t trust them.
I’m not surprised. They’re the traditional threat to China. The
forbears of these men probably drank fermented mare’s milk
and rode with Attila the Hun.

A Day in Turpan - Thursday, 9th August
Mimetti is a heavily built Uighur. He is a professional bus
station hustler. He sits in the foyer of the hotel all day and when
he spots a likely candidate for his services he leaps out and
performs. His act has been well rehearsed. He spots me and Joe
before we’ve got off the bus and is there at the foot of the steps
to meet us. He takes my bag and asks me where I come from.
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Then he tells me that he speaks German and English. I offer
him a ‘Guten Dag’ and he looks at me sadly as if to say that’s
not fair, I didn’t ask for an examination. We agree to meet him
at 5.00pm to hear what he can do for us. I’m looking forward
to seeing Tulufan. Apart from Grandad’s experience of it
where he talks specifically of the ancient, half-buried city of
Gaochang, this place has a reputation for being the hottest
place in China. It’s living up to it now, it’s like a Melbourne
heatwave day in February when the north winds come bearing
the smell of bushfires. It’s well over 40 degrees and we’re
about 500’ below sea level. Turpan is also famous for its
‘Karez’ underground irrigation system. We turn on the air
conditioning in our room and relax for a few minutes. Mimetti
has a good programme mapped out for us at 300 Y for the day.
I suggest 200Y might be an appropriate figure. He feigns acute
shock and says that any old taxi will take me for 200Y, but he
has an airconditioned Citroen to take us around. I walk away
and tell him I’m feeling very hungry and must go and eat. He
shouts 270Y at me and I shake my head and say 200Y. He
looks very pained and says 250Y. I keep walking. He says 240
Y, I say 220 Y and as I am about to disappear down a hutong
(laneway), he says ‘Alright, alright, see you at 8 o’clock
tomorrow morning.’
In the morning we drive off into the great heated pit of the
Turpan Depression and, as we approach the Fire Mountains,
we pass an abandoned housing settlement. The driver laughs
and says that it was designed to accommodate some of the
displaced people from the soon-to-be-flooded Three Gorges
dam project in Chongqing. They refused to come because they
thought that Turpan was too hot. On the other side of the road
is an oil refinery with a giant exhaust flame fluttering in the
morning air. The sun is not high enough yet to strike the Fire
Mountains so their colours are muted. This is the place that is
described in the Chinese classic ‘Journey to the West’ when
the monk Xuan Zang goes on a spiritual journey. The Fire
Mountains were a place of great danger. We turn down a road
that has an arrow pointing to the ancient city of Gaochang. We
pass the wholesale sultana market and see heaps of red, green,
brown, black and yellow sultanas and the merchants in their
Haji caps. It’s ‘middle eastern’ rather than ‘far eastern’. The
people know how to beat the heat here. The village is heavily
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grown with trees and the thick, mud-walled houses are buried
in the copses and small groves. We come to Gaochang. This
ancient city dates back to the early Han period when it was a
staging post on the Silk Road. It became the Uighur capital in
the 9th century AD when they fled from Kirghis invaders.
Grandad refers to it in his diary notes. We pay our fees and
walk into an extensive area of worn down mud structures and

The ruins of old Gaochang

a distant mud wall running around it all. Once the pony carts
have tinkle-belled into the distance we’re left standing in an
eerily silent place where the ghosts of the past seem to persist.
The wind blows gently, and we stand under a big blue sky with
a three-quarter moon outlined sharply as if drawn with a fine
pencil. We walk past old forts and climb mud banks and look
into ancient courtyards.
Our Han driver is a strongly built man with a knife slash on his
muscular forearm. I imagine he can take care of himself in what
is a kind of frontier town atmosphere of frequent brawls and
hard drinking. We go to Grape valley, which is a narrow slash
in the mountains with a stream rippling down the middle and
trellis work built over the whole valley thickly grown over with
grape vines. We walked around in a dim green world with
bunches of muscatel grapes hanging in front of our faces. There
are scores of sultana stalls amongst which are some dried
mulberries. There are little restaurants hidden amongst the
vines and places to recline on cushions and drink a cup of tea
or eat a bunch of grapes.
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A thousand years ago the Uighur people thought of a good way
to tap into the permanent snow on the surrounding mountains.
They built reservoirs on the slopes to catch the streams and then
from the reservoirs they dug tunnels across the plains to their
homes and fields. The built the tunnels by sinking a pit every
50 metres or so and then connecting up the pits. The water ran
along this tunnel by gravity and was thus saved from
evaporation. In the middle of Turpan, we inspected a ‘Karez’.
I walked along a tunnel well-lit by the openings every fifty
metres and ran my hand through the cool water. I walked up a
flight of mud steps and found myself in the middle of a Uighur
village. The women came out of the courtyards with water jugs
and went down into the ‘Karez’ and collected their water.
Often, they stay down there in the cool and exchange village
gossip. From up in the air the ‘Karez’, as it comes off the
mountain, looks like a long line of mole-hills running across
the plain. It’s a brilliant, ingenious method of bringing cool,
clear water to their homes and vineyards. I have a feeling its
origins are in Biblical times.

Urumqi - Friday, 10th August
We take the local clap-trap bus to Urumqi which is a climb of
143 kilometres. We climb out of the heavy heat haze of the
Turpan depression and soon a line of snowcapped mountains
emerges which is the best I’ve seen in China. They rear up in
all their gorgeous, pristine splendour. There’s nothing quite so
wonderful as a cleanly etched snowcapped peak against a blue
morning sky. The freeway that we’re on is busy. We pass a
semi-trailer loaded with BJ jeeps from the Beijing Jeep
Company. An entourage of black Mitsubishi 4WD’s burns past
led by a police escort with all safety lights blinking. I feel like
Christian on the last leg of his journey to the Celestial City.
I’m disappointed in Urumqi. It’s just another dreary Han
Chinese city with a high-rise city centre and miles of apartment
blocks. It’s not what I expected at all. There are more Muslim
veils in the street than I’ve seen before, but where is the fabled
desert city of the Old Silk Road? We shop around amongst the
hotels and eventually settle for the Hualian at 180 Yuan per
night for a twin room. Joe graduated from the Shaanxi Normal
University in 1985 and four of his classmates live in Urumqi.
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He hasn’t seen them since then. Hong Rong Xia comes around
to meet us and is a most hospitable lady who acts as our guide.
We go to the Church. I have George Hunter in my mind all the
time and I’m trying to fit him into this modern Chinese city.
The Church is housed in a very tall building of about 8 storeys
built hard onto the footpath in a quiet street. We arrive by taxi
and find a long line of curious teenagers sitting in front of the
building. We meet Pastor Chen Xiao Qin, a thin nervous man,
83 years old. He’s been the pastor since 1985. He’s a little hard
of hearing. His father was a Christian and he was converted in
1935. He says there are 10,000 Christians in Urumqi and 3000
come to the main Church. There are sixteen Churches in
Urumqi. He says the present Church was built in 1946 as a
result of the encouragement of the Governor of Xinjiang,
Zhang Zhi Zhong, during the Kuomintang period. Pastor Chen
tells me flatly that there are no Uighur Christians. This I doubt.
Then to my amazement he tells me that he remembers Hu Jing
Jie in the early 1940’s when he was well into his eighties. I
know from his description that Hu Jing Jie is George Hunter. I
inwardly leap at this piece of information. Pastor Chen is
beyond it now. He needs the help of young men and women.
He expresses his anxiety to me about the Religious Affairs
Bureau. Do they know I’m here? No, I say, I didn’t tell them.
He tut tuts at this. On the way down many flights of stairs
Pastor Chen shows us the Church in level 3 and tells us that on
level I and 2 the people can follow the service on closed circuit
TV. Ms. Hong tells me privately that she knows God in her
heart but dare not become a Christian for fear of repercussions
from the school that she works at. I don’t know what to make
of the Urumqi Church. I only got a fleeting impression of a
place in some kind of limbo. I have a feeling that Pastor Chen
may be refusing to step down and that everyone is waiting now
for an act of God.
We eat that night at Ms. Hong’s home and meet the other three
classmates, Wang Ai Hong, Tan Jiang Er and A-Ti-Gan Barat.
Ms. Wang’s family originally came
from Henan province. Her family were
poor peasants and were encouraged by
the government to migrate to Xinjiang
where they were promised better
prospects. A-Ti-Gan Barat is a Uighur
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woman. Ms. Tan is a tall, shy Han Chinese. They all have the
mandatory one son. I stay till 10 o’clock and then go back to
the hotel leaving Joe to have a reunion with his friends. In the
morning I wake up and there’s no sign of Joe. He comes in at
11.00 am having talked all night. I go downstairs and buy
breakfast of flat peaches and spring onion pancakes. The flat
peach is a local fruit and looks like a squashed peach. Its flesh
is beguilingly sweet. We all go to the Uighur market and then
eat out at a Uighur restaurant. The first thing I see as we go in
the door of the restaurant is a pan of stuffed cabbage poaching
in a savoury sauce. I swear it’s a Greek delicacy from Swan
Street, Richmond. We order a serving and when I sink my teeth
into the first stuffed cabbage it explodes with savoury rice and
garlic flavours. It’s an interesting fact that from Greece to
Xinjiang, in a broad band across Asia, there’s a certain
common cuisine of flat bread, roast lamb and, yes, stuffed
cabbage.

Lanzhou - Tuesday, 14th August
The next morning we take the train to Lanzhou and 34 hours
later we roll into Dad’s birthplace. About this trip I write in my
diary:
The usual hectic rush for the railway station, a kilometre’s
walk humping bags and the total obscurity of finding your way
on a Chinese railway station. The absence of official
graciousness…we arrive at our carriage to find other people
sitting on our bed and then the difficult process of assertion of
ownership (This is my bed!) and the playing off for position
and then the prolonged staring. Not to mention the delays in
traffic, the mess in the streets, detours, roads dug up
everywhere. And then the annoyance of a skinny, hyperactive
man with ‘Sherlock Holmes’ written on his T shirt who stares
at me for some minutes and then feigns an interest in the
landscape. There are times I hear Grandad’s voice, clipped,
British, elusive and I see him setting out for the day.
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We pass through Turpan at 1.30pm and it’s stinking hot. At
8.45 pm we’re east of Hami and the Blue Danube waltz is
playing on the PA system. I look out the window into the great
barren Gobi and imagine Grandad walking in the velvety
darkness. The stars are scalded across the sky like a random
hurling of jewelry. Did Grandad and Meng navigate by the
stars? We pass through Wuwei next morning at 10.55 and then
the final run to Lanzhou. We pass the road to Xining and then
we’re in new country. Way up behind the gentle hills are some
chewed-up, misshapen monster mountains. At 4.00pm we
come into He Kou Nian. This is where we meet the main
Xining road that leads into Lanzhou.
At 5.30pm I’m sitting outside the Lanzhou station drinking
green tea and gazing around at my father’s birthplace. Ma Zhi
Gang, who is to be my guide for the next few days, meets us.
Ma is an interesting man whom I met in Singapore. He’s a
lecturer in a ‘Normal’ University which is the very odd name
the Chinese give to Teachers’ Colleges. Ma is a blue blood
Lanzhou man of many generations. He’s an acutely intelligent,
short tempered man of serious demeanour. Joe leaves for
Xining and his wife’s family and I’m left with Ma. He’s
arranged a room for me at the Jin Cheng hotel and after putting
down my bags we go out and eat traditional beef noodles and
plan our time together. We take an after-dinner stroll in the city
square along with the rest of Lanzhou. The city square is all
glamour and glitz and fairy lights and fountains. Ma tells me
Lanzhou is a 40 kilometres long ribbon development in the
narrow valley of the Yellow River. I note that Grandad
returned from his long walk on 20th August 1914, almost 87
years ago to the day.
The next morning we set off for the Church. The Lanzhou
Church is impressive. It’s on the original site purchased by the
CIM in the late 19th century. It’s a new Church with a Big Ben
clocktower staring down on the passing multitudes. We go
inside and find that it’s still being finished off. The inner walls
are rough cast concrete and doors and door jambs haven’t been
fitted yet but everybody is sitting up in place and doing their
job and the Church seems to be humming with activity. There’s
a Daily Vacation Bible School meeting in a downstairs room.
I am greeted warmly by Dorcas Kang (Kang Dou Jia) the
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Church administrator. She is another of those remarkable
human beings of great administrative ability, powerful
communicators who are right at the forefront of the growth of
the Christian Church in China today. Ms. Kang is in her late
forties, warm, engaging and highly intelligent, a touch of
severity, a ‘headmistress’ perhaps. She rounded up an inner
circle of Church leaders, the pastor David Huang (Huang Da
Wei) was a gentle man, 78 years old and a graduate of the
Shanghai Bible School. Ms. Kang gently steered him along and
I guessed that Pastor David needs Ms. Kang’s common sense
and foresight at this point in his life. Wu Shun was a 68-yearold Doctor of medicine with a slight knowledge of English
which he displayed in a spontaneous rendition of Rock of
Ages. And then I met the unforgettable Lora Zhou (Zhou En
Ying) who was orphaned at birth and brought up by a
missionary, Miss Edith Francis Jones of the Free Methodist
Mission in Henan province. Lora Jones talked to me for some
time in lilting American vowels. She had gone to College in
Chicago and then returned to China to stay there for the rest of
her life. During the Cultural revolution she was placed under
house arrest and subjected to a re-education programme. Lora
Zhou had the authorities bluffed, - a Chinese woman brought
up by an American missionary? Lora Zhou is 87 years old.
Then I met the Church architect, Liu Jiu Yao, another one of
China’s key people in the growth of the Christian Church.
Pastor Li Jian Guo from Pingliang dropped in for a chat. His
Church has 1600 members. Pingliang is due east of Lanzhou
near the Shaanxi border. Downstairs in the foyer the members
of the DVBS were tucking into bowls of noodles. The Church
leaders had no records of the past and asked me to give them
what I knew. I kept thinking of Great Grandad and Great
Granny Andrew and the 15 odd years they spent
superintending the work in Gansu and the parallel work of
Granny and Grandad Moore. Their labours have been well
vindicated in this place. The OED gives the meaning of
vindicate as ‘establish the existence, merits or justice of one’s
courage’. Courage they had and its continued in the presentday Church on the old site in downtown Lanzhou. Just up the
road are the offices and home of the Provincial Governor. It’s
the same place that appears in some of Grandad’s photos of old
Lanzhou. One of the old photos is of the provincial governor
himself, Mr. Chang Kuang Chien. Great Grandad George
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Andrew made friends with this man and he subsequently gave
a generous gift to the Boys’ School at the back of the Church.
And now a word about Grandad’s old photos. In 1910 Grandad
took a number of panoramic shots of Lanzhou. In one of them
he photographs the bridge of boats across the Yellow river and
then in the next photo he shows the famous iron bridge in the
process of construction. And then follows a brilliant sequence
of shots of various temples, mosques and pagodas, water
wheels, pig-skin rafts, a line of people walking across the
Yellow River on thick ice and other images of old Lanzhou.
After visiting the Church Ma and I sat down and drank a cup
of tea and stared at the passing crowds. Then, with photo album
under arm, Ma took me down to the iron bridge, still a centre
point and the pride of Lanzhou. I get myself in position at the
precise place where Grandad had taken some of the photos of
the bridge under construction and open up the album. As if on
cue a crowd gathers and soon a great discussion breaks out,
who is this man? Where did he get these photos from? So I turn
and address the crowd and tell them that my ‘lao ye ye’
(grandfather) was a one time resident of their beautiful city
about 90 years ago and that he photographed their city from
many angles and that I was pleased to return and follow in my
grandfather’s footsteps and see what he saw and appreciate it
for myself. I also wanted the people of Lanzhou to see these
photos as they are their history. There was a ripple of approval
and much nodding and clearing of throats and expressions of
admiration at my beautiful Chinese! I demur in a gesture of
classic Confucian self-effacement. After that I towed this
crowd of people down the river walk to the cable car where
they watched as Ma and I rise high into the air over the Yellow
River like departing angels. We glide across to the top of White
Pagoda Hill (Beita Shan). I look down and see a tiny speedboat
cutting an arc of foam up the tan waters. The whole of central
Lanzhou spreads out in front of us. Up on the mountain we
walk through a beautiful wooded park with small teahouses on
promontories and hidden in glades and then we get to the white
pagoda. Grandad has a classic shot of this exquisite Tang
dynasty pagoda and other shots looking down on the iron
bridge. In 1910 these hills were bare of trees. We sit down and
open up the album and, again, a crowd forms from nowhere. I
deliver the speech with some variations. One old man tells me
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very seriously that I’m carrying the history of his country in the
album and he hopes that I’m aware of that and am taking due
precautions to protect the album. I agree these old pictures are
very important.
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It’s at this point that Ma says that he thinks we should phone
the Lanzhou Daily News and show them the pictures, perhaps
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they’ll publish some. We go back to the hotel and phone the
newspaper and there’s an immediate response, a reporter and a
photographer will meet us at 10.00 in the morning. Next
morning we meet Peng Jie and his photographer Mr. Dou Ze
Zhong. Within moments they are expressing their wonder at
Grandad’s old photos of Lanzhou. They photograph the photos
then Peng Jie asks me about them and how they came to be
taken. This leads to an account of the four generations of our
family in China. Peng is very impressed and asks all the key
questions and writes it all out in his meticulous calligraphy.
Peng and Dou invite us to dinner, and we have a jolly time with
a number of key members of Lanzhou’s media. Peng
recognizes the background building in one of the photos, which
shows Granny with a group of Christian women. He insists that
we go to the local hospital and have a look. I think his instinct
is right and I have a feeling he’s taking me to what was the old
Borden Memorial Hospital. He doesn’t know the history of the
hospital nor does anybody else that I talk to. We get the hospital
which is now one of the major hospitals of Lanzhou and walk
in past the main buildings to a curious rabbit warren of old
buildings around the back. I have the feeling that we’re in the
old CIM living quarters, however, nobody can confirm this or
otherwise.
Peng’s story and some of the photos came out a few days later
when I was back in Hanzhong. Ma has sent them to me, and
the story and pictures are headline news over two editions of
the newspaper. Peng has written very well about Grandad, his
work as a missionary and his enthusiasm as an amateur
photographer. The fall-out from this story is that the editor of
the major provincial newspaper in Shaanxi province, the
‘Sanqin Dushibao’ happened to be in Lanzhou at the time the
newspaper came out and was rivetted by the old photos. A
couple of days ago I got a very excited call from him asking
did I have any old photos of Xi’an? I said I didn’t but that didn’t
deter him, he asked if he might visit me in Hanzhong and see
what photos I had. I agreed and he has now been and gone. He
has copied every photo that I have and interviewed me at
length, including a lot of enquiry about Moon-Bridge. The
‘Sanqin’ newspaper circulates throughout the province.
I had one more adventure with Ma before flying out of Lanzhou
to Xi’an. We went to the northern mountain which rises up very
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steeply behind Lanzhou and can be clearly seen in Grandad’s
photos. To get to the cable car we had to taxi into a very poor
area on the lower slopes and then walk some distance to the
cable car station. The day was very hot, and we bought a drink
and sat down for five minutes. An old woman at an adjoining
stall asked me where I was from and I told her, Australia. To
my surprise, she asked me were there many Christians in
Australia. She then pulled out a Bible from under the counter
and waved it at me and told me she was a Christian. I had some
of the old photos with me and I told her that my Grandmother
had been here 90 years before as a missionary and then I
showed her the lovely photo of Granny sitting in the middle of
a group of Christian women. The woman studied the photo for
some time and then said: ‘These women look very poor but no
doubt their grandchildren are now very wealthy as a result of
their Grandparent’s Christian commitment!’ Ma interpreted
the remark to me and commented that he had never heard such
an idea before and it made him wonder as to the motives of
Christians. Ma is not a Christian. During the few days I had
with him he gave me some of the clearest and most
comprehensible descriptions of Chinese culture I have ever
heard. In particular, he described the ‘collectivism’ of the
Chinese culture in a way that I’ve never heard before and made
it clear to me that for him it was a kind of prison. He talked of
being ‘trapped’ within the family and the provincial structures
by a close network of social expectations. I have struggled to
understand this aspect of the Chinese culture. It’s very elusive
because you can see counterparts in our culture, so you wonder
in what way is life different here. I know there is something
more to the Chinese family than there is in the West but what
is it exactly? Ma described it in a way that reminded me of
being a National Service trainee. I had a number and a rank and
certain duties to perform and I was obliged to pay respect to
higher ranks whether they were worthy of respect or not. If I
tried to escape from this tight social framework, I would be
court marshalled and publically shamed and exiled. Ma is 28
years old and a fine example of a modern Chinese intellectual.
He’s got a razor-sharp mind; he knows that he is being held
back from his full potential. He loathes the fundamental
dishonesty of Chinese academia, the sloganeering and the
clichés and the never-ending pressure of ‘guanxi’, social
obligations. Somewhere inside him he’s deeply angry. He
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stayed with me for two nights at the hotel and I listened to him
grinding his teeth in the dead of night.
On the last morning I sat on a bus for two hours heading for the
airport and reflected on my experience of Lanzhou. It is a
lovely city, but the smog readings are the highest in China. The
Christian Church is alive and strong and under first class
leadership. The city is poor despite the appearance of wealth
and glamour striven for in the city centre. The city has lost its
old raison d’etre and now wonders where its future lies. The
nerve centres of the North West are Xi’an and Urumqi.
Lanzhou is now just a jump-off point for Urumqi, Kashgar and
the burgeoning mineral, natural gas and oil wealth being
uncovered in those places. Lanzhou is not visited for its own
sake.

Home - Friday, 17th August
I couldn’t face a long train trip home, so I flew from Lanzhou
to Xi’an and looked out the window at the clouds, which
looked like froth on top of a cappuccino. It was wonderful to
relax and begin the descent into my experience to catch the
meaning. As T.S. Eliot wrote:
It seems, as one becomes older,
That the past has another pattern, and ceases to be a mere
sequenceOr even development: the latter a partial fallacy,
Encouraged by superficial notions of evolution,
Which becomes, in the popular mind, a means of disowning the
past.
The moments of happiness - not the sense of well-being,
Fruition, fulfillment, security or affection,
Or even a very good dinner, but the sudden illumination –
We had the experience but missed the meaning,
And approach to the meaning restores the experience
In a different form, beyond any meaning
We can assign to happiness.
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(From: Four Quartets)
At Xi’an I took the overnight train to Hanzhong and arrived
home at 6.00am. The night was just slipping away as I took a
taxi home through the empty streets of old Hanzhong.
* * * * *
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JourneyNo 4:

Essay

Hubei Province, Hunan province, Guiyang province

Wuhan - Yueyang- Changsha- Changde- HuaihuaGuiyang

‘Through Hunan’
An Eventful Missionary Journey
1881 and 2011
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George Andrew
George Andrew was born on November 23rd, 1857 at
Chorlton-Upon-Medlock, Manchester, England. As a teenager
he joined the local YMCA, the community that inspired him to
become a missionary. In 1875 when he was 17 years old the
American preaching team of Dwight L. Moody and Ira B.
Sankey came to Manchester and held a series of revival
meetings in the YMCA. It is very likely that the young George
was there. In 1880 when he was 22 years old, he applied to the
China Inland Mission for missionary service.
On January 5th, 1881 he left England after a flurry of farewell
meetings. Accompanied by two other young men, William
Gassick from Stoke-On-Trent and Arthur Eason a Londoner,
he crossed the Channel to France and took a train southward to
Marseilles. This was the home port for the French shipping line
Messageries Maritimes. Somewhere about the 19th January the
three young Britons set off across the Mediterranean towards
Port Said at the head of the Suez Canal. They passed through
the canal and stopped at Aden, now known as Djibouti, and
then proceeded in a westerly direction across the Indian Ocean
to Colombo at the tip of Sri Lanka. After that they stopped
briefly at Singapore, Hanoi, and Hong Kong and at last the ship
arrived at Shanghai.
One can imagine them coming out of the East China Sea into
the mouth of the Yangtze River. They move slowly up the
massive delta of the third longest river in the world. All around
them stretches a vast sea and sky. There is no sense of them
being in a river delta. They are heading for the Woosung Bar
where the Huangpu River flows into the Yangtze River. There
the passengers are transferred to launches which take them up
the 20 kilometers of the Huangpu to the treaty port of Shanghai.
They emerge from the Customs House onto the Bund. Their
fellow passengers who are mostly French must have smiled as
they saw them go. The three men had begun their missionary
careers with enthusiasm. The journal of the China Inland
Mission ‘China’s Millions’ April 1881 reports as follows:
‘We have had good tidings from Messrs Gassick, Eason and
Andrew, the latest letters posted at Singapore. The steamer in
which they sailed has been reported as having arrived at
Shanghai on February 18th. So far as we have had intelligence
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the voyage has been a time of much blessing. Mr Andrew
writes: The French tracts have nearly all been distributed and,
on the whole, have been well received.’
And those are the first words of George Andrew to appear in
China’s Millions. It is also the earliest image I have of my great
grandfather as an earnest young man pacing the decks of a
small steamer, handing out tracts to colonial Frenchmen
reclining in deck chairs.

‘Le Pei Ho’ may well have been the boat the three young men travelled on...if not it
was an identical sister ship.

Photos of Shanghai’s Bund in the 1880’s show the
beginnings of the façade of British colonial buildings which
will become iconic to later generations. In 1881 European style
buildings were appearing along the Bund, two storeys high
with colonnaded verandas on the ground floor and upper
storey. The Bund itself is a solid timber deck built out over the
river with jetties projecting from it. There is a muddy road
behind where horses and carts and rickshaws carve their way
through the mud.
Here is George Andrew then, poised in a moment of time. He
is a tall, slim, vaguely awkward young man with innocent blue
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eyes. He is just 23 years old. He is met by the indefatigable
James Hudson Taylor, general director of the China Inland
Mission. Hudson Taylor first went to China in 1854 but
founded the China Inland Mission in 1865. The mission is just
16 years old and is expanding dramatically. The Mission is
arousing great interest amongst evangelicals world-wide as it
has broken new ground. It is the first of the ‘faith’ missions and
has injected a new and pressing priority into the evangelization
of the world. It is pre-millennialist in theology and holds to the
imminent return of Jesus Christ and therefore the
corresponding urgency to preaching the Gospel so that all have
a chance to hear and decide before the Great Rapture. Dr
Taylor is nearly 50 years old at this time. One can imagine the
meeting. The bearded Victorian evangelical adventurer pumps
his hand and says:
“I thank God for
bringing you to China.
The work of the Lord is
the Lord’s work, not
ours but His.”
George Andrew never
forgot those famous first
words.
* * * * *
George and Jessie
Andrew, October
7th, 1883
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This photo was taken in 1901at the Woosung Road headquarters of the
CIM. James Broumton is third from the left in the front row. George
Andrew is standing third from the left in the back row.

The Intrepid Five Meet at Wuhan
George Andrew and Arthur Eason travel together to Wuhan
where they meet James and Ellen Broumton, and Charlotte
Kerr. William Gassick is not heard of again in the pages of
China’s Millions. James Broumton has been in the mission
since 1876. He is the senior member of the party at 28 years.
He is a former businessman from London. He eventually
becomes the first Mission treasurer. The photo below shows
him in 1901 in his middle-age. He appears to be a small,
slightly-built man. He can speak some Chinese. At this
moment he is newly married to Ellen McCarthy widowed only
a year before. She had come to China with her husband,
William McCarthy in 1879. He died almost immediately after
arriving in China. Ellen Broumton is about 25 years of age.
Charlotte Kerr is from the Scottish Highlands and about 24
years old. She has arrived in China only a few months before
George Andrew and Arthur Eason. She has nursing skills.
The earliest photo of George Andrew is on his wedding day
almost three years later in October 1883. He at 22 years has
been a clerk in his father’s retail paper manufacturing business.
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Born and bred in Manchester. He is a tall man with mild blue
eyes. He was engaged to Jessie Findlay before he went to
China. Here they are resplendent in Qing dynasty silk. He is
wearing a gua-pi mao or melon-skin hat. It may well have a
false pig-tail attached. In the China Council photo below, he is
45 years old and a well-seasoned missionary being the
superintendent of the CIM’s work in the far north western
Gansu province.
Hudson Taylor is there at the Swallow Hill guest house in
Wuchang, one of the three cities that make up Wuhan. He
blesses the five prior to their departure for Guiyang.
We have a priceless record of this occasion recorded by Mary
Bryson of the London Missionary Society and printed in
China’s Millions:
“On the green slope of the lower ridge, separated from the She
Shan by only a narrow valley filled up with busy streets, rises
a modest Chinese dwelling, which is the home of the China
Inland Mission… we made our way from our own home
through the narrow crowded Chinese streets and ascending the
hill found ourselves in the ‘Keh Tang’ or guest room of the
Inland Mission house. It is furnished in Chinese style, with
raised dais, tea-stands and straight-backed Chinese chairs,
and its walls are hung with scrolls bearing, not as is usual,
passages from the Chinese classics, but short sentences
descriptive of the doctrine we come to China to teach and
passages from the missionary classic, the Bible.
Our meeting is held in a room smaller than the ‘Keh Tang’
and furnished in simplest English fashion, its walls being
adorned with texts in English; one of them being that
suggestive one which might truly be chosen as the motto of the
Mission: ‘Although the fig tree shall not blossom, neither shall
fruit be in the vines; the labour of the olive shall fail and the
fields shall yield no meat; the flock shall be cut off from the
fold and there shall be no herd in the stalls: yet I will rejoice
in the Lord, I will joy in the God of my salvation.’
The window of this apartment gives a magnificent view of the
city. The whitewashed walls of the houses lie below us crowded
together in Chinese fashion. On the side nearest Hankow the
city has outgrown its walls and crept down to the banks of the
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grand old Yangzi whilst on its farther shore we catch a glimpse
of the foreign settlement and the populous native city of
Hankow.
Mr Taylor then read the 123rd, 124th and 125th Psalms
commenting upon them as he proceeded. They must not be
surprised should their message be received with scorn and
contempt by the Chinese to whom they carry it. The way they
were about to take was a difficult and dangerous one through
the turbulent province of Hunan celebrated for its hostility to
foreigners. They would have to pass up many dangerous rapids
on their way and as they went on they would probably see boats
which had been wrecked in the whirling waters.
‘For the method of working I Chronicles 28 was referred to
and the fact noted that David’s desire to build a house for God
was frustrated because he had been a man of war and shed
blood. And it is the same now as then,’ remarked Mr Taylor.
‘The servant of the Lord must not strive but be gentle unto all
men apt to teach. I do not believe’ he said, ‘that God chooses
by controversy and argument to build his house. It might be too
much to say that no single soul has been induced in this way to
give up idolatry and turn to the Lord but I do not believe that
it is God’s chosen method. Argument almost always leaves
behind a sore feeling in the heart of the one who has been
worsted. By loving teaching, by Christ-like living we are to win
this people for our Lord. They do not understand what
disinterested love and unselfishness mean: you are to go and
live it among them.’
Hudson Taylor blesses each one and when he comes to George
Andrew he says:
‘George Andrew, in bidding you God-speed on your journey
my thoughts go back to the time that 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 tongue and
how I yearned over them and longed for 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 upon 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 for nothing for the Lord will be with you whithersoever
you go and he will be your helper.’ “
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* * * * *
The following day, Saturday March 26th, the intrepid five set
off up the Yangtze River for the long journey to Guiyang,
Guizhou province. What happens on this journey is vividly
retold in the pages of the November 1881 edition of China’s
Millions, the widely read journal of the China Inland Mission.
Arthur Eason, James Broumton and Charlotte Kerr provide the
content of the story. It is a high-level adventure story that whets
the appetite of the times. It is the age of the missionary
explorer. David Livingstone, the great African missionary who
found the source of the Nile River, was buried with full
honours at Westminster Abbey in 1874. One can be sure that
this story attracted wide interest.
(The original story can be read in the Appendix)

I Decide to Follow the 1881 Journey
When I first read the story, I immediately made up my mind
that one day I would trace the route of the journey for myself
and see what was there. Was the Swallow Hill Mission Station
still there in Wuchang? Mary Bryson locates it very precisely:
‘On the green slope of the lower ridge, separated from the She
Shan (Snake Hill) by only a narrow valley filled up with busy
streets, rises a modest Chinese dwelling, which is the home of
the China Inland Mission… we made our way from our own
home through the narrow crowded Chinese streets and
ascending the hill found ourselves in the ‘Keh Tang’ or guest
room of the Inland Mission house.’
I wanted to see the mouth of the Han River where the boat was
moored and from where they set off as Arthur Eason described:
‘About midday we started from Hankow. The Han River was
completely blocked with boats, which cause us some difficulty
in getting out into the Yang-tsi.’
I particularly wanted to find the mouth of the Lu River where
the first great near catastrophe occurred. James Broumton says
wryly:
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‘There being a strong head wind that day, we anchored in the
mouth of a small stream, with steep banks, at a place called
Lu-k’i-k’eo; here God was pleased to give us a most trying
time.’
I wanted to see Yoh-chau, now Yueyang, where the five are
joined by Adam Dorward and itinerant Chinese evangelist
Yang Tsuen-ling. Adam Dorward merited a biography written
by the CIM’s ‘house’ editor Marshall Broomhall. Dorward
died of sheer exhaustion in 1886.
Changde was the place where George Andrew begins to show
the first signs of smallpox. He was given the most solicitous
and tender care by Adam Dorward. James Broumton wrote:
‘Brother Andrew has had the small-pox more severely than we
expected, and Mr Dorward has attended to him unremittingly;
he is a splendid nurse. It has been no easy task for him; he has
been backward and forward all day to the cooking place,
making broths and drinks, and does it better than any of us
could. I am glad to say that Mr Andrew is getting along very
well now, though the last few days boils have given him some
uneasiness.’
I was very curious about Western Hunan, its physical beauty
and human hostility. But most of all I wanted to see Lo-SiP’ing, ‘Snail Rapids.’
Charlotte Kerr wrote:
May 31st, Lo-si-p’ing (about 25 li from Hong-Kiang) ‘The day
after leaving Hong-Kiang our boat struck on a hidden rock
while trying to ascend the rapid just below the little house we
have here. In about ten minutes the boat was full of water and
it was found impossible to move it. All our things were taken
on shore, and then this house was found, and Mrs Broumton
and I were brought across the river. Mr Andrew soon followed
carried in a sheet slung on a bamboo pole.’
James Broumton filled in other details of where ‘Snail Rapids’
was. I could see it in my mind’s eye: a scrubby island in the
middle of the Yuan River, about 12 kilometres (a Chinese ‘li’
is 500 metres) on from Hong-Kiang, a temple on the north bank
of the river with a deaf priest unable to respond to their cries
for help. I had plenty to work with.
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Augustus Raymond Margary
I also did a little bit of delving into history and found a
detailed account of the same journey in the book The Journey
of Augustus Raymond Margary from Shanghai to Bhamo and
back to Manwyne. I discovered that the journey followed an
old water-pathway much used by the Chinese official class. It
was the traditional way to get from the north to the south
western corner where China meets Burma and Laos. All
Mandarins intent on doing business in Guizhou or Yunnan
provinces set off on this hazardous route and the places they
stopped at were more or less the same as the five young
missionaries of the China Inland Mission.
The book was published in 1876 by Macmillan and Co.
London and mostly consists of Margary’s diaries. He was a 28
year old British consular officer selected by Sir Thomas Wade,
the British Consul in Beijing, to make the journey to Bhamo
(just over the Chinese border in Burma) and there meet and
escort back to Shanghai Colonel Browne and a small
bodyguard of Sikhs. Browne had been given the task of
establishing a trade route between India and China.
Margary set off from Shanghai on August 22nd 1874 in what he
called an ‘American river-palace’, the SS Hirado, stayed in the
British Consulate in Hankow (now Hankou of the Wuhan
complex) where he made preparations for the river journey to
the south west. He has been provided with a cook, an official
messenger and a writer to accompany him on the long journey
ahead. Finally, he is given a personal servant nicknamed Leila,
which means ‘come here’ in Chinese. Margary describes him
as ‘a sort of confidential rascal.’ He left Hankow in a
‘Mandarin’ boat on the 4th September. Margary is bedevilled
by illnesses which he describes variously as ‘fever, diarrhoea
and dysentery’. He often leaves the boat and walks along the
‘towing path’. The weather is very hot – in the mid-30s all the
time.
Lu Shi Kou
On September 9th his boat drew into Lu-ch’i-k’ou.
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‘Here a clear mountain river flowed down from the Tea hills
and went to pollute itself in the muddy bosom of the Yangtze. I
was enabled to have a plunge and swim, morning and evening,
in this comparatively clear stream.’ It is a gunboat station with
‘a large man-of-war junk moored close to shore…used as a
depot hulk and dwelling for the officer in command. Several
river gunboats lay alongside.’
For Augustus Margary the mouth of the Lu is a pleasant spot
where he gets in a bit of rest and recreation. Not so for the
intrepid five.
Margary’s encounters with China’s millions are characterized
by a certain brusqueness and a flat refusal to suffer fools gladly.
He carries a pistol and has a hunting rifle stowed away on
board. The difference between his attitude and that of the five
young missionaries is revealingly different. He represents the
empire of Great Britain and they the ‘Kingdom of Heaven.’
James Broumton, the only member of the party to have a
modicum of Chinese, is disarmingly polite in his negotiations
with the rough and rowdy louts who persist in breaking in on
their privacy. His gentle remonstrations sometimes work and
sometimes don’t. Margary, on the other hand, has Chinese
attendants who are ever ready to harangue an excessively
curious crowd and, on one delightful occasion, Margary
addresses what he calls a ‘demoniacal mob’. He tells the story:
‘Then raising my arm, I harangued the crowd.
‘Why do you crowd around me in this rude manner? You do
not mean to say you haven’t seen a foreigner before? Is this
your courtesy to strangers? I have heard it often said that
China was of all things distinguished for civility and courtesy.
But am I to take this as a specimen of it? Shall I go back and
tell my countrymen that your boasted civility only amounts to
ignorant rudeness?’ I was perfectly astonished at the effect this
speech produced. They listened with silence, and, when I had
done, walked quietly back quite abashed.’
He is not averse to a little violence either. At Chenyuan in
Guizhou province he meets with extreme rudeness from the
ordinary people and the local magistrate. At the same place, six
years later, the missionary party have the same experience.
Margary writes that he was being carried in an enclosed sedan
chair:
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‘The crowd however was too great and aggressive for all the
magistrate’s men, and we had to beat a retreat…in which
ignominious flight I had to be carried backwards through the
mob. I was put under the necessity of breaking one man’s nose
who had the temerity to put his head inside the curtain of the
chair to insult me.’
Changde
Margary also passes through Yueyang, which he writes as Yaochou Fu, but does not stay in the city. He stays instead on an
island in Lake Dongting - Chusan, an island famous for its tea
and still so today. He crosses the lake without incident and
moves up the mouth of the Yuan River to Changde. He
describes it in some detail:
‘The wall of the city, as I observed after we had crossed over,
was built very close to the river side, leaving no room whatever
for an open suburb to spring up outside, which was absolutely
necessary for the carrying on of trade. The difficulty, here, has
been got over by building wooden tenements on long piles,
embedded in the very mud of the sloping bank. The result is an
exceedingly odd appearance of houses walking on long
crooked legs and leaning at angles.’
As he continues on up the Yuan River he too, like Charlotte
Kerr, is greatly taken by the beautiful karst landscape:
‘I have been passing through lovely scenery. The whole of this
province must once have been the theatre of an awful
convulsion. There are many cases of rivers disappearing and
emerging again. But the country around me is more tossed than
anything I ever saw. Clusters of conical hills extend as far as
the eye can see…the eye is astonished at every bend. Now and
then perched high up on an almost inaccessible height you see
a little temple. Marvellous beauty everywhere.’
Margary and Charlotte Kerr were taken by an area now known
as the Wulingyuan Scenic Area, declared an UNESCO World
Heritage Site in 1992.
Margary passes through the four rapids and another fifteen
kilometre stretch of three rapids but his boatmen and trackers
were skilful and there is only one small incident when they
spring a leak after hitting a rock.
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Hongjiang and the ‘Snail Rapids’
Margary briefly comments on Hongjiang as ‘a flourishing
place of trade’. He has some disquiet as a large crowd gathers
but the local magistrates are well in control and disperse the
people. He notices the dominance of the timber industry but
overlooks the opium trade which has a centre in Hongjiang.
There is no mention of any further rapids. It seems that he
passed through the ‘Snail Rapids’ without noticing them. It is
at this point that the five missionaries abandon their boat
having had enough of the uncertainties of river travel and
decide to walk. Margary keeps going by water right through to
Chenyuan in Guizhou province. This was the original intention
of the missionary party.
* * * * *

My Travelling Companion
In 2011 the opportunity arose for me to follow this ‘eventful
missionary journey’ and see for myself the places where
George Andrew and his four companions endured such
hazardous experiences. I wrote to my former travelling
companion and friend, Zhou Jianguo, the Dean of Public
English at the Shaanxi University of Science and Technology,
and asked him if he would accompany me on the journey that
started it all, that begins our family story in China. He
immediately agreed. He has always been intrigued by my
missionary forbearers as in some way their stories enlarge his
own sense of being Chinese. We arranged to meet in Wuhan
where the journey of the intrepid five began.
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Zhou Jianguo, my travelling
companion at Chibi - Red Cliffs
on the Yangtze in Hubei province.
This is the site of the legendary Battle
of the Red Cliffs in 208 AD.
The two characters in red say ‘Chi Bi’.

The Journey -

The Hankou Bund

I arrived at Wuhan on April 18th, 2011 and booked into a hotel
in the city of Hankou. There are three cities that together make
up modern Wuhan and they straddle the Yangtze River (Chang
Jiang – ‘Long River’) at the point where the Han River, the
longest tributary of the Yangtze, meets it. Each city borders
the Yangtze. Hankou and Hanyang are on the north bank on
either side of the mouth of the Han. Wuchang lies on the south
bank.
Hankou is old Hankow, a British treaty port established in
1861 following the Second Opium War and the Treaty of
Tianjin. A piece of land, 30 square kilometres in area, a short
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distance away from the mouth of the Han and running parallel
with the Yangtze, was given over to the British High
Commissioner for development as a trading port. I wanted to
see the old Hankow Bund and, in particular, I wanted to see the
place where the Han River flowed into the Yangtze for this was
where the journey began.
I got up the next morning and came downstairs to the foyer of
the hotel where Hu Chiong was at the desk. I asked her where
the old British Bund was, and she gave me some directions but
almost immediately said she would like to take me there. I
knew she wanted an opportunity to further her own English, so
I agreed. Hu Chong was 22 years old and a rice farmer’s
daughter from further west in Hubei province. She told me she
was doing a secretarial course in Wuhan and worked part-time
at the hotel to earn a bit of pin money. She would go home
soon, she said, to help her father harvest the rice. We walked
together along the crowded streets and soon came to the old
Bund. ‘This is it,’ said Chiong softly, ‘but I must go now I have
something to do.’ She vanished up a side street.
I stood on the Bund in front of a solemn, heavily columned
Customs House with two British lions couchant either side of
the front steps and looked out across the river at the misty
skyscrapers of Wuchang in the far distance. It was spectacular.
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Apart from wanting to see for myself where Great Grandfather
had had his first experience of China, I was also curious about
the early days of the China Inland Mission, which was only 16
years old when George Andrew joined up. He was a true
pioneer of the China Inland Mission. According to my research
there were only 76 missionaries in the CIM in 1881.

Looking out across the Yangtze from the newly sculpted
gardens running along the river bank in front of the old
Bund buildings. Wuchang in the distance
.

I crossed the busy road, the Yang Jang Da Dao, and walked
into a park of willow trees that stretched for kilometres along
the riverbank. A kite hung high in the sky. I sat on a stone
bench and looked out at the river. In front of me were a number
of docks with boats tied up, ‘Mississippi’ river steamers and
pleasure boats of all sizes and shapes. Way out in the river were
coal barges and small cargo ships moving steadily along. Fog
horns hooted. On the far side of the river, a good kilometre
away, was the skyline of Wuchang.
Isabella Bird, the renowned 19th century author and traveller
who spent some time in Hankou in 1897 on her way up the
Yangtze to Sichuan, wrote:
“The glory of Hankow, as well as its terror, is the magnificent
Yangtze, nearly a mile wide even in winter, rolling majestically
past the bund, lashed into a dangerous fury by storms, or
careering buoyantly before breezes; in summer, an inland sea
fifty feet deep.”
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Four men came by in a pedicab with two of them pedalling
furiously and the other two chaffing them. I walk along the
riverbank park and pass a long mural sculpted in stone
depicting the origins of life and the emergence of the first
animals. I go back over the road and pass buildings erected by
the French, Japanese and Russians.
The Hankou Bund is now the haunt of young couples having
their wedding photos taken against a backdrop of the British
Lion and the soaring Doric column. The different architectural
styles stand out. The British is Greco-Roman massif dominated
by
the
Customs
House with
clock tower
at the end of
the principal
boulevard –
the
Yang
Jiang
Da
Dao.
The former British Customs House in Hankou. No sign of life
in the building but a popular backdrop for wedding photos.

The road
narrows
then and ends its run at the mouth of the Han. The French
buildings are in red brick and have balustraded verandas and
window boxes.
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A French building on the Hankou Bund still
appreciated and kept in good repair.

A sample of Japanese architecture on the Bund.

The Japanese produce a rather restrained and austere, almost
drab, Western style building as if they weren’t sure what they
should build and then decided to imitate the dominant
architectural themes they saw being built around them.
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An old Russian building
on the Bund.

I walk into a Russian building and look up into a cylinder of
light, six storeys high, surrounded by a circular staircase with
polished black ebony banisters.
Isabella Bird wrote:
“Hankow considers that it has the finest Bund in China, and I
have no wish to dispute its assertion. In truth its length of 800
yards, its breadth of 80, its lofty and noble river wall, its broad
promenade and carriage way and avenue of fine trees, with the
‘palatial’ houses, very similar to those of Shanghai and
Singapore, on the other side in large gardens and shaded by
exotic trees, make it scarcely credible that the first authentic
visit of Europeans to the city was that made by Lord Elgin in
H.M.S. Furious in 1858, and that the site for this stately British
settlement was only chosen in 1861, the year in which the port
was opened to foreign trade.”
She describes the foreign community of that time:
“The foreign community consists of the consuls and their staffs,
the employees of the Chinese Maritime Customs, a very few
professional men, a large number of British and American
missionaries, and the members of the British and other
European mercantile firms, Russians taking a very prominent
position. The residents have carried their amusements with
them, and amuse themselves on a small scale after the fashion
of those at Shanghai. There is a popular club which welcomes
passing visitors, and combines social attractions with a
library, reading room and billiard room, keeping in touch with
the world by frequent telegrams. There is a creditable
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newspaper – the Hankow Times, which has papers on Chinese,
social and other subjects – an episcopal service, a hotel, a
livery stable, and other necessaries of a British exile’s life.”
The People’s Republic obviously was not sure what to do with
this overt display of Western imperialism. Surprisingly, it
survived the Cultural revolution of the 1960s and now is partly
neglected, partly lived in with washing hanging out the
windows on bamboo poles, and partly developed as a bar scene
and an English tea shop. I pass the tea shop and see a notice on
the wall:

A York tearoom
with a difference.

‘Welcome to the York tearoom where multicultural people
gather for tea, coffee, beer, fast food and a great time. Enjoy
quality at a low price.’ Above, painted on a board in black on
yellow, are the words ‘Hot and Crazy Sugar Daddy’. I consider
this warm invitation for a moment but decide to press on.
The streets off the Yang Jiang Da Dao are named after wellknown Chinese cities: Tianjin Lu, Qingdao Lu and Shanghai
Lu. There are a number of little kerbside cafes down Shanghai
Lu so I walk along it until I see two middle aged women
hovering over a hot wok and dishing up bowls of tang mian
(soup noodles) to expectant customers. I line up and for 3 Yuan
my soup noodles arrive in a paper cup with some vegetables. I
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slurp them down, thank the two women profusely, they remain
quite unmoved, and walk back up to the Da Dao. I feel fortified
now for the real adventure I have come here for and that is to
see where the Han River meets the Yangtze.

Where the Han Meets the Yangtze
I soon arrive at the junction of the Han and the Yangtze. I
know that the Han River is the biggest tributary of the Yangtze
and so I am surprised when I see what seems to me to be a
comparatively modest flow of water curving around and then
meeting the Yangtze in a slight swirl of discoloured water.
Doubtless damming upstream has led to a diminished flow. I
am standing at a considerable height above the junction of the
two rivers and looking across to a park opposite that occupies
the neck of land contained between the two rivers. The park
ends in a falling away of sandy soil down to a distinct and sharp
point of land. I imagine George Andrew and his four young
companions rounding this point and sailing off into the middle
of the vast sea-like expanse of the Yangtze. The point of sandy
soil becomes fixed in my imagination as the last moment of the
sheltered waters of the Han and the beginning of the ‘strong
brown god, sullen, untamed and intractable’. (Thankyou - TS
Eliot.)

Men swimming at the mouth of the Han

But over a period of 130 years it has been tamed and down
below me I see a group of men about to go for a swim. They
stand about in self-conscious postures baring their pale, fleshy
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bodies to the warm sun. They cross and uncross their arms, hug
themselves and seem uncertain about entering the waters.
A dry bulk barge comes down the Han with eight hillocks of
sand neatly piled in the hold. It moves slowly into the Chang
Jiang and turns downstream. The big river is alive with boats,
barges, container ships, ferries, freighters, and tugs all moving
steadily along their prescribed pathways but very few small
craft. The small boats have vanished now. They no longer have
a place on this busy, working river.

Where the Han River meets the Yangtze. The
point of land opposite is the point that the intrepid
five went around in March 1881 in their small
sailing boat. The bridge is the first bridge to be
built across the river in 1967.

In describing the journey Arthur Eason wrote:
‘Saturday, March 26th – about midday we started from
Hankow. The Han River was completely blocked with boats
which caused us some difficulty in getting out into the Yangtsi. Our boat proceeded slowly as the wind was not favourable
and we anchored at no great distance from Wu-chang.’

126

Travels with Joe

I look up the Han River and see few boats, just three or four
sampans and a couple of small ferries. The sampans appear to
be permanently moored and have makeshift shelters built over
them and gangplanks running out on to a spit of sand. Litter
abounds. A line of people walks off a nearby ferry.

The Intrepid Five sailed up the Yangtze
on a boat like this…

I look down at the place where I imagine the intrepid five may have set
off from. Their boat was not much bigger than the houseboats in the
foreground.
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Looking up the Han River from the
point where the Han meets the Chang
Jiang. The bridge connects the two
cities of Hankou and Hanyang.

A pretty pink suspension bridge crosses the Han
here linking the two cities of Hankou and Hanyang.
I make a mental note that tomorrow when I meet my
travelling companion Joe, I will suggest that we
cross that bridge and go down into the park on the
far side where the sandy soil runs out to a point and
there I will take some photographs and try to
imagine George Andrew and his four companions
rounding the point and trying to catch a wind to blow
them upstream.
I keep walking along the bank past another extended
mural depicting the heroics of socialist endeavour in
images of drowning people fighting to get above
turbulent waters. I think of James Hudson Taylor,
the possessed leader of the somewhat controversial
China Inland Mission, and his ‘madness’ in sending
young English men and women barely out of their
teens on long journeys of known hazards. The banks
of the lower Han here are now contained in concrete
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terraces but down below me is a patch of sand and
wild tussocks. A woman, carrying a sack over her
shoulder, pokes around in the flats looking for edible
herbs. I come to a small stall selling soft drinks and
ask for a bottle of Sprite. I ask the bored woman at
the stall how you say ‘Sprite’ in Chinese. She laughs
at my question and says ‘shui bi’ or ‘white water’.
On March 26th, 1881, the intrepid five came down
this bit of river, made a turn around the sandy point
just over there and started batting up stream towards
Lu Xi Kou which they did not reach until April 4 th.
It’s April 19th today so I am here almost precisely
130 years later.
“I’m glad to be with you here today, Great Grandad,
and join you in your adventure. I don’t think you can
fully appreciate, you will never know – you died in
1930 but you’re out there – how much I want to
express my absolute admiration of you. I think
you’re a great man and what you did has impacted
on me to this day.”
I turn and walk up the Jia Zui Zhan in the direction
of the hotel. The shops down here at the river end of
the street are selling dried fungi, wood ears, chilli,
pieces of dry sliced mandarin oranges and
something unrecognizable which, upon enquiry, I
am told is ‘san da pian’. I am none the wiser but the
shopkeeper is delighted to have passed on some
information to a curious ‘lao wei’ (venerable
outsider). I pass the Wuhan Public Bicycle Company
which rents out bikes. It only has one bike left in the
stands, so I presume it is doing a roaring trade. I pass
a shining office building given over to the business
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of The Golden Jaguar Group. I stop and check out
the brand of a car that I have never seen before
amongst the line of Hondas, Fords and VWs, it’s a
Geely. Everything is covered in dust. I thought that
was a problem only in the far northwest where the
dust of the Gobi Desert has settled and formed the
famed ‘Yellow Earth’ country. No, I’m wrong, dust
is ubiquitous in China. It’s everywhere.
Kang, the ornithologist
It’s Wednesday, April 20th and I am with Joe, my
travelling companion of many trips around China.
He arrived last night from Hanzhong to the North
West. We’ve crossed the pink suspension bridge and
are walking into the park on the far side of the Han.
The park is called Nan An Zui, ‘The Park at the
Mouth of the Southern Bank’. We walk down to the
sandy point that has become a kind of symbol for me
of the place where the intrepid five left the safety of
the Han and moved into the vastness of the Chang
Jiang. There is a man down at the point with a
sophisticated camera with long lens. He introduces
himself as Kang Shang and says that he is taking
photos of birds. He says that he is a professor at
Wuhan University. Joe describes my quest. ‘Zhige
Lao Yezi’ he says, ‘This respected old man has come
looking for evidence of his great grandfather who
left the mouth of the Han in 1881 on a small boat and
sailed upstream towards Hunan province and Lake
Dongting. Are you a native of Wuhan?
‘Yes’, says Professor Kang, ‘I was born and bred
here.’
‘Do you know a place called Swallow Hill? It’s
across the other side of the river in Wuchang city.
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It’s where my friend’s great grandfather was staying
before he left. He was farewelled at a house on
Swallow Hill.’

Professor Kang, the
amateur
ornithologist, at the
mouth of the Han.

Kang then proceeded to elaborate on a place in
Wuchang that had a considerable foreign history and
that there were foreign buildings there and a hospital
and churches. But as to Swallow Hill he shook his
head and said that perhaps we had got the name
wrong. There was a ‘Cosmetics Hill’ he said. Joe
turned and said that the two words were very alike:
‘cosmetics’ was yan zhi (first tone) and ‘swallow’
was yan zi (fourth tone). I began to reflect on early
missionary encounters with the finely nuanced
character of tonal Chinese. It wouldn’t be too
difficult to mix the two words up and ‘Swallow Hill’
is far preferable to ‘Cosmetics Hill’.
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Search for Swallow Hill Mission Compound
But Kang had given us our first clue, so we set off
walking towards the mile-long bridge over the river,
the Wuhan Chang Jiang Da Chao, the WuhanYangtze- Big Bridge. This was the first of the
bridges across the Chang Jiang and was built in
1957. It was here that Mao Zedong famously swam
in the river. We reach the bridge and walk across it.
I look down at the wide brown waters far below and
see a tiny sampan bobbing about like a cork. I
wonder how George Andrew must have felt out
there in a boat not much bigger than a sampan. Great
rusty freighters slide underneath us loaded with coal,
gravel and sand. There’s a constant mournful
hooting of ships’ horns. Once over the bridge we
flag a taxi down and ask the driver to take us to
Swallow Hill. The taxi driver shakes his head and
points to Snake Hill, a wooded rise along the side of
the road. He certainly doesn’t know Swallow Hill.
But he does remember that there was a Cosmetics
Hill here once that’s been dug away and built over
with apartment blocks. We continue driving along
past where Cosmetics Hill had once been and come
to the Tan Hua Lin Historical Village or ‘Dream
City’.

Joe in the Tan Hua Lin historical village
(also known as ‘Dream City’)
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We get out of the taxi and walk into an astonishing
area of heritage homes and wide, slate paved streets.
I can’t believe what I am seeing. It’s decidedly
European in appearance. There are plaques on walls
explaining the significance of various handsome
buildings. Here is a hospital built in 1895 by the
London Missionary Society and here another plaque
detailing the work of Yang Gefei (Griffith John) of
the LMS who first came to Wuchang in 1861 and set
up a church and a school and later in 1868 a clinic.
A little further on is a fine building built by the
Swedish Missionary Society in 1895. We walk down
the broad paved road and come to Griffith John
church. I’m beginning to understand now why
Hudson Taylor came here. This was a veritable
gathering of Christian missionary energy. This was
the obvious place for Dai Desheng (Hudson Taylor)
to join forces with the London Missionary Society
and erect a guest house on Swallow Hill for the
growing band of CIM missionaries.
Morrison of Peking said:
‘Every visitor to Hankow…who is a supporter of
missionary effort is pleased to find that his
preconceived notions of the hardness and
discomforts of the missionary lot in China are
entirely false…Among the most comfortable
residences in the port are the quarters of the
missionaries…’
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The entry to the old London
Missionary Society Church
where the legendary Griffiths
John lived for some years.

We go inside and meet Ms Pan, the pastor of the
Church. She obviously finds it interesting to meet
the grandson of a pioneer missionary of the CIM
who came to this part of Wuchang in 1881. She
speaks of Ma Lixun (Robert Morrison), the first
Protestant missionary in China who came out under
the auspices of the LMS in 1807. We walk across the
courtyard and go into the church with its
whitewashed walls and Gothic windows. When we
enquire from Ms Pan whether she has heard of
Swallow Hill, she points out the window to a small
steep hill rising up behind the church. I’m elated at
this news and begin to form a mental map of the CIM
on the hill and Mary Bryson walking up from this
very courtyard to be present at the farewell. We set
off up the road and climb a path up Swallow Hill. At
the top is a very handsome church building. Joe
reads the plaque and discovers that it is the Nunnery
of St Catherine, a French Catholic Order. ‘This can’t
be Swallow Hill,’ I say to Joe. We set off again along
the road in the direction of Snake Hill. Somewhere
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between the Nunnery of St Catherine and Snake Hill
is Swallow Hill or the site of Swallow Hill. We come
to Cosmetic Street (Yanzhi Lu) and walk along
expectantly until we come to a set of seminary
buildings of a distinct religious cast. I wonder if this
is it. No, it’s a Catholic training college.
Swallow Street
At last we find a Yanzi Lu (Swallow Street) and
surmise that this is where there was once a small hill
where the CIM sited their guest house. In a moment
we come to the Protestant church which is an eightstorey building with a small steeple on top. We go in
and are eventually ushered into the office of the
Chief Pastor Zhu Zhi Guo who confirms that this is
the CIM inspired church, the Dai Desheng (Hudson
Taylor) church. At last we have hit the jackpot! The
building is on a small rise and I suspect that it was
once much higher and was called Swallow Hill but
was flattened for development. Zhu is a shifty man
and seems uncomfortable in our presence. He
promptly gives me a printed sheet of paper with a
request for money, 70 million Yuan (RMB) no less,
to build extensions on to the Zhongnan Theological
College. We don’t stay long. I have a nasty feeling
that Zhu is a crook and is lining his own pockets. I
feel disappointed at coming to the end of our trail
and finding a Protestant business organization in an
eight-storey building on the place where great
grandad was farewelled on his first missionary
journey into the heart of Qing dynasty China. We
take a taxi and are soon in a very long neon-lit tunnel
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under the Chang Jiang. We emerge in Hankou and
are soon back in our hotel.

The Wuchang Protestant Church built on the site of the original guest
house of the China Inland Mission where the intrepid five were
farewelled.

William Edgar Geil, a traveller, described Wuchang
in 1911 as follows:
“…this is a sort of St Louis, with ocean steamers
starting hence down the Yangtze. So it is the official
capital of the province, with the usual military and
educational establishments and 200,000 sheltering
within its seven mile walls…It is cut in two by the
great Serpent Hill, running due east and west and
dividing it into two fairly equal halves.
At the west end of Serpent Hill, a part called Flower
Hill, stands a handsome three storey pagoda – just
north of the modern spine of the city runs and eastwest street lined with 7000 shops, the Broadway of
Wuchang. For more than half its length it is bounded
on the north by Cosmetic Hill, whose flank it turns
at the east to throw out any intrusive spirits. Flower-
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Garden Hill1 is still more to the north; this and the
space thence to the wall is a favourite quarter for
Mission establishments, American Episcopalian,
Londoners, Wesleyans and Swedes.”
George Andrew arrived in Shanghai on February
18th and left from the mouth of the Han on March
26th. In the five weeks between those two dates he
was in Shanghai for two and half weeks. On March
7th he and his travelling companion, Arthur Eason,
left for Wuchang with veteran missionary John
Coulthard who wrote: “I leave here today for
Wuchang with Messrs Eason and Andrew who seem
sterling missionaries prepared to endure hardness.”
It is also highly likely that the three travelled
between Shanghai and Wuchang in the same manner
as the British Consular officer, Augustus Raymond
Margary did in 1874. He left Shanghai on August
23rd and travelled up the Yangtze River by
steamboat. It was the ‘Hirado’ owned and managed
by the Shanghai Steam Navigation Company.
Margary described his cabin as large and airy and
the ‘Hirado’ as a wonderful structure and not like a
ship at all. He writes:
“She had a tall narrow funnel in front of each paddle
box, tier upon tier of cabins built on the smallest
possible hull, and the general appearance of a
gaudy palace of pleasure full of windows and
terraces floating upon the water.”

1

Flower-Garden Hill is Tan Hua Lin.
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It was in fact a Mississippi paddle steamer built in
the USA.
For perhaps two weeks Arthur Eason and George
Andrew live at the guest house on Swallow Hill.
There they meet their travelling companions,
Charlotte Kerr and the newly married James and
Ellen Broumton. The three young ones Arthur,
George and Charlotte are outfitted with Chinese
gowns and the two men glossy mandarin caps with
a false pigtail sewn into the back, until they could
grow their own.
Up to this point one may assume that Arthur Eason
and George Andrew must have been somewhat
taken with their missionary experience: the giddy
round of valedictory meetings in London, the tender
farewells with family, the exotic voyage from
Marseilles, the excitement of arriving in Shanghai, a
developing treaty port with a strong British
presence, the voyage upstream in a Mississippi
paddle steamer and then Flower Garden Hill and its
peaceful piety. However, life was about to change
dramatically.
On March 25th they were farewelled by Hudson
Taylor and it is this event that is brought to life by
Mary Bryson of the LMS. Mrs Bryson has been
invited by Mr and Mrs Baller of the CIM to come
along for the occasion and swell the crowd. She is
obviously delighted to do so and writes extensively
about her feelings on the matter. ‘Where is the
Christian’ she says, ’who would not wish them Godspeed in this noble work?’ ‘All honour to the brave
men…the noble women…the maidens…the young
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wives…who go into districts where no Christian
mission has before been established.’
* * * * *
Lu Shi Kou
On Thursday, April 21st I set off with Joe for Chibi.
We farewelled our friends at the hotel in Hankou and
returned to Wuchang where the bus station was
situated that catered for passengers going to places
south of the Chang Jiang. Chibi is the nearest town
to the mouth of the River Lu. ‘Chi Bi’ means ‘Red
Cliffs’. In the winter of 208 AD, during the period
known as The Three Kingdoms, there was a decisive
battle fought on the Yangtze for control of China
south of the River. The two southern warlords, Liu
Bei and Sun Quan joined forces to defeat Cao Cao,
the northern warlord. It was a naval battle fought on
a broad stretch of the river near the town of Chibi.
The distance between Chibi and the mouth of the Lu
is about 6 kilometres. I am moved by the thought
that my great grandfather and his companions had
their first dramatic adventure at a place of such
historic significance…just a few kilometres away
from one of the major battle sites of Chinese history.
After a hearty meal of chicken soup with savoury
meatballs, egg and mushrooms and garlic cabbage
we set off in a taxi for the banks of the Yangtze
where the Battle of the Red Cliffs was supposedly
fought. We drive along a broad highway, well
signposted, past a power station and half a dozen
little villages until we begin to descend to the plain
of the River. We see a sign that says, ‘Jin Tan
Village–Chibi Town’. A substantial tourist
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operation is being developed here. We walk through
an extended building site that seems to be creating a
film set of Han dynasty castles and moats. We come
at last to a high knoll above the river and go down a
path cut out of a cliff and see ahead of us on another
cliff face the two characters ‘Chi Bi’ Red Cliffs,
engraved into the cliff face and outlined in red paint.
We are told these characters are at least 1000 years
old and are the best evidence that the famous battle
happened here in the vast spread of brown waters
below us.
We return to the taxi and make our way out of the
village in the direction of the River Lu. Joe and I talk
to the taxi driver as we proceed. He says that Lu Shi
Kou is the name of an area and not a precise place.
Hong Miao or Red Temple is the most significant
place in this area. We turn off the main street and
drive on to a broad levee bank that follows the line
of the Chang Jiang in the direction of the River Lu.
There is a light rain falling and everything is a sharp
and vivid green in the misty light. As I look out to
the left I can’t see the river which is shrouded in mist
and groves of poplars. On the right are the backs of
farmhouses, prosperous and modern with the old
farmhouse still standing nearby. The taxi driver says
that we’re approaching the Lu River now and we
come to a point where the levee bank turns hard right
and begins to follow the line of the incoming Lu.
There is a ramp off the levee that leads to a dirt road
that heads directly towards the mouth of the Lu. We
drive down on to the dirt road and find ourselves in
a substantial river valley that looks like it may have
been occupied in the past. There are odd hollows and
steep banks that look man made. The whole area is
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a richly grassed in flowering clover and with the rain
drizzling down I feel as if I am in some otherworldly,
outlandish place, a wet, green world. There is
nothing here until we crest a small rise and there
below is the Lu River. A line of water buffaloes
browses along the muddy bank and two scruffy
sampans with a lean-to on the bank created out of
red, white and blue striped canvas thrown over a
rough frame. A man huddles inside. I look down the
curve of the Lu towards the Yangtze. An extensive
area of brown bulrushes breaks the still-life painting
of grey sky and water reflecting grey sky and vivid
green fields of clover. Meanwhile the rain envelops
me in a fine misty drizzle. We push through the wet
clover down towards the mouth glistening in the
distance. There are no tracks here just the stirred-up
mud along the edge of the river where the water
buffaloes sway along with their oddly dislocated-hip
walk. And then I see the mouth quite clearly.
Arthur Eason wrote:
On Saturday…we anchored in the mouth of a small
stream where a village is situated called Lu-k’i-k’o
(Lu Shi Kou).
There is no village here now. This area has long been
abandoned. Grizzled old farmer Rong appears out of
the hinterland and we question him about Lu Shi
Kou. He becomes loquacious and waves his hands
about:
‘There have been many floods here,’ he said,
‘thousands of people have died. Nobody comes here
anymore, even though the dam upstream has stopped
the floods this place is no good.’ He looked around
and shook his head. ‘It’s not a good place…’ he
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muttered. I had wondered why such an extensive
area of fertile land was not being planted with rice.
Rong clearly thought it was a haunted place.
James Broumton wrote that he thought it was a
blessing that the head boatman decided to anchor on
the east side of the mouth as when the storm burst
and the river rose it was the west side, where we
were standing, that was swept clear of boats. I
looked across the river to the east side and could
only see a massive concrete levee bank now running
along the edge of the Lu down to the Chang Jiang
and then turning sharply to follow the line of the
bigger river.
We anchored on the west side of the stream, and the
next day being Sunday we did not go on, but the
captain took the boat over to the east bank, that
being more convenient for the shop.
On Sunday night it began to rain. It rained steadily
all night and the next day. Numerous boats came out
of the Yangtze looking for shelter. They tied up, like
the teeth of a comb, all along both sides of the lower
reaches of the Lu River. But it was the Lu River that
was to prove treacherous. Soon it was experiencing
a flash flood:
…the rush of the stream soon grew terribly strong,
and at dusk we saw more boats carried down, and
the men could now do nothing; several turned over.
As it grew late more boats broke loose, and we heard
them crashing against others, and hurrying them
down the boiling stream.
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The young missionaries begin to fear for their lives
and at about midnight on Monday night Arthur
Eason and James Broumton decide to abandon the
boat after a particularly harsh crack delivered by the
neighbouring coal boat. The two women, Ellen
Broumton and Charlotte Kerr, are already on shore
sheltering in the shop and being looked after by
George Andrew. Broumton and Eason unload all
their personal effects, stack them up on the shoreline
and protected them from the rain with the bamboo
matting from the boat. The local people soon hear of
the foreign presence in their midst and bear down on
the shop demanding to see the women. Broumton
speaks to the crowd but to no effect. They find
another shop further along with no one in it and
decide to shelter there. It has a crude loft built above
the main room and the women sit up there. But the
people soon discover where they are and clamoured
outside demanding satisfaction. Some ‘roughs’
arrive and begin thrusting poles at the shuttered
windows and trying to open them. They throw mud
at the crevices on the flimsy shop building. The
missionaries are greatly stressed. Charlotte Kerr
begins to show symptoms of ague. She is feverish
and begins to feel hot and cold at regular intervals.
The nervous tension is extreme for these young
English people far from home and kith and kin.
Arthur Eason writes vividly of the hasty removal of
their belongings from the boat at midnight:
All along the banks were piles of goods and cargoes
taken from other boats (but had put their families
and some of their belongings on shore beforehand),
lighted fires, which threw a lurid glow on the
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surrounding desolation, revealing the awful rush of
the torrent below us.
I stand knee deep in the clover looking down at the
mouth, a different configuration now, I suspect,
brought about by the lowering of the waters by the
dam. The construction of levee banks has also
altered the landscape. But this is the place where my
great grandfather had his first truly dramatic
experience of China. It may be demon-haunted for
old Rong but for me it’s a special place, a sacred
place almost. I can hear the crashing of boats and the
wild cries in the night of drowning men and the rush
of waters.

The peaceful, tamed Lu River of today about 500 metres
upstream from where it meets the Yangtze.

We turned away and climbed back in the taxi. The
driver had caught the spirit of why I had come here,
to this silent green place and he was nodding his
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head approvingly. The spirits of our forbearers are
always with us. In this I concur with the Chinese.
Where the Lu meets the Yangtze

Soon we’re back in Chibi and we head for the porkbone soup shop. The owner is delighted to see us
again and takes it as a compliment to his food,
which it is. I go to great lengths to let him know
that his soup is outstanding. He smiles and says that
he did a 20,000 Yuan course in soup-making. I am
prepared to believe him, given the steady flow of
customers in and out of his shop right through to
the wee small hours of night. We tuck in again to a
heady bowl of rich, fragrant soup chock-a-block
with savoury meatballs.
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Yueyang, Hunan
Next morning, we catch the bus to Yueyang.
The intrepid five eventually got away from Lu Shi
Kou after repairs to the boat and were swept along
by a strong wind to Yoh-chau (Yueyang). They
arrive there on Wednesday, 13th April. It had taken
them five days.
Joe and I sit on the bus. Joe puts his ear plugs in and
listens to music and I stare out the window. We pass
through an area of tea shrubs growing on the small
conical hills which fill the landscape, each one
calling out to be climbed. Here and there are valleys
heavily planted with young rice. We pass through a
village entirely given over to bamboo production.
Stacked along the sides of the road are bamboos.
There are thin, whippy bamboos and massive treelike ones. Some are being split down the middle and
converted into water channels. Then comes a line of
bamboo furniture shops with folding bamboo seats
and chaise-longues, coffee tables, dining room
tables and bird cages. The hills all around are heavy
with the feathery presence of bamboos, towering up
and draping down in all their classic beauty.
The country changes as we approach Yueyang. We
will soon leave the province of Hubei (north of the
lake) and come into Hunan (south of the lake). The
lake is Dong Ting and Yueyang sits strategically at
the point where the Yangtze turns due east and the
massive lake runs away to the south and the west.
Lake Dong Ting is a natural flood basin for the
Chang Jiang. It can expand from 3000 square
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kilometres to 20,000 sq. kms after the mid-year rainy
season. It’s shrunk since 1881 because of damming
and the general containment of water. It’s the home
of the threatened finless porpoise.
I look around and see numerous graves on the
hillsides as we come into the Yueyang area. They
flutter with gaudy wreaths. And then fields of
vegetables and we roll into Yueyang. It has taken us
two hours from Chibi. The intrepid five eventually
got away from the dreaded mouth of the Lu on
Saturday, April 9th and had their first glimpse of
Yueyang early in the morning of Wednesday, 13th
April.
Arthur Eason describes it:
“Soon after three o’clock this morning we were
moving again. The moon was shining most
brilliantly. It was a lovely sight to see the distant
hills, the city of Yueyang in the foreground, and
numbers of vessels in full sail upon the dark water,
the silvery light dancing on the waves. The city is
built on high ground, presenting a front to the river,
along the top of some low cliffs of red soil. The wind
dropped at about 10am so we anchored a short
distance above the city, just at the entrance to
Dongting Lake. Here we waited two days.”
Joe and I sit in a restaurant on the shores of the lake.
He recommends we eat some of the renowned lake
fish. The weather is near perfect as we sit in filtered
sunshine with the slightest of zephyrs coming off the
lake. The fish is good, a little like garfish. Yueyang
is famous for its ‘tower’. It is in fact more like a
temple. It sits on the ‘low cliffs of red soil’ above the
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lake. A little to the north is the point where the
Yangtze meets the lake and for a moment loses its
identity in the lake only to turn hard to the north and
move in the direction of Wuhan. We are only a few
hundred meters from the Tower, so I suggest to Joe
that we go and have a look. It was built by General
Lu Su at the time of the Battle of the Red Cliff to be
a look-out across the highly strategic area where the
lake meets the river. We walk along the foreshore
and come to the entrance of the Tower. It is a
delightful sculpted garden. The golden tiles of the
famous tower make it obvious in the distance.
The whole area has been landscaped with that
particular genius the Chinese have for imitating
nature. We saunter through with hundreds of
Chinese tourists, but no foreigners, until we come to
the golden tower itself. The tower is rebuilt at
intervals and the one before us was built in 1867 so
was the one seen by George Andrew and his
companions as they sailed past into the vast inland
sea of Lake Dongting. We climb up to the third level
and look out on the lake. Coal colliers and barges
move steadily across its still waters in the sunlit mist.
We find a gallery of old photos of the Tower. One
photo, in particular, strikes me as looking like what
George Andrew might have seen from the lake as
they sailed by. It was taken in 1915. The amount of
landscaping becomes obvious from this photo where
the foreshore has been radically altered. It is the
same temple/look-out up above.
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The sculpted gardens around the Yueyang Tower

The Golden Tower of Yueyang, rebuilt many times. Here since The Three Kingdoms period

Looking down from the top level of the Golden Tower at Lake Dongting
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The Golden Tower 1915

The Golden Tower 2011

.
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Adam Dorward and Yang Cunling
James Broumton writes: On Monday we had a fair
wind and by the evening sighted the Yoh-Chau
(Yueyang)Pagoda. We anchored for the night at the
Customs Station…This morning, Wednesday 13th,
we reached Yoh-Chau early and then came on to the
entrance to the lake, where we are at present
anchored, waiting for the wind. About 4.00pm we
were surprised by the arrival of the evangelist Yang
Tsuen-ling (Yang Cunling), who tells us he has come
with Mr Dorward from Han-Kow (Hankou), and
that they have been but four days on the way; we
have been nineteen days…On Wednesday evening
Mr Dorward came on board.”
Adam Dorward sailed for China on May 2nd, 1878.
“Born and brought up in
comfortable circumstances in the
Scottish
border
town
of
Galashiels, he forsook brilliant
business prospects for the high
but arduous calling of a pioneer.
Endowed with a strong will and
firm resolution, he was yet at the
same time one of the meekest and least self-assertive
of men. Resigning his connection with his uncles,
Messrs J&W Cochrane, tweed manufacturers of Mid
Mill, he entered Harley College for a course of 3 or
4 years training, after which preparation he sailed
for China…” (From ‘Adam Dorward’ by Marshall
Broomhall).
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Dorward first went into Hunan on October 18th,
1880, only about 6 months before the intrepid five
arrived in Yueyang. One can guess that he was about
25 years old, hardly a seasoned missionary! He
appears out of the mists of the middle Yangtze with
his travelling companion, Yang Cunling, having
taken only four days to get from Wuchang to
Yueyang compared with the intrepid five’s nineteen
days. He is to accompany them for the rest of their
journey through to Guiyang, Guizhou. This strong,
determined Scot was to show great compassion to
George Andrew who was about to break out in the
early symptoms of smallpox.
Arthur Eason said:
“We were greatly cheered by meeting our brother
Dorward in Yoh-Chau.”
James Broumton said:
‘We were all glad to see him and spent a nice
evening together.”
They follow Adam Dorward’s boat across the lake.

*****
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Changsha
On Sunday, April 23rd Joe and I decide on a detour
to the capital city of Changsha. I suddenly realize
that it was almost 130 years to the day that the
intrepid five started their journey across the lake to
Changde. We set off in a minibus but whilst waiting
in downtown Yueyang we witness a domestic
argument where a young man is pushing a young
woman around and shouting at her. A crowd quickly
gathers. There is much speculation on the bus as to
what the problem might be. As the woman appeared
to be demanding money from the man someone
suggested that she was a prostitute who had not been
paid.
I am looking forward to seeing Changsha as it was
here that Hudson Taylor died in 1905. I hope to see
his grave. We travel at 100ks per hour down a broad
freeway with a neatly clipped hedge dividing the
lanes. The countryside is breathtakingly beautiful:
small conical hills alive with feathery bamboos and
tongues of farmland curling around amongst the
hills. This is where Mao Zedong grew up and from
the first missionary journey in 1875 this is the
province that was regarded as the hard nut to crack,
the province that spurned the missionary initiative; a
province of fiery, bad tempered people who ate fiery
food.
A sleek, black BMW cruises past at 130 kms and Joe
turns to me and remarks ‘Bu Mou Wou!’ The
Chinese name for the BMW which translates as
‘Don’t touch me!’ It is the ‘don’t touch me’ car of
China now, the one most desired by the bureaucrats
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and business elite. We only spend a night in
Changsha but discover during that time that Hudson
Taylor died there but was buried in the Jiangsu city
of Jianjang. During the afternoon we visit the
Changsha Museum. By government edict, entry to
all museums across China is now free but you do
have to line up for a ticket. Here I am captivated by
the mummified remains of early Han dynasty rulers,
the Ma Wang Dui, 2100 years ago.
Changde
The next morning we set off for Changde. This
involves a north westerly run by bus to a place called
Yiyang on the southern shores of Lake Dongting.
Long threads of lake run out from the main body of
the lake and rice is grown intensively everywhere.
It’s dead flat and featureless and doubtless was part
of the lake before the long, sustained drying up of
the lake from the damming of the rivers.
A young woman across the aisle introduces herself
as Buo Rong, student of English at Changde
University. She tells me that Changde is one of the
ten garden cities of China. I also know that in
November 1943 the Imperial Japanese Army fought
fiercely to capture the city and some 300,000
civilians died in the battles. It was also the chosen
site for Japanese experiments in spreading bubonic
plague and using poison gas.
The man sitting in front of me is engrossed in a travel
magazine about Thailand. Others are eating snack
food out of packets. The countryside soon changes
to the ubiquitous small conical hills and feathery
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bamboos towering upwards into the sky and then
exploding out into a shower of gold. Nearing
Changde the landscape flattens out again as we
approach the mouth of the Yuan River, one of the
main feeders into Lake Dongting. We cross the river
which is busy with boats great and small moving
steadily up and down. We’re soon settled in our
hotel and decide to walk down to the river.
It was the Yuan River that gave the intrepid five their
most trouble. The river runs from the south to the
north for most of the length of Western Hunan. It
was a significant part of the ancient route from the
northern parts of China down to Yunnan province in
the far south and the borders of Burma. It was the
route travelled by the Mandarin class.
And it is here that on Friday 22nd April, George
Andrew begins to show signs of smallpox.
James Broumton writes on the following Tuesday:
“Now we have another trial. On Friday evening Mr
Andrew had a bad headache. He was in bed on
Saturday and Sunday with a good deal of fever,
which proves now to be the commencement of
smallpox. Mr Dorward is nursing him. It seems but
a mild attack. We trust we may all be kept from
taking the disease.”
Charlotte Kerr writes:
“Since arriving here the Lord has sent sickness
among us. Mr Andrew has small pox, but in a mild
form. Yesterday the eruption came out. He has had
no delirium and is quite happy with the Lord’s
dealings with him. Mr Dorward is the nurse and I do
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what I can as doctor. He has been removed to the
stern of the boat: he is quiet there and in some
measure removed from us; but he was so long right
among us all that only the Lord’s good hand upon
us will prevent the infection from spreading. We are
using plenty of carbolic acid, and having as much
fresh air as possible all through the boat. Mr
Dorward is so good and gentle with Mr Andrew. I
am very thankful indeed that the Lord has sent him
to us.”
After a lunch of chilli chicken, eggplant and a soup
of wild vegetable leaves and rice noodles, we
ambled down to a ferry terminus on the banks of the
Yuan.

Mr Zhang's ferry terminus at Changde on the Yuan River

There we met Mr Zhang who was doing very well
from a steady stream of customers who were paying
1 Yuan to cross the broad lower reaches of the river
in a ferry that had seen better days.
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Mr Zhang's ferry

We asked Zhang about sightseeing trips up and
down the river. He shook his head and said there was
no demand for it, but his offsider would take us for
a run in their little motorboat if we liked? How
much? 150 Yuan? No, no, that’s far too much, how
about 50? 80 he said. We agreed on 80 Yuan and the
next minute we were taken through the private
quarters of the ferry terminal, which was an old
houseboat, and climbed into a rusty cast-iron tub
with an outboard engine attached. Zhang’s offsider
found a chair and fixed it in place in the tub for me.
After a few pulls on a rope the outboard coughed
into life and we set off upstream.
Mr Zhang's first assistant
takes us on a run up the Yuan
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Families live out their lives on these ageing river boats

The river was busy with an endless movement of
boats of all descriptions. We putted up the river for
some distance and then turned around and went
downstream to the main bridge. I imagined myself
back in time with the intrepid five and had a feeling
of the vastness of this stretch of water and the tiny
cockleshell boat they occupied. Here I was in a boat
only marginally smaller than theirs. We headed back
to the terminal and about 100 meters away from our
destination the engine coughed hesitantly and gave
up. Our boatman furiously tugged at the starting
cord and the engine broke into a half-life and we
began to inch forward again. Joe and I looked at each
other and smiled. The boatman explained that this
was an old problem and we would undoubtedly get
to the dock, but it might take some time. I was very
glad that we weren’t way out in the middle of that
inland sea. After some time, we nosed slowly into
the dock and tied up.
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Zhang offered us tea and we sat down in his tiny
sitting room and asked him about the Yuan River.
He told us that he had formerly been a navigator of
boats up the river but had now retired and was
content to run this ageing ferry across the river. I
asked him about the rapids.
James Broumton wrote:
“We had a merciful deliverance at one rapid on the
4th May. The boat got out into the stream, and the
rope had to be cast off; the raging waters carried
her down rapidly; and we were all on shore but Mr.
Andrew, who was sick in bed, and Mr. Dorward who
was nursing him. There were only three men on
board to work the boat, and we expected to see her
dashed on the rocks which strewed the stream. She
drifted across the stream to some rocks but did not
strike heavily. They then attempted to get her head
upstream and to cross over again; just then a boat
came down the rapid at a great pace and was going
full on to our boat. Their men tried their hardest to
veer her, and succeeded in running alongside our
boat, so the collision was not serious. It was fearful
to be on shore looking on. Our men who had been
tracking now came up and more men were put on to
the towing line, and they succeeded this time in
getting up safely.”
Zhang knew a great deal about the rapids and
described four consecutive rapids (also mentioned
by Augustus Margary) that had once caused endless
trouble about 100 kms upstream. They are now deep
under the dammed-up waters. The first was called
Wong Zi Dong after a deep, narrow-mouthed clay
container with an alternative name of Shi Li Chang
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Tan (10 Li Long Rapid), the second was the Qing
Lan Tan or Clear Wave Rapids, the third was the
Heng Shi Tan or Obstructing Stone Rapid and the
fourth the Jiu Qi Tan. I busily made notes as he
talked. It was one of these rapids that was the place
of the near miss described above.
The descriptions provided by these young
missionaries of their river adventure lacks the detail
that Isabella Bird gives in her remarkable book, The
Yangtze Valley and Beyond. She travelled up the
Yangtze in 1897 and wrote vividly of the experience
of being pulled upstream through the rapids in the
Three Gorges Area. Reading her accounts helps to
flesh-out a background of actions and people that
were deemed as superfluous in most missionary
descriptions.
‘Narrow, steep flights of steps are in many places
cut into the rock to facilitate tracking, as well as
rock paths a foot or so wide, some only fifteen or
twenty feet above the river, others at a giddy height
on which the trackers looked no bigger than flies.
The reader must bear in mind that all difficulties of
getting up and down are largely increased by the
river varying in height forty, fifty and even sixty feet
at different seasons, and there are water lines even
seventy feet above the winter level. When I came
down many of these paths and stairs were
submerged several feet. On all of these, and indeed
for much of the upward journey, the life of the
tracker is in continual peril from losing his foothold
owing to the slipperiness of the rock after rain, and
from being dragged over and drowned by the
backward tendencies of a heavy junk tugging at the
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end of 1200 feet of a heavy bamboo hawser as thick
as an arm.’
Hongjiang
It’s Anzac Day in Australia, Monday, April 25th
when Joe and I set off on a bus from the Changde
bus station. We are going to Huaihua and from there
to Hongjiang. The aim is to follow the course of the
Yuan River as closely as possible, but I soon realize
that this is not going to happen as the new ChangshaChonqing freeway only intermittently meets the
river. This freeway will take us to Yuanling where it
will continue in a westerly direction through the
world heritage Wuling Shan and onwards to
Chongqing. We will move on in a southerly
direction on the Hangrui expressway. This freeway
links Hangzhou on the coast with the city of Ruili on
the border of Myanmar in the far south west corner
of Yunnan province. This extraordinary road, the
G56, when complete, will be just short of 3000 kms
long and will connect with Myanmar’s National
Highway 3. The road distance between Melbourne
and Perth is 3,409 kms. The rapidity with which
China is building an infrastructure of highways,
crisscrossing this vast and mountainous country, is
breathtaking.
The bus driver tells me that I am only the second
foreigner that has travelled this way in the past year.
We will change buses at Huaihua and then drop
southwards to the once prosperous river port of
Hongjiang. I had James Broumton’s detailed
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description to work from. It was this precious
information that I was going to use in my search for
the notorious ‘Snail Rapid’ where great granddad, a
mere 23 year old, born and bred in the industrial city
of Manchester, ill with small-pox in the heart of
Western Hunan, was rescued and ‘carried up the
steep path to the house in a sheet slung from a pole.’
Joe and I are sitting together on the bus and he tells
me that Western Hunan has a reputation for being a
dangerous, lawless place; a hide-out for rebels and
that at one time Mao made an effort to clean it up.
This accords with early missionary experience of
Hunan and, in particular, the experience of Adam
Dorward, companion to the intrepid five and nurse
to Great Granddad. In December 1881, Adam
Dorward (according to Mission history), returned to
Hongjiang with the intention of establishing a toehold for the CIM there. He rented premises but never
stayed for longer than three months as he felt the
enmity of the local people. In 1883 he came to settle
but when he moved into the house a mob of angry
locals descended on the house, broke down the front
door and demanded that he leave immediately. He
remonstrated with the people but to no effect and he
ended up taking shelter in the magistrate’s house, the
local Yamen.
All this is in my mind as we move along a road that
stays with the meanderings of the Yuan River. We
pass through little farming villages with traditional
threshing floors in front of the houses. All of a
sudden, the face of Yao Ming, the legendary 7 foot
tall Chinese basketball player, stares at me from a
wall exhorting me to buy a particular brand of
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washing machine. We move down a market street
with a miscellany of goods: shoes, clothes, bikepumps, nuts, dried noodles and herbs, brassieres and
brooms. Everybody is busy. A man is chipping away
at a concrete foundation here. We pass through a toll
gate and I look out on a hillside of graves with their
silvery, tinsel ‘spinning wheel’ decorations
fluttering in the wind. It’s a bountiful area of rice;
the pale green fields stretch away and small figures
in bright red stand out in the distance. The bus
suddenly brakes and slows down. I see a policeman
sitting by the side of the road. The sky is a clear blue
and the fields are lush. There seems no pollution
here. I can see Wulingshan to the west, conical
mountains rising steeply into the sky.
The hills of Wulingshan which Charlotte Kerr so admired

Charlotte Kerr wrote:
“The beautiful scenery has indeed been a treat to
me. The first week after leaving Changde, as soon as
it was light enough to see anything, I was sitting up
at my little window drinking in delight from the
beautiful hilly and woody country, that seemed to
become either more lovely or more splendidly bold
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at each turn of the river. It seemed to make a child
of me again, and to take me back to the bonny hills
of Scotland, where I used to be as wild and merry as
a Scotch child can be in holiday time. It made me
think too of my beautiful home that is being prepared
for me, where we shall all feel eternally young and
free from all shadow of care. After we have suffered
a while that will come and be all the sweeter because
of the toil and weariness of the way in the
wilderness.”
We swing down the Hang-Rui expressway where a
large sign over the road says: ‘Wish you a pleasant.’
And further on another sign that cautions drivers:
‘Foul weather – slow down.’ The Yuan River is a
mere trickle now with the extensive damming that
has taken place during the last 50 years. A J
Broomhall, the definitive chronicler of the history of
the CIM up to 1905, says that travel in 19th century
China was usually by water on navigable rivers as
land travel was ’20 to 40 times’ more expensive. It’s
all changed now, and the rivers of China have been
dammed and tamed and diverted.
We fill up with petrol at Yuanling and 650 Yuan is
paid for 88 litres. That’s about $100 Australian. I am
riveted for a few minutes at the sight of a woman
down the aisle eating a duck’s head. She works it
over from every angle sucking the tiny scraps of
flesh off it. We leave the Wulingshan area and it
recedes into the background as we come into a
distinctly more banal countryside with the marks of
poverty here and there. We pass through a dirt-poor
village where the people seem to have hit rockbottom poverty. Half the village seems to be in ruins
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and the people are squatting on their haunches
nibbling sunflower seeds and spitting the husks into
the street. The whole area is scruffy, demoralized
and drab. Hamlet’s lines coming floating into my
head:
‘How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable,
Seem to me all the uses of this world!
Fie on’t! ah fie! ’tis an unweeded garden,
That grows to seed; things rank and gross in nature
Possess it merely.’
I look down into valleys of despair and think of the
missionaries and their remedy of salvation. This
would then end their despair…I don’t think so, I
mutter disbelievingly to myself, it’s all about having
a few bob in your pocket…
We approach Hongjiang and the river is broad and
still. I suspect there’s a local dam that has long since
inundated ‘Snail Rapids’ and the island in the middle
of the river and the temple on the hill where the deaf
priest held court. We pass distinctive farmhouses
with flat rooftops roofed over and open to the air
where rice and corn could be stored. They looked
like Swiss chalets. We book into our hotel and plan
the next day for tracking down ‘Snail Rapids’. Then
we step out for a hearty meal of Mei Cai Kou Rou
the ‘kou rou’ being thick slices of pork laid on a bed
of preserved, salted vegetables which is the ‘mei
cai’. Added to this were snow peas, lightly cooked
and tossed in a delicate garlic sauce and a dish of hot
peppers with pickled vegetables and ground pork.
All this for the sum of 58 Yuan or $9 Australian.
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In the morning we breakfasted on the street at a
popular wonton soup and pork bun outlet and then
wander down to the waterfront. The city of
Hongjiang is situated at the junction of two rivers,
the Yuan Jiang and the Wu Shui. We explore along
the banks of the Yuan and notice an area of
traditional (Qing dynasty) streets and houses. We
soon discover that the area is a museum and there is
an entry fee. We pay our dues and with three or four
other people set off on a guided tour. I am delighted
as now I am looking at what the intrepid five walked
into, the same streetscape, shops, medicine hall,
opium den, brothel, banks, the entire social context
of 1881.
I photograph the introductory plaque. Allowing for
curious errors of grammar and quaint vocabulary, it
reads as follows:

Hongjiang Ancient Commercial City
Hongjiang Ancient Commercial City (HACC) boasts
a long history and a profound embodiment. It
originated from the Spring and Autumn period in
China, took shape in the prosperous Tang dynasty,
and flourished in Ming and Qing dynasty. It is
famous for the assembling and distribution of
Hongjiang Tung oil, logs, opium and white wax. It
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has been reputed as ‘thoroughfare of seven
provinces’, ‘Small Chongqing’, ‘Small Nanjing’,
‘Pearl of West Hunan’ and ‘Metropolis of the South
West.’ It was the economic, military, religious and
cultural centre of South West Hunan. In the reign of
Ming and Qing dynasty the city was rather
prosperous and thriving just as the description says:
“Businessmen are flocking and clustering; cargo
and wealth are concentrated; houses are arrayed in
serrate formation; ships are clustered like clouds;
lights and chimney smokes are released from
thousands of houses; what a marvelous town it is!”
The businessmen, tourists and migrant citizens from
the 18 provinces, 24 prefectures, and over 80
counties in the country flooded here to conduct their
businesses to and fro for many times. The
businessmen stayed there for a long time and left a
thriving group of descendants. Later business
circles were formed to constitute an unprecedented
prosperous commerce and economy.
After one thousand year historical evolution HACC
still keeps intact over 380 ancient architectures of
Ming, Qing and Republic period with a total area of
300,000 square meters, such as assembly hall, firm,
tavern, brothel, armed escort firm, workshop,
newspaper office, opium house, temple and
residential houses. The architecture’s large scales,
grandness, oddity and intactness are rather rare in
China. The Yinziwu houses (a type of local ancient
house featuring closure and good utilization of
space and lighting), which boasts warmth in winter
and coolness in summer are built according to the
mountainous physiognomy. They are either built at
the high slope, or at the deep alley, or by the

167

Travels with Joe
riverside being connected through the winding
bluestone slabs or see-sawing stone step piers. One
by one, patch by patch, with the mountain as the
frame, the river as the blood vein and according to
the layout of Ying Yang Ba Gua (a traditional
Chinese diagram showing the harmony between
human and nature), the houses lie in undulation
within the “seven frames, eight alleys and nine
streets.” It is just like “a vivid Qing Ming festival by
the riverside (a famous ancient Chinese painting)
depicting the daily common life of the locals in Ming
and Qing dynasty”; and is a “real life text book
introducing the early history of capitalism and a
living museum integrating the mix of politics,
military affairs, economy, religion and cultural
history. It was reputed as “Top Ancient Commercial
City in China.”
I am captivated by its eight alleys and nine streets.

Plenty of washing down this laneway
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One of the nine streets of old Hongjiang

One of the eight alleys

We soon discover there are people living here and
this gives it a further authenticity. It’s built on a
hillside falling away down to the river.
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We investigate a ‘Yinziwu’ house with its
balconies running around a central light well.

A 'Yinziwu' house

This is the China great granddad came to and lived
in. Is it any wonder that the local people rose up
against Adam Dorward and when he remonstrated
with them and pointed out that he had been engaged
in doing ‘virtuous deeds’ in the town, the people
cried out ‘We know your deeds are virtuous, but we
don’t want you to do your virtuous deeds here.”
They drove him out. What is so evident in this
beautifully preserved slice of Qing dynasty China is
the intimacy and self-containment of a Chinese
community. The arrival of a foreigner was a crass
intrusion on a tightly knit community where there
were no surprises, and everything needed was in
place. Other parts of China were more welcoming,
so I suspect that the Hongjiang response was to some
extent related to its commercial prosperity. They
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simply did not need or want anything to impinge on
their comfort and wealth.
I watch a man shaping a barrel with traditional
carpentry tools.

A cooper at work

We go into a shop selling antiques and Mao
memorabilia.

Mao presiding over bits and pieces for sale.
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We watch a man descend a steep
flight of stairs down to the river.

Inside a doorway
was a woman doing
her washing.
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In the courtyard of a rich man's
house being instructed by a guide in
Qing costume

Interior of the Bank
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An artfully constructed wall of
vertically placed river stones

An ornamental stone water container
or 'gang'.

An
advertisement
for
Double Crane Cigarettes
from the Republican period
(After 1911)
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Joe and I resting in the temple below the figure of the legendary Zhu Geliang

In conversations later I hear of the fame of Tung Oil. It was the
original wood varnish and is referred to in the writings of
Confucious in pre-Christian times. Hongjiang was a centre for
Tung Oil and doubtless helped to make it prosperous.

‘Snail’ Rapids
We emerged from Old Hongjiang some hours later and looked
for a teahouse. We soon found one that served homemade
honey and grapefruit tea and we were taken into a cozy corner
at the back of the shop. The tea was very refreshing and after a
second cup Joe opened up a conversation with the shop keeper.
‘Do you know of a place called Snail Rapids – Luo Si Ping?’
said Joe.
‘Well,’ said the man, ‘I think you’ve made a mistake with the
name. There is a place nearby called Lu Ci Tan which means
Cormorant Rapids. There are no Snail Rapids around here but
I think you’re after the Cormorant Rapids and, furthermore, I
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can introduce you to a man who will know exactly where it is
or it used to be, it’s all underwater now. His name is Liang and
his son is a good friend of mine.’ With that he began to
manipulate his mobile phone and soon fell into shouting with
his mate Xiao Liang (Young Liang). He told him that there was
a foreign friend here who was looking for the Cormorant
Rapids and maybe he could help him out? In no time at all Xiao
Liang walked in the door dressed in leather and swinging a
Wehrmacht – style crash helmet in his hand. He’d arrived on
his bike. There was an animated conversation for some time
between him and Joe and further shouted phone conversations
with another friend who had a car. Liang’s friend arrives a few
minutes later in a late model Nissan and soon Joe and I are
sitting up in the back seats moving along the banks of the Yuan
to the point where the intrepid five had their last and most
trying adventure which caused them to give up water travel in
favor of foot slogging.
.

Xiao Liang (left) and the driver of the Nissan with me outside the front door of the
Liang home.

The surrounding mountains are covered in towering bamboos.
Xiao Liang tells us his father, Liang Gang, is a bamboo farmer
and only grows rice and vegetables for the family. We pull up
in front of Farmer Liang’s home.
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Farmer Liang's home. Upstairs is mostly a
storage area. Joe strokes the family dog
.

Liang Gang was born in 1947. He emerged from one end of the
house, rubbing the sleep from his eyes. He was a lean and fit
man and, like many of his generation, of taciturn ways. I liked
his tanned, honest face and when I commented on his black
hair with barely a trace of grey, he admitted to applying black
dye from time to time.
Liang’s wife was at work, but we met his daughter-in-law and
grandson. We described our mission. We gave him the salient
details of what happened early on the morning of May 18th,
1881. He listened, poker-faced, without comment even though
it was an outlandish story of an incident that had happened 130
years ago. I particularly emphasized: the name of the rapids –
Luo Si Ping – which had been translated in 1881 as ‘Snail
Rapids’; the island in the middle of the river; the temple high
on the northern bank. Liang stubbed out his cigarette, got up
and said, ‘I’ll take you to it.” We then set off on a 10-minute
walk along the river to where a friend of Liang’s had his boat
tied up.
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Liang
Gang

Liang's friend's boat

Liang explained to me that he had lived in this area all his life
and his parents before him. He confirmed that the missionary
interpreters had got it wrong back in 1881; they had misheard
Lu Ci for Luo Si. Lu Ci meant ‘cormorant’ and he explained
that cormorants frequented the rapids, prior to the building of
the dam, because the fish were abundant. He remembered the
island but said it was deep under water now as the dam, built
in 1990, had lifted the water levels 30 meters or more.
“But,” he said, “the site of the temple on the northern bank is
known to me because during the Cultural Revolution I and a
number of my friends were in the Red Guard and we were let
loose on that temple and we destroyed it.” At this he smiled
wryly as if he wasn’t sure that they had done the right thing or
that I would approve. I kept a poker face.
“There was an old tree growing in the courtyard of the temple.
It was struck by lightning a few years ago but the stump of it
still sticks out above the tree line.” We walked down to an old
tin tub held by an anchor thrown across a mud bank.
Soon we were chugging quietly up the Yuan River to
Cormorant Rapids – Lu Ci Tan. I must admit to a feeling of
excitement that I was going to see the very place that George
Andrew, a 23 year old Mancusian, who would become my
great grandfather, had been caught in the rapids whilst still
recovering from small-pox. I wanted very much to see this
place although I knew it was not going to be anything like it
was in 1881. The river had risen 30 meters - that had to alter
the appearance of things. We come to a muddy bank.
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The site of Guanyin's temple
marked by the gaunt tree trunk

My Chinese companions, there are five of them now, surround
me with hands out, concerned that I will slide into the river.
Liang explains that there was a cliff here before the water rose,
known as Guanyin’s Cliff and the temple was on the top of the
cliff and was dedicated to Guanyin. Guanyin, the Goddess of
Mercy, is far and away the most popular deity in the Chinese
pantheon. She was here to extend mercy to those travellers
through the rapids below.
The temple site is now just a slightly flattened area grown over
with shrubs. I climb up through the steep shrubbery, holding
on to branches and roots to pull myself up to the old site. I stood
there in the dense shrubbery looking down at the water below
and hearing again the cries of the hapless missionaries, deep
down below in the cavernous river valley. I see the deaf priest
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moving about his duties here by this massive tree trunk sticking
up in the air, oblivious of the drama being played out below.
Looking through the
trees at the Yuan
River from the site of
the temple of Guanyin

It’s all so far away and long ago but somehow I feel satisfied
now that I have seen this place. My mission is complete. I feel
as if I have paid my respects to my great grandfather, in some
way I have brought him back to life for myself and thus derived
from it the value that we can all get from history, the recreation
of past experience that helps to situate oneself in the world.
Gustaf Sobin wrote an essay on the remnants of a Roman
aqueduct and observed that:
“…an aqueduct offers us a set of analogous images for our
own personal sense of rupture, fragmentation, discontinuity.
Reading its vestiges, we cannot help but feel that we’re
interpreting something of ourselves. That we’re attempting to
reconstitute, no matter how subliminally, sections of our own,
obliterated itinerary: that its text might very well underlie our
own.”
I certainly feel as if I am interpreting something of myself,
reconstituting an ‘obliterated itinerary’. This is giving me the
sense of a family continuity, of a family history that I need, in
a sense, to complete myself. It’s all underwater, a longvanished island and a set of rapids that only the older folks

180

Travels with Joe
know about now. But I have met with my great grandfather
here and shared in his experience.
On the way back Liang opens up on the subject of the
Cormorant Rapids and tells us that ancient arrow heads have
been found on the river bed dating back to the Three Kingdoms
Period in the early 3rd century AD when the Han dynasty came
to an end. Before the dam was built, the local farmers dug out
the sand and river pebbles and found these ancient artefacts and
took them home.

Back at the hotel that evening:
I sit down with Joe that evening in the hotel and go over the
day’s events. I am fascinated by the apparent error of hearing
by the early missionaries who heard Luo Si Tan for Lu Ci Tan
and called the rapids ‘Snail’ instead of ‘Cormorant’. Of course,
there is always the possibility that in 1881 they were called the
‘Snail Rapids’ and that the name changed some time after that.
Who knows? However, given the closeness in sound it’s very
likely that they did mishear. There are many examples in
missionary history of similar confusion in engaging with such
a finely nuanced tonal language. The most famous error is the
with the word Zhu which means ‘pig’ if it is pronounced with
the first flat tone, and ‘Lord’ if it is pronounced with the
curving third tone. Isabella Bird saw in 1897 that the slow
progress of Christianity was, in part, to do with the difficulty
of mastering the language which she describes as having
‘…peculiar inflections and tones, the guttural and aspirated
modulations which must be carefully observed…’.
We talk about our new found friend Liang and how as a 20 year
old he is fired up with the destructive madness of the Red
Guards and, in company with his friends, destroys, in an act of
officially sanctioned vandalism, the temple of Guanyin high
above the wooded island and Cormorant Rapids below. I ask
Joe how he feels about that time of destruction, the great chaos.
He was born in 1964 so was not aware of what was happening
but looks at me and, in his Chinese way, says ‘It’s a pity.’ An
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understatement I would have thought. He comments on the
great gaunt blasted tree trunk which he thinks may have been
1000 years old and was probably struck by lightning. We
imagine warriors from the 3rd century trying to get up these
rapids and losing their weapons in the raging waters, leaving
arrow heads for posterity.
All of this re-imagining the past prompted Joe to tell me more
about his family. I asked him about his father and whether or
not he was badly treated during the Cultural Revolution?

Joe’s Story
“I don’t know very much about my family because my father
didn’t talk about it very often except when he was with my
uncles. All I know is that my great grandfather began life as a
clerk in a firm and then after a few years of struggling in the
world of commerce he had enough money to buy a shop and
land in the Tianshui area of Gansu province. He owned about
100 mu of land (a little short of 20 acres). The average farm
holding was 2 to 5 mu. This was during the 1920s, the so-called
War-Lord era. I think my great grandfather died young, maybe
in his 50s, and my grandfather inherited it all, but my
grandfather smoked opium and had little interest in developing
the family fortune. He grew cotton and about 80% of the profits
were used to feed his opium habit.
Just before the 1949 revolution my father predicted that Jiang
would lose, and Mao would win and therefore we should sell
the land before Mao won or we would be targeted as
‘landlords’. My grandfather did not agree and thought we
should hold on to the family prosperity. After the revolution
grandfather did try to sell the land, but too late! It was a hot
potato! Nobody wanted to buy land anymore. In time the
Communist administration took control of Tianshui and our
ancestral lands were confiscated, and my grandfather and
father and their families were expelled to the countryside. They
lived in a simple thatched house that had been a shelter for
animals. My father was born in 1927 so was in his early 20s
and had just graduated from college. He could not get work,
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so he became a street pedlar and sold soap and combs from a
basket on his back. For two years he wandered the countryside
trying to earn a few dollars.
In 1951 his luck turned. He saw an advertisement from the
Xi’an Foreign Language Institute offering a free study of
Russian with a living allowance thrown in. As there was no
public transport from Tianshui he walked to Baoji and then
took a train from there to Xi’an. He sat an entrance exam and
was accepted. For the next four years he studied Russian. At
that time Russian was very useful given the close relationship
between China and Russia. In 1956 he became a translator and
interpreter to the top leaders in Beijing and for a time lived in
the Forbidden City. He travelled to Russia as interpreter for
Chinese delegations.
In 1958 it all came to an end when the relationship soured. He
was no longer a much sought-after person. He returned to
Xi’an and translated Russian technical books that were of use
in the rapidly growing local industries. But that work soon
petered out and Russian lost its cachet and my father found
himself unemployed. He worked in university administration
for a time and then the Cultural Revolution broke out.
In 1969 he was declared a counter-revolutionary as he spoke
Russian! He was a reactionary, a ‘fang ge ming’. He was
‘obstructing’ the revolution. This was very bad. He was
‘exiled’ to Hanzhong. I was 5 years old. In 1978 he was
exonerated by Deng Xiao Ping and might have returned to
university work, but by that time he was 52 and he decided to
see out his days in Hanzhong where his family had grown up.
He died in 1996 of cancer. He was a true scholar, I admired
him very much. I also admire my great grandfather, as you do,
because he brought prosperity to the family. The family
originated in Shanxi province.”
Joe’s narrative came to an end and we sat in silence for a while.
Yes, I do admire George Andrew, I thought to myself, because
he did bring a kind of prosperity to the family. He gave me my
life-long love of China. He not only survived this trip but went
on to flourish as a missionary and stayed in China for 49 years.
Three of his own four children were born in China, including
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my grandmother, Esther, his first child born at Chongqing on
November 14th, 1884. In one moment of time George Andrew
made a decision that altered the destiny of his descendants. I
am grateful that he made that decision.

Xiao Liang’s Problem
At that moment there was a knock at the door and Xiao Liang
appeared in his black T-shirt and jeans. It soon became clear
that Liang Junior wanted to tell us a bit about himself. Perhaps
he felt liberated to tell all to an odd couple like me and Joe who
were obviously not going to tell on him. His story was that he
was the unwitting victim of the household registration system.
Although he had grown up on a farm as a young man, he had
managed to obtain urban registration by having an address in
Hongjiang. This was much more valuable than rural
registration as he could work at the more lucrative jobs offered
in the city. He worked for a while but didn’t like his job, gave
it up and went back to help his father on the farm. He didn’t
realize it at the time but in so doing he forfeited his urban
registration. When it sank in that he had lost his urban
registration with all the attendant benefits accruing, he was
greatly upset and remonstrated with the local authorities. Many
others were caught out similarly and, according to Liang, some
suicided out of sheer despair at being held at the bottom level
of what was effectively a caste system.
Liang must have had some friends in high places because
eventually he was awarded a one-off sum of 10,000 RMB as
recompense. In time the registration system loosened up and
he was able to get work in the city. He now works as a security
officer, responsible for the security of four banks, on an annual
salary of 20,000 RMB, about $3000 AUD. With this he
supports his wife and two children, and they live on the farm.
He said that his father still harvests bamboos for an income of
about 4000 RMB per annum and his mother receives a pension
of about 800 RMB per month as compensation for when the
business where she worked as a clerk, went bankrupt.
Gong Xikui, in an article evaluating the household registration
system, described it as being like a ‘pagoda’ which ‘cemented
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social status.’ He said: ‘It is nigh on impossible for a peasant
to transfer the household register to a non-rural or urban area
without abundant reasons and some very special contacts.’ And
a little further on he says the system, the ‘pagoda’ structure
‘forms a protective screen to consolidate social difference.’
It’s not surprising that Xiao Wang was profoundly upset when
he understood that he had been socially demoted and that to
claw back was virtually impossible.

Train to Guiyang
The next morning, we set off by car for Huaihua where we
would catch a train to Guiyang, the capital of Guizhou province
and the end of the journey for the intrepid five. The disaster in
the Cormorant rapids so demoralized them that they decided to
walk the rest of the way, about 500 kilometres, rather than
continuing by boat. However, from their reports it is clear that
they felt they had just about experienced everything possible
and that the rest of the journey was essentially an anti-climax.
It seems that they spent some time in the village of Lo-si-p’ing
on the south bank above the rapids, no doubt to give George
Andrew a little more time to recover. They did ride in a boat
once more in order to bypass the town of Kien-Yang Hien
(Qiancheng). From there they walked through the lush
mountainous landscape to Yanqiao and then followed the line
of a river that began in the hills near Guiyang, directly to the
capital city of Guiyang.
In the morning we got up and breakfasted on Tang fan – soup
noodles with chunks of pork and gaped at a passing wedding
procession. Xiao Liang arrived and whisked us away by car to
Huaihua where we would catch the train to Guiyang. On arrival
I tried to get out of my seatbelt and found that it was jammed.
I eventually had to uncoil myself and slither out from
underneath like a snake. It was clear that the seatbelt had rarely
been used. We bought two sit-up tickets for 65 RMB each and
headed for the train.
I reflected on the fact that the intrepid five had little to say
about the rest of the journey, nearly 600 kms, walking across
country. It took them a month at an average of about 20ks a
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day. It was the river journey that transfixed them and held them
in thrall and it was all they could write about.

Guiyang
The train slid through a landscape of wooded hills that were
familiar to me now, many hills a neat conical shape and deep
valleys planted out with rice. We arrived at Guiyang in the late
afternoon. Wandering around the city in the gloaming we had
a classic Chinese experience: we found a restaurant packed
with diners and impressed by this roaring trade we decided to
give it a try. It soon became clear that I was a bit of a novelty
for this restaurant and the owner-chef emerged from the
kitchen, a fat, jolly man, wiping his hands on his apron. He
asked me what I would like to eat, and I told him that I couldn’t
go past Mao Zedong’s favourite, ‘Hong Shao Ru’ (Red-cooked
pork). The jolly chef smiled and said that he would bring me
hong shao ru to die for, that I had come to the right place for
hong shao ru, that it was my great good fortune to have
stumbled in to his restaurant and that I would never forget this
day. He disappeared into the kitchen and a short time later out
came the hong shao ru. It was an astonishing blend of redcooked pork with sweet chestnuts. It was to die for. I ate it
slowly, savouring every mouthful and then called upon the
‘laughing Buddha’ to come out and be congratulated. He
appeared again smiling all over his wonderful moon face. I
presented him with an Australian twenty dollar note and
explained that it wasn’t the value of the note I wanted him to
remember but the symbolic exchange. He had titillated my
taste buds and in exchange I wanted him to take this twenty
dollar note and frame it and that it would remind him forever
that he had brought great pleasure to an Australian friend.
There was much hand-pumping after that, and Joe and I backed
out of the restaurant to a round of applause and numerous warm
invitations to return as soon as possible to di-yige (No 1)
restaurant in downtown Guiyang.
My journey was over. I had done what I had set out to achieve.
* * * * * *
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The journey from Wuhan to Guiyang - follow the blue
line connecting Wuhan-Yueyang-Changsha- ChangdeHuaihua-Guiyang
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Appendix

The Original Story

The monthly journals of the CIM, ‘China's Millions’
were bound in annual lots in this strikingly beautiful
cover.
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