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  Because of his mother’s circumstances, IAN GILL was conceived in a Japanese prison camp in Hong Kong in 1945 and born in New Zealand after liberation. With his mother, he spent his early life in England, China and Bangkok. After boarding school, university and joining newspapers in England, he worked as a journalist in New Zealand, Fiji, Australia, Hawaii (where he took a master’s degree as a grantee with the East-West Center), Hong Kong and Singapore for 14 years. In 1985, he joined the Asian Development Bank, a multilateral financing institution with headquarters in Manila. Over two decades, he travelled widely around the Asia-Pacific region, writing and producing video documentaries.




  Since 2006, Gill has returned to journalism and writing books. During his exposure to a wide range of countries, he has paid particular attention to cultural differences in attitudes towards race, class and gender and how they have evolved over the past two centuries.
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  A note on spellings




  Several systems have been used over the years for transliterating Chinese characters into the Roman alphabet. The placenames in this book reflect the names and spellings commonly used in English at the time, many of which are different today. Some are listed below.
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  Author’s Note




  This book began with an almost surreal holiday with my mother Billie in 1975.




  We met in Hong Kong that summer, when I was 29 and had been working as a journalist in Wellington for four years and she was 59 and about to retire from her job of running the Secretariat of the United Nations Disarmament Conference in Geneva.




  My earliest memories were of an idyllic childhood in Bangkok from the early 1950s – just as, it turned out, her decade of turmoil and tragedy had ended.




  During our reunion, she lifted the curtain on her early life in China – then shuttered from the outside world – and introduced me to a cast of extraordinary characters who had shared it with her. In Hong Kong, I met two elegantly dressed Eurasian women, ‘Auntie Lois’ and ‘Auntie Mackie’, who had been her best friends at school in Shanghai in the 1920s and 1930s. Billie also took me to Taipei to meet her erstwhile colleagues from Shanghai and Hong Kong who had fled across the Taiwan Strait as the Communists advanced to power in 1949.




  They included journalist Spencer Moosa from her Reuters days and scholars Wen Yuan-ning and John Wu from the cultural magazine, T’ien Hsia, that she had helped to launch as office manager in 1935. Japan’s war on China in 1937 had forced them to escape to Hong Kong, where they regrouped as a magazine and added an important function as an information office for the Chinese government. This arrangement lasted until Japan attacked Hong Kong in late 1941, leading to Billie being interned as a prisoner of war.




  It was my first visit to Hong Kong and Taipei and I was struck by Billie’s ease in environments that were strange to me, and especially by the warmth and respect people who had been senior members of the Nationalist government showed her. Wen, though paralysed from a stroke, insisted on being dressed in a suit to meet the woman he had called his “right-hand assistant.” It dawned on me that Billie was far more than a fiercely protective mother.




  Before we left Hong Kong, she took me to the still-existing buildings of Stanley Internment Camp where she had spent nearly four years, experiencing starvation, the loss of her first son and an unlikely romance. We stood before the grave of my half-brother, Brian, where she told me, “You were two sons rolled into one,” a remark I would not fully understand until years later.




  During those 10 days, she gave me a tantalizing glimpse of her gilded childhood and her darkest years. When she suggested we work on an account of her life, I accepted readily, though not without apprehension. It was a unique opportunity to explore her rich and terrible heritage, which was mine, too. But I knew there would be challenges in writing such a book, not least because of the conflicts that had arisen between us since I reached adolescence, as well as the physical distances between us.




  Nonetheless, Billie began dictating her memories into a recorder in Geneva and we would expand on these whenever we met, whether it was Hong Kong, where I got a job on a news magazine in 1978, or Singapore and Manila, where I subsequently lived.




  Over the next decades, I met several more of her friends, including the American writer Emily Hahn and her husband, British intelligence officer-turned-historian Charles Boxer, and many of the women she had befriended in prison camp. In 1993, after China had reopened its doors, we returned to Shanghai together to recapture a world that, in the areas where she had lived, had changed almost beyond recognition.




  Billie was desperate to learn more about her family – Frank Newman, an English postmaster, and Mei-lan, his Chinese wife – who had given her a cosseted upbringing and a privileged education in Shanghai’s British schools. But they were of a reticent generation that spoke little of their past. Moreover, our search was confined mainly to the Births, Deaths and Marriages records then at St Catherine’s House, London. We finished a draft of our book in 2002, but shelved it for further improvement.




  It was fortunate that we did so because it was only after Billie’s death in 2006 that the exponential growth of the internet, plus some old-fashioned foot-slogging, led to the uncovering of much more of the history that had eluded her.




  The online discovery of a card under the name Edward Newman, Frank’s father, from the Carl Smith Collection in the Hong Kong Public Records, for example, yielded the strong connections the Newmans had for two decades with Chefoo, a small treaty port in northern China that Billie never once heard mentioned in the family home.




  It was only through the digitized North-China Herald and China directories that one could piece together the amazing 30-year career of Frank Newman who had served the imperial Qing and, after the 1911 revolution, the Peking government, first in the customs and then helping to start China’s first nationwide postal service in remote and often hazardous regions. It was a record all the more remarkable given that he flouted British social conventions, at risk to his career, by marrying a Chinese woman.




  Billie would have been stunned to read of the court cases that revealed the fuller story behind Frank’s separation from his family that had forced Billie to drop out of school and become a breadwinner. She would have been amazed at the exploits of Frank’s parents, an iron-willed Malvern farmer’s daughter and an intrepid London-raised seafarer, who had sailed to Hong Kong in the mid-19th century and ended up owning one of the best-known hotels on the China coast.




  Research would also shed new light, though too late for Billie, on her husband and her lovers, revealing how their hidden sides had contributed to abrupt and puzzling break-ups that had aggravated her distress through the lack of closure.




  It was both unsettling and liberating to discover that the reality was often different from what my mother – and I – had been led to believe.




  The search ends with my meeting my father George – Billie’s wartime lover – for the first time on a remote Canadian island and the impact this would have on Billie and me.




  The family story, bookended by two strong women, portrays the evolving attitudes of society towards race, class and gender, as well as issues such as adoption and illegitimacy against the backdrop of China’s turbulent century from the Anglo-Chinese wars to the advent of communism.




  I must give thanks to those who provided breakthroughs at critical junctures. They include Tony Banham, Robert Bickers, Kingsley Bolton, Jeff Caine, John Charles, Henry Ching, Duncan Clark, Frances and Graeme Clark, Philip Cracknell, Brian Edgar, Geoff Emerson, Jenny Hall, Lane Harris, Robin Hutcheon, Siaoman and Richard Horsburgh, Nick Kitto, Robert Nield, Heather Nield, Victor Wei Chunyang and Jason Wordie.
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  Love Triangle




  In 1861, Mary Ann Warner, a farmer’s daughter from England’s West Country, was trying to make it on her own as assistant manager of the Dock Hotel on Southampton’s waterfront. Stepping out of the front door and crossing Canute Road, she looked out on two huge harbours, the Outer Dock and the Inner Dock, massive investments on which the town was gambling its future.




  Mary Ann, 25 and single, was also taking a big chance. No longer in the first flush of youth, she had fled from her dominating father, a ruthless, philandering tenant farmer who, as was customary, was trying to marry off his daughters to much older men of means, rather than younger spouses of their choice.




  A comely woman with dark eyes and shoulder-length tresses, Mary Ann had arrived by stagecoach from her village of Malvern Link, Worcestershire, alighted on the High Street, and crossed Porters Meadow (now Queen’s Park), making her way between men in flat caps and jackets with leather elbows who were waiting hopefully to be hired to load and unload ships.




  Southampton was bidding to transition from a sleepy spa resort into a bustling port and, as she approached Canute Road, Mary Ann saw on the right the customs house, which looked far too elegant for its prosaic purpose. Indeed, it had recently been converted from the Grecian-styled Royal Gloucester Baths, which had been built on the beach so that the ladies of society could bask in baths filled by incoming tides and reap the vaunted medicinal benefits of sea bathing.




  On her left, she could see the source of Southampton’s hoped-for prosperity – the terminus for the railway line from London, completed in 1840, which was bringing a steady stream of visitors from the metropolis in smoke-belching locomotives.




  Mary Ann reached the corner of Royal Crescent Road where the Canute Castle Hotel still stands (though it is now a real estate business), with its octagon-shaped viewing tower on the roof.




  Across the road were the grand offices, with arched entrances and Corinthian columns, of the Peninsular & Oriental Steam Navigation Company that was leading Britain into a new era of shipping, replacing wind-powered clippers with more reliable and faster iron hulks powered by steam engines.




  Since winning its first major government contract in 1837 to carry mail to the Iberian peninsula of Spain and Portugal, P&O steamers were now making money carrying passengers and cargo as well. The company dominated the eastward routes and extended services to Alexandria in 1840, India in 1842, and Ceylon, Calcutta, Penang, Singapore and Hong Kong in 1845.




  The new rail link had prompted the P&O to move its headquarters from London to Southampton, where it invested in offices, wharves and warehouses, as well as a school and housing for its employees and their families, and a laundry for the fleet’s linen.




  In response to the anticipated shipping boom, the port inaugurated the outer dock in 1843, which was immediately used by P&O steamships, and opened the inner dock in 1851.




  It was undoubtedly the hope of becoming rich that enticed Harry Morgan into moving his family south in the 1850s from the pleasant market town of Stourbridge, Worcestershire, to run the Dock Hotel in this grimy dockland.




  Handily for business, the hotel was right next door to the P&O Buildings. It was a stolid three-storey establishment, as tall as the P&O Buildings, and it confidently proclaimed its purpose by splashing “Dock Hotel” and “Morgan Family Hotel” in large letters across its stylish bay windows.
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    The Dock Hotel where Mary Ann worked. The P&O Buildings are on the left.


  




  An 1859 advertisement shows prosperous-looking men in top hats and women in long dresses promenading in front of the Dock Hotel.




  Unfortunately, Morgan made a big miscalculation. The elite preferred to stroll a few hundred yards and stay in hotels along the far more salubrious High Street, while the rougher trade headed for cheaper accommodation in the red-light district on the other side of the High Street.




  And the bigger picture was not hopeful. Southampton, which had built its affluence on trading wool and wine across the Channel, could not match the industrial might of Manchester and the northern port of Liverpool.




  Business was not taking off as Harry had hoped. On April 7, 1861, the national census taken that evening shows the Dock Hotel had only two boarders – a 23-year-old merchant from Hamburg, Germany and a 57-year-old man of independent means from Cheshire.




  In fact, the staff easily outnumbered the guests. The Dock Hotel had five servants and two Morgan family members who managed the hotel – Harry and his wife’s brother, Alexander Barlow, 29, who, like Mary Ann, was an assistant manager. The other residents were Harry’s wife Mary and their teenage sons George and William.




  On top of lack-lustre business, disaster struck two weeks later when Harry died on April 19 at the age of 49. The loss would also increase the responsibilities thrust upon the capable Mary Ann.




  Meanwhile, as one of the few personable women in a district of transient men, Mary Ann was catching the eye of suitors, including two who worked for the prestigious P&O.




  One was Edwin Sait who, like Mary Ann, came from a farming village, South Bersted, but was making something of himself as a P&O engineer. He was showing the same potential as his enterprising father, who rose from agricultural labourer to coal trader and finally a farmer with 27 acres of land.




  Mary Ann’s other admirer was P&O steward Ted Newman, a London lad from the wrong side of fashionable Bloomsbury. Ted was one of 10 children born and raised next to the Rookery, a notorious slum depicted in stories by Charles Dickens and graphic drawings by William Hogarth.




  Unlike Edwin, Ted had a rather ineffectual father. A daguerreotype of John Newman shows a man who looks quite distinguished, with an aquiline nose and bushy mutton chops, but he had never been much of a success as a maker of musical instruments, a brass worker or gas fitter and his final career as a licensed victualler at the Wheatsheaf pub near Clare Market had ended in disaster. After allowing a son to run the pub into debt, John Newman was declared bankrupt in 1861, a big disgrace. Adding insult to injury, the same son, Henry, also lost a well-publicized court case brought by a young woman claiming that he was the father of her child.




  

    [image: 20a]



    Ted Newman’s father John, who died bankrupt


  




  John Newman’s strong and well-connected wife kept the family afloat, but the double public humiliation of financial ruin and moral shame drove the Newmans out of a neighbourhood where they had lived for decades – all 10 of the Newman children were baptized in their parish church of St Giles-in-the-Field. Ted’s oldest sister Ann led the exodus, moving to Southampton after marrying a sailmaker the year her father’s business failed. She would live only a few hundred yards from Mary Ann in the Dock Hotel and, later, she was followed to Southampton by two brothers, including Ted, two sisters and, eventually, her mother.




  According to a cousin with knowledge of the situation, Edwin Sait and Ted Newman were best friends. Edwin, who became a chief cook, would have interacted with Ted the steward on their long voyages. It is clear from subsequent developments that both were very fond of Mary Ann, though it is not known how or if this love triangle affected their friendship.




  What is evident is that Ted Newman was away a lot – one reliable source places him in Hong Kong as an administrative officer for a trading company, Margesson, in 1863, which indicates that he was plying the Far East route and sometimes took an onshore job, a common pattern of behaviour for mariners.




  In any event, Edwin Sait, possibly because he was more home-based, was the first to win Mary Ann’s affection and the two married in her home village at St Matthias’ Church on November 1, 1864. Mary Ann’s father, James, had been a church warden of St Matthias since its foundation 20 years earlier, but people in that tiny community knew that he was a hypocrite and a bully.




  Even as he was giving away his daughter in church, James Warner, in his 60s, was having an illicit relationship with Rachel Ann Tudge, the 17-year-old daughter of a carter who rented a property on Warner’s land. Furthermore, when young Rachel became pregnant, Warner sent her away to Claines, 10 miles away, where she delivered a baby son, who died soon afterwards.




  Somehow, the spirited Rachel Ann managed to persuade Warner to marry her secretly at St Peter’s Church in Birmingham but, when this became known, it caused a huge rift between the children of Warner’s first and second families.




  Nor did Warner’s eyebrow-raising conduct end there. A self-made man who farmed land for the local squires and made sure they had pheasants to shoot in the hunting season, Warner proved so ruthless in protecting his land that he inspired both fear and scorn among the farm hands drinking in the local pub.




  In 1837, the Worcester Journal reported that Warner had seen James Tyler, a labourer, carrying a withy pole (a frame to support crops) and, believing Tyler had stolen it from his hop yard, took him to court. Tyler challenged Warner to produce a witness who had seen him take the pole, which looked like any other withy stick. To Warner’s embarrassment, the magistrates said they had no power to inflict a punishment on the offender as the price of the pole was under two shillings. In later years, Warner brought offenders to court for trespassing or stealing an apple or fish from a stream. He must have been a strong man, too, for in 1840 he reportedly hid under a hedge one Saturday evening and, after catching two men removing turnips from his land, hauled them off to court, where they were fined.




  Back in Southampton, Mary Ann and Edwin set up home not far from the Dock Hotel, where she continued to work. When their son was born on January 17, 1867, Mary Ann broke with tradition by having the boy baptized Edwin George William, deliberately leaving out her father’s name.




  Later that year, Ted Newman – and possibly Edwin as well – took part in a highly publicized and costly adventure, the Napier Expedition. A conflict had broken out after Emperor Tewodros II of Ethiopia captured a hand ful of missionaries and British government represen tatives and held them hostage at his mountain fortress of Magdala. On August 21, 1867, Queen Victoria announced the decision to send a military expedition to rescue the captives. The task went to the Bombay Army under the leadership of Lieutenant-General Sir Robert Napier.




  The mission involved transporting 13,000 British and Indian soldiers, 26,000 camp followers and over 40,000 animals, including 44 elephants to pull the heavy guns, from Bombay to the east coast of Abyssinia. Some of the P&O fleet and dozens of other vessels played their part. If Ted Newman was in Hong Kong, it is plausible that he took part in an expedition that was launched from India. If Edwin also took part, it could explain why he developed heart and liver trouble that would keep him confined to home for months.




  Later that year, another misfortune struck the Dock Hotel with the death of Harry Morgan’s widow, Mary, on October 23, 1867. This left her son George Morgan, now in his mid-20s, in charge.




  Mary Ann’s younger sister Jane was spending time in Southampton, possibly helping to look after Mary Ann’s baby. Jane began a relationship with George Morgan and on March 10, 1868, the couple married at St Matthias, with the bride again given away by her father, James Warner.




  With her sister now married to the hotel owner, Mary Ann’s future appeared bright.




  But, within months, everything fell apart.




  After months of illness, Edwin died on August 26, 1868, at the age of 34, of vascular and hepatic disease. He left effects of under 200 pounds.




  Mary Ann, already cut off from her father, now faced a bleak prospect. A single woman had few rights – she could not access bank credit, nor own a property – and now she had to hold down a busy job and raise a son alone.




  In Hong Kong, Ted Newman heard of his friend Edwin’s demise. A bachelor approaching 40, Ted had also recently attended the wedding of his good friend and P&O colleague, John Southan, and may well have thought of settling down.




  He now did something that shattered Victorian decorum. Though the ground had hardly settled over his friend’s grave, he proposed marriage to Mary Ann.




  It is unlikely that Mary Ann, now approaching her mid-thirties, was swept off her feet by passion. She was by now versed in business and was adept at gathering intelligence through travellers at the hotel or ships’ crews at the Dock Hotel’s tap room on nearby Albert Road.




  She knew that storm clouds were appearing over the Solent. She heard the rumours that P&O was harbouring serious doubts about its commitment to Southampton. The company was eyeing Liverpool, with its growing cotton exports to India, and also London, which was drawing increasing volumes of trade. It was becoming harder for P&O to be competitive in Southampton after adding the time and cost of moving goods back and forth to London.




  Widows were supposed to mourn for two years, but Mary Ann made a quick decision.




  Just as she knew Southampton was in trouble, Mary Ann would have been aware of the opportunities awaiting the bold on the other side of the world. She heard that Hong Kong, with its endless supply of labour from China, was doing well enough to open more hotels and boarding houses, including the new luxury Hongkong Hotel.




  With her enterprising nature, Mary Ann would likely have earned her passage to Hong Kong as a stewardess. P&O was crying out for skilled women to service its growing number of female passengers in first class and Mary Ann would have been a godsend.




  The Suez Canal was under construction but would not open until November 1869, so Mary Ann had a choice of taking the Mediterranean route to Alexandria, going overland to Suez and taking a ship from there to the Far East – or she could take the more hazardous route around the Cape of Good Hope with its notoriously stormy weather.




  If Mary Ann worked her passage, she could not take her son. She left Edwin with Jane, who was now pregnant, probably with the intention of bringing him out later.




  Though steamships were safer than clippers, hazards were not uncommon. She might have left Southampton on the SS Travancore on September 13 or on the SS Carnatic on October 10, 1868. A year later, the SS Carnatic ran aground on a coral reef in the Red Sea and broke up with the loss of 31 lives.




  Mary Ann was also aware of the mysterious disease in Hong Kong that was killing many young soldiers in Happy Valley.




  But, as she left from the same port as the Pilgrim Fathers when they set off for the New World in 1620, she sailed with hope and, to judge from what she would do, probably even had a business plan.
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  Crazy-Brilliant Plan




  On the face of it, Ted Newman’s steady career and Mary Ann bringing up the children suggested that he was the principal partner and she was the supportive wife. But when details of their crazy-brilliant plan to get rich emerged, it was clear she was the driver.




  Mary Ann’s plan may have been taking shape even before her iron-hulled steamer nudged its way between three-masted clippers and Chinese junks as it approached the P&O pier in Hong Kong on a winter’s day in early 1869.




  She was likely awed by the miles-long procession of elegant residences and grand offices that occupied every inch of prime real estate as far as she could see. But she may well have also felt disheartened. In less than 30 years, the population of this far-flung British outpost had grown to 120,000, four times that of centuries-old Southampton, and its impressive façade of commercialism made it obvious she was too late – the taipans, and the hongs (business houses) they commanded, had already driven up land prices far beyond what an ordinary working couple could afford.




  As she stepped onto the wharf of P&O’s two-storey headquarters, called tit hong (iron company) by the Chinese because of its cast-iron veranda, she saw the sedan chair carriers beckoning to her to take a ride up the steep hill, coolies with bent backs pushing wheelbarrows and carts and hawkers jostling to sell items she had never seen before.




  Amid all this hustle and bustle, she inhaled an exotic mix of smells from spices and night soil – and perhaps a whiff of the money to be made in this entrepôt centre. She was one of only a few hundred European women in Hong Kong’s capital of Victoria, and her gender and class counted very much against her in her determination to make a fortune.




  But soon she would determine how she was going to do it.




  Meanwhile, there were pressing practical matters to attend to. She was 34, a comely widow in the “wild east” and she needed to become “respectable” quickly. So, on March 29, 1869, she and Edward Newman married at St John’s Cathedral, a fine structure in old English style near the seafront. They stood in front of the colonial chaplain, the Reverend W.R. Beach, who had taken up his post only four months earlier after working as a missionary in Tientsin.




  He no doubt wanted to share his exciting news: the Duke of Edinburgh was soon to visit Hong Kong and the Reverend was in charge of the church services to honour his royal highness and was even planning to put out an illustrated publication to mark the event.




  She, however, probably wanted to ask him about Tientsin, which the British, French and Russians had added to the small list of treaty ports in northern China.




  As they recited their vows, they were fanned by a large overhead punkah, whose strings were being pulled back and forth by boys sitting outside the church.




  They moved into the spacious staff quarters provided by the P&O at one of town’s highest points – Old Bailey Street which, at 300 feet above sea level, had panoramic views of the town, the harbour and the hills beyond.




  Their neighbours included Ted’s colleague and friend, John Southan, the company store master, whose recent marriage may have encouraged Ted to settle down at the age of 38.




  Mary Ann might have been initially shocked to realize that, right across from their home at 11A Old Bailey Street were the high walls of Victoria Prison. From the earliest days, after raising the Union Jack at Possession Point in January 1841 to take the island, the British were vastly outnumbered by the Chinese and, ever fearful of a riot, the stern first chief magistrate, William Caine, had chosen for his offices an elevated site that was protected by rocky ravines on two sides.




  Mary Ann would step outside to see Indian Sikh guards taking out gangs of Chinese prisoners – who bore wooden stocks around their necks, with signs bearing their name and crime – to parade them outside the Man Mo temple on nearby Hollywood Road.




  But, with the police headquarters also nearby, Old Bailey Street could nevertheless be considered one of the safer spots in the crime-infested colony. It wasn’t the most exclusive neighbourhood – Eurasians and Macanese were also residents – but it overlooked the European quarter and had panoramic views of the harbour and the distant hills of Kowloon.




  It took less than 10 minutes to walk down the hill to Pottinger Street, with its irregular stone slabs for steps, which was the unofficial dividing line between the European and Chinese communities.




  On Queen’s Road, Ted turned left for the tit hong building but, if Mary Ann was pursuing her plan – and they were certainly trying to accumulate savings – she might have turned right where she would have soon found a job in a hotel, possibly at the Hongkong Hotel, the colony’s first luxury establishment which had opened the previous year at the corner of Queen’s Road and Pedder Street, overlooking the harbour. Its management would have snapped up a capable and personable European woman who did not consider it beneath her dignity to work.




  Before the end of her first year, Mary Ann received devastating news from home – her younger sister Jane died of apoplexy on December 18, 1869, at the age of 32. Jane left a one-year-old daughter, Elizabeth Mary, and had also, presumably, been keeping an eye on her nephew, Edwin, the little boy Mary Ann left behind.




  It’s doubtful whether Mary Ann returned to England because she became pregnant around the same time. Nearly ten months later, the Newmans’ first child was born on September 28, 1870; they made the announcement in the local newspapers and telegraphed it to England. The baby was named after their mothers – Annie Elizabeth Victoria. A few months later, Mary Ann took her daughter to the studio of William Floyd at the corner of Wellington and Wyndham Streets and posed for a winsome photograph with Annie on her lap.
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    Mary Ann and Annie


  




  This image, which Mary Ann sent to her family, is significant – and also misleading. At 36, she does not submit to the more conventional portrait of a wife standing beside her seated husband. Her handsome face looks directly at the camera with the faintest of smiles reminiscent of the enigmatic Mona Lisa. Thick locks flow over her shoulders as she sits, in a dark full-length gown, with a white collar around her neck, holding Annie around her chest with one hand and playfully holding her fingers with the other. It projects an impression of a caring mother but her eyes betray the ruthless determination she inherited from her father.




  Around this time, Ted also had a formal portrait taken, presumably to reflect his soon-to-be-assumed role. It is full of contradictions.




  Taken against a backdrop of a faux Grecian column with an ornamental balustrade, he is almost slouching against the pillar. He might be striving for a formal look, but his appearance betrays carelessness. His cape-like frock coat falls to one side, revealing part of a waistcoat and the tail-end of a light-coloured scarf.
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    Ted Newman


  




  He is holding a hat that looks like a boater, rather feminine, more suited for a sporting occasion. Is this a sartorial gaffe or is he sending a mocking message? His body language is clear, however. Edward rests his right arm, cocked at the elbow, on his hip and, in his long trousers, he crosses his right leg over his left, with the tip of a black shoe pointing downwards. It is a jaunty, even insouciant, pose. The cousin who showed the author the photo commented that he looked like a “spiv.”




  As a P&O steward, Ted could have been working on routes nearer home between Hong Kong and Amoy, Swatow and Foochow. Since they were exploring opportunities, Mary Ann may well have accompanied him on some trips.




  Ted was promoted, first to clerk and then to Assistant, a senior position, but he was able to track goings-on in other ports through P&O agents.




  In June 1870 a massacre of French priests and nuns in Tientsin, the gateway port to Peking, shocked the foreign community throughout China. Angered by rumours that the nuns were removing the eyes of orphan children to use for medicinal purposes, a Chinese mob burned down Catholic institutions and foreign buildings, including Tientsin Cathedral and four British and American churches. The crowd murdered two French consular officials and raped, mutilated and killed ten nuns. The final death toll, including Chinese Christians and three Russian traders mistakenly thought to be French, was 60.




  The outrage had consequences in other ports. As a result of sharply raised tensions, the French established a naval command centre at the nearby port of Chefoo, which guarded the entrance to the Gulf of Chihli. As a precautionary measure, Chefoo cancelled its annual horse race meeting that September and again the following year.




  The Newmans took an interest in Chefoo because it was known as the Brighton of China due to its British climate, with summers that were warm but not hot and humid like Shanghai, and cold in winter but not enough to freeze the river as in Tientsin. It had potential as a spa resort, something with which Mary Ann was familiar.




  Then, in August 1871, Chefoo suffered a blow. Warships from several countries had gathered in Chefoo Bay to enjoy a rowing regatta during a summer break from the blistering heat of other ports. It was a prestigious gathering attended by three admirals and the foreign ministers of Russia and America as well as the head of British trade in China, Thomas Wade. An American on the frigate Colorado, James Brooks, spent a week in Chefoo, staying at the Family Hotel, and was part of an experience that would affect the Newmans.




  “Chefoo is the summer heaven of the Shanghai Hades,” he wrote. “I feel as if I were in Paradise. I am revelling on the borders of the ocean surf, with nine American and European warships in the port, with their flags, all in sight of our fair and comfortable summer (Family) hotel. This fleet must have on board some twenty-five hundred Americans, French, Germans, and Russians, and they make Chefoo, otherwise desolate — with not a road in it, or around it, for vehicles, and no communication but by sedan chairs — a very jolly place, at least for this summer. We go everywhere we can, by water. The coolies take us through the surf, in their chairs, to the boats, or, we get on the back of some lusty sailor, who takes pleasure in saving us from a ducking, as we go to visit the ships.”




  In the evenings, the crews dined at the Beach and Family hotels, with music played by the ships’ bands. The two hotels, said Brooks, were “a mile apart, the one inaccessible to the other, in consequence of creeks to be waded, save in sedan chairs.” Beyond the beach, he reported, Chefoo was a “little Chinese town, all mud and dirt.”




  Suddenly, an unseasonal and violent storm interrupted their sojourn. “Rain, rain, nothing but rain! A long, dry season has been followed by a severe rain,” reported Brooks. “The builders here build of mud, and lime, and straw — much mud and little lime — and when a flood comes, such as we are having now, the mud washes away, and down tumble ceilings, and walls, and plastering, and everything else. Certain it is, our (Family) hotel is being washed down, and is running off into Chefoo Bay and, if it washes much more, we shall have to take to the Colorado for refuge from the flood.”




  This disaster for the Family Hotel turned out to be the opportunity the Newmans were waiting for. Ted, in touch with the P&O’s shipping agent in Chefoo, Thomas Fergusson, knew it could not have come at a worse time, the height of summer, wiping out bookings for the rest of the season.




  To make it worse, the wife of the German hotel owner, Alex Bielfeld, was pregnant and was due to give birth the following year.




  Rumours began to circulate that the Family Hotel might be for sale.




  The timing was fortuitous for the Newmans. They had saved hard and, if they needed a loan, help was near to hand as ties between the P&O and the recently founded Hongkong & Shanghai Bank were close. A brilliant young Scot, Thomas Sutherland, had been sent to look after P&O’s Hong Kong operations and had, in fact, been on a P&O steamer in early 1864 when he came up with the idea of founding a bank in Hong Kong to finance ventures in China, a job hitherto monopolized by banks out of India. Sutherland founded the Hongkong & Shanghai Bank in 1865.




  If the Newmans’ scheme was to succeed, it would bring a big jump socially. Chameleon-like Mary Ann could handle the transition, but she wondered about her husband.




  Ted had been a bachelor seaman for a decade, and it can be safely assumed he frequented the same haunts as other mariners, shady dives and brothels from Bombay and Penang to Hong Kong’s Queen’s Road. He may have had a steward’s disarming manner, which he needed to fit into the world of business.
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    Mary Ann’s view of the Central Praya, 1860s


  




  In early 1872, Ted Newman applied to become a mason at the Zetland Lodge, possibly proposed by his friend John Southan, and was admitted as a full member on May 13, 1872. Joining the Freemasonry, which was open to people of all races, creeds and social stations, was an excellent way of making contacts.




  The year 1873 opened full of promise for the Newmans. On January 30, their first son was born and given the names Edward Francis Southan. Ted also ignored the custom of giving his son his father’s name, John, and opted instead to include his friend’s name, Southan. Ted’s father had died a bankrupt in a boarding house 14 months earlier.




  Ted was meanwhile going up in the world; a notice that he served on a jury in 1873 stated that he was now an Assistant with P&O.




  Then change came with dramatic swiftness.




  With baby Frank less than six weeks old, the Newmans packed their belongings and left their relatively safe, settled life and headed for China. They were going in the opposite direction to the thousands of Chinese who were pouring into the sanctuary of Hong Kong, to make a new beginning in a land where anti-foreign feelings ran high.




  On March 10, 1873, Mr and Mrs Newman, two children and a servant boarded a ship for Shanghai, according to a Hong Kong Daily Press report on passenger movements.




  Mary Ann and Ted likely stopped in Shanghai for a few days to meet suppliers and arrange other business matters before taking another steamer to Chefoo, a further two or three days up the coast.




  Within a short time, they were installed as new owners of the Family Hotel. Unlike the missionaries, diplomats and merchants they would meet, they were without the backing of a large organisation. It looked foolhardy.




  




  3




  An Idyllic Trap




  The Newmans’ scheme appeared extremely risky for other reasons, too. A map of Chefoo around that time showed that the Family Hotel was in an isolated location a mile to the east of the tiny foreign settlement – and everyone knows a hotel’s success depends on location, location, location. Only after the author visited the area did the genius of Mary Ann become clear.




  Although Chefoo (today known as Yantai) has expanded into a metropolis of seven million, the old foreign settlement at the bottom of the hill serendipitously remains well preserved.




  At the hotel that stands on the site of the old French convent and school, local historian Victor Wei turned up unexpectedly and proceeded to adopt the author and his wife as descendants of the Newmans of the Family Hotel. Over the next few days, he and his history-minded friends provided such a warm welcome it felt like a homecoming.




  Wei pointed out the customs quay where, in March 1873, Mary Ann and Ted disembarked from the lighter that had carried them from the steamer, rocking in the large bay, exposed to blustery winds sweeping across the Gulf of Chihli.




  Coolies with long, plaited queues lifted their trunks and other luggage onto their backs while they climbed into sedan chairs beside the grey-stone custom house, with its roof of curved tiles, that is still there.




  Then, as today, the Newmans entered the western side of a narrow isthmus that separated them from the bay on the other side.




  Chefoo was a fishing village long before foreigners came trickling in after the capture of Peking by Anglo-French forces in 1860, bringing an end to the second Anglo-Chinese war, and the unequal treaties that forced open Chinese territories to outside trade.




  The stench as they left the customs quay came from the Chinese quarter on their right where fisher families dwelt in cramped homes, with sewage streaming along outside gutters. The sedan carriers turned left and approached Beach Road with the European-style residences and shops that attracted curiosity from local residents.
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    The customs wharf where the Newmans alighted in 1873. Postcard courtesy of Lin Wei-bin


  




  Above Beach Road was a hill, topped by a lighthouse, with its green slopes occupied by the consulates of Great Britain, France, the United States, Germany, the Austro-Hungarian monarchy, Sweden and Norway, Denmark and the Netherlands. The diplomatic corps was not as numerous as it sounded, for one British merchant, William A. Cornabé, represented the United States, Sweden and Norway, while British acting consul William Marsh Cooper also served on behalf of the Austro-Hungarian monarchy.




  At the other end of Beach Road, the Newmans found the Chefoo Club, which is still there. Before them was a bay with merchantmen and warships at anchor. As their eyes followed the long curving shoreline for a mile, they could just make out, beyond the church and the grey bean fields, a speck of white. This lone bungalow was the Family Hotel on which the Newmans were staking their future. He was 42 and she was 38. Did they imagine they were going to spend the rest of their lives there?
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    Chefoo’s Beach Road in the colonial era. Postcard courtesy of Lin Wei-bin


  




  Although foreigners numbered only in the dozens when the Newmans arrived, the community was far from close-knit. The largest group, the missionaries, was regarded by the others as a nuisance; they stirred unrest among the Chinese, the Tientsin massacre being an extreme example. Also in conflict were the traders like Fergusson, who campaigned to open up the entire country through railways and the telegraph and mines, and the diplomats who knew they had to tread cautiously as China was far from ready for such modernization. Somewhere in between were the Imperial Customs officers who represented the Chinese government, for which Customs raised vital revenue.




  Within this maelstrom of opposing interests, the Newmans had to work quickly on a property that had been severely damaged from the ferocious storm of 19 months earlier. They managed to re-open before the summer season. On June 14, 1873, the following announcement appeared in the newspapers: “Chefoo Family Hotel. Edward Newman, manager. This hotel is now open. Ladies or families desirous of rooms to be reserved for them are requested to make early application to the Manager. The Culinary department will be carefully attended to and supervised by the Wife of the manager. And the wines are of the choicest quality and were shipped direct from London to this Hotel. The hotel has been thoroughly done up and no expense has been spared in perfecting the arrangements. An Ice House has been erected immediately adjoining the premises. First Class Return Tickets, Shanghai to Chefoo and back – Taels 30 by the S.S.N. Co’s and N.S.C. Co’s boats.”
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    The Family Hotel in the early days when it was a single-storey structure. Courtesy of Graeme Clark family


  




  Though Ted was officially manager, the venture relied heavily on Mary Ann’s expertise and cool head.




  The location was still puzzling until Victor Wei took the author to the hotel that stands on the exact spot previously occupied by the Family Hotel. From the hotel entrance, the view ahead was a sandy beach. “This is still the number one beach in Chefoo,” said Wei.




  This was a major part of the location’s appeal but the main one revealed itself in an article in the North-China Herald in 1877: “It is now an accepted fact that if Shanghai residents are to preserve their health, they must annually quit the settlement for a month or six weeks. The conditions of life are unfavourable to continuous residence and August and September regularly witness an exodus of foreigners to Chefoo or Japan.”




  Mary Ann’s market was not the passing local traffic but the well-to-do women and their children who sought a respite from the blistering heat of Shanghai and Peking.




  And she knew, from her days in Malvern and Southampton, exactly what women at leisure wanted. In Southampton, they had paid to sit in bathing huts, waiting for the tide to bring in the sea. Here, they had a gently sloping beach where children could frolic safely at all times.




  Moreover, its isolation was Mary Ann’s trump card – the English ladies could play tennis, take picnics, go for walks and boat rides, all far from the inquisitive eyes of the locals. The only Chinese were her hotel staff and those who swept up seaweed from the beach.




  There was another important advantage: the pristine water from their wells was of the highest purity in Chefoo, according to an analysis reported in The China Medical Missionary Journal.




  The Newmans already knew that Chefoo was never going to succeed as a trading centre. Originally, it was thought the town might be the gateway for the populous, though still largely unknown, Shantung Province.




  After the early rush, however, opium was a declining import and the Chinese did not have an appetite for British cotton. As for exports, local junks carried most of the beancake and beans. Within a few years, the Shanghai-based firms had pulled out, leaving only a handful of foreign traders.




  Besides, the only way in and out of Chefoo was a dirt track usable only by mules and horses, and no effort was made to improve this. In addition to the Chefoo Club, the British built a racecourse – not far from the Family Hotel – but they never set up a fully-fledged municipal council or defined boundaries.




  Mary Ann knew that, as long as she could attract out-of-town ladies, with plenty of repeat business, she would prosper. The local market provided an abundance of fresh fish, beef, mutton, eggs, milk and all kinds of vegetables and fruit, to ensure a delicious cuisine and she kept a close eye on their stocks of fine wine. Kobe, the Japanese city mentioned by the North-China Herald as competition, posed little threat as it drew men seeking sinful pleasure; and she did not want the rough trade of sailors.




  With her acute knowledge of what women wanted, her personality and eye for detail, Mary Ann managed every facet from the staff and the food to the décor and the bedsheets. She was the power behind the throne.




  Her strategy paid off as they added another floor to the hotel, possibly with financing from the Hongkong & Shanghai Bank, represented in Chefoo by Fergusson. A postcard from around 1880 shows the Family Hotel as a two-storey structure with a red roof and portico entrances. The expansion doubled its capacity to 34 bedrooms in addition to the “commodious” drawing and dining rooms and spacious verandas overlooking the sea. Not only did the hotel never lose money, it made enough profit in the summer months to tide them over the winter when it closed.




  At the British consulate, the Newmans likely met Augustus Raymond Margary, an interpreter whose fate would affect their lives. Two years later, Margary was on an expedition in far western Yunnan, exploring trade routes to Burma, when he was killed by tribesmen known to be hostile to the Chinese government. After a period of stability in Anglo-Chinese relations, the murder caused a major diplomatic rupture and brought threat of another war. Britain’s trade minister in China, Thomas Wade, had approved the exploratory trip and now seized upon the murder to demand reparations and concessions. Some of the difficult negotiations took place in Chefoo’s Beach Hotel and ended with the Chefoo Convention in 1876.




  The talks brought to town Sir Robert Hart, the influential Irish Inspector General of the Imperial Maritime Customs Service, who would have a direct impact on the careers and lives of the Newman progeny, including the girls.




  In the 13 years since the Tsungli administrative office, in charge of Chinese foreign policy, had replaced the brilliant but arrogant Horatio Lay with the unassuming Hart, the Irishman had become trusted by the Chinese to represent their interests and was reputed among the British as the most reliable contact for anyone wishing to deal with China.




  In 1854, during the Taiping rebellion, a triad-related group, the Small Swords, had seized control of the Chinese city of Shanghai, next to the International Settlement, and driven out the Chinese customs collectors. Worried that a failure to collect taxes might lead to a breakdown of the treaty system created after the first Anglo-Chinese war in the 1840s, diplomats appointed foreign customs inspectors to collect taxes as a temporary measure. This worked well and the Shanghai system was later extended.




  Though the Tsungli administrative service headed the service, it appointed a Briton as Inspector General and gave him sole responsibility over his staff. Although the ultimate goal was to have the Chinese running the service, it started by necessity with a layer of foreign experts supervising and training Chinese staff who, it was well known, were prone to corruption as well as bullying by foreign merchants.




  Hart, in order to improve efficiency and weed out corruption, made it a priority to personally vet every new staffer, westerner or Chinese. The seriousness with which he undertook this task was described by a later Inspector General, Lester Knox Little: “Hart’s control of the customs staff was complete and autocratic. He was the only man in the service recognised by the Chinese government and, as such, was alone responsible to his employers for its operations. He hired, promoted, transferred, rewarded, punished, and discharged the staff of the Customs – foreign and Chinese.”




  At the Chefoo meeting, Hart had been brought in by the Chinese to advise their representative, Li Hung-chang. It was a delicate situation as his role put him in conflict with trade minister Wade, who had been personally involved in the Margary Affair. But Hart’s calming influence helped find a peaceful solution, including opening up inland treaty ports on the upper Yangtze where Frank Newman would start his career.




  As well as being busy with the hotel, the Newmans continued to expand their family. A month after their second daughter was born on February 27, 1874, Edward, probably accompanied by Mary Ann, walked up Consulate Hill to register Ellen Eliza Maude with the British consulate. Edward signed the registry together with William Cooper in the absence of his boss, William Lay. Cooper would tell people that Lay had been drinking heavily since being promoted to consul in Chefoo from Tientsin, where he had been vice-consul during the 1870 massacre and had taken charge after the French consul was killed. Lay and his wife had remained at the consulate while a Chinese crowd rioted and went on a killing spree. Afterwards, Lay’s job included examining the bodies of the nuns who had been raped and mutilated. Lay’s wife was sent home a nervous wreck while Lay was transferred to Chefoo. Within 30 months, however, Lay would be dead at the age of 40, leaving a widow and seven children.




  “Chinese Cooper” – who became the interpreter after Margary – had also faced danger. He was stationed in Swatow in 1867 when armed men carrying flaming torches forced their way into his house at night. With his wife recovering from childbirth, Cooper fired at the intruders from his bedroom door, hitting two men and causing others to flee. Cooper’s wife was sent home on medical advice.




  Although such experiences reflected resentment against foreigners, Chefoo’s lack of roads helped to insulate it from outside disturbances. Even so, the Newmans probably hired security guards and Edward might have slept with a gun under his pillow.




  On October 4, 1875, Mary Ann delivered her second son who was registered as George James Thomas – again, Ted chose not to use his father’s name. Two years later, in her 42nd year, Mary Ann gave birth to her third girl, Amy Dorothy Edith, on August 31, 1877, but the infant died a few months later.




  At the consulate, the Newmans befriended Ary van Ess, the Dutch-born constable who, two decades later, would be a witness at Ellen’s wedding. Van Ess would also investigate the mysterious death of a customs official found drowned and stripped of his valuables half a mile east of the Family Hotel.




  Although vaunted for its health benefits, some considered Chefoo boring. Visitors complained in the newspaper that, apart from picnics, sea-bathing and a lawn tennis club, there was little to do. One complainant missed the “hucksters on European beaches.” He thought the Chinese showed little initiative for making money as there were “no pretty sailing boats with gaudy flags, no woman offers chairs on the sand for cash, no girls with flowers, no ponies.”




  One writer even considered Chefoo claustrophobic, bemoaning that the range of craggy hills, “with its polypus arms, enfolds us till for want of roads we lament, ‘I can’t get out.’” Another critic was blunter: Chefoo “has a coast outline, excellent bathing, three hotels and nothing more.”




  While Mary Ann was in her element, one wonders how well Ted adapted to his new circumstances. He must have been proud of being a hotel proprietor, even if people knew his wife was the driving force. Like most British men in China, he may have been fond of alcohol and, surrounded by demanding and entitled guests, he may have missed his friends and adventures.




  The Newmans would soon have met all of Chefoo’s community through church services at St Andrew’s, the horse races and regattas and cricket matches. Edward would surely have been a member of the Chefoo Club, but may have been self-conscious about his Rookery background.




  One of their acquaintances was William Fuller, their neighbour between the hotel and the settlement. A versatile American, Fuller went to China as a missionary before turning to more secular activities. He was a storekeeper when the Newmans arrived and became a rival when taking over the Seaview Hotel. He was also an architect, building the lighthouse on Consular Hill and remodelling St Andrew’s Church on the beach.




  One resourceful missionary from whom the Newmans may have bought fruit was the American Protestant John Livingstone Nevius. After arriving in China in 1854, Nevius and his wife Helen travelled widely, setting up missions and schools and dispensing medicine in cholera epidemics before moving to Chefoo in 1871. By the following year, Nevius was introducing Western fruit such as apples and pears, laying the seeds for today’s flourishing industry. Nevius also played a pivotal role in raising funds for the famines that afflicted Shantung Province in 1877 and 1889, the records of donors in 1889 showing a contribution of $5 from Mrs Newman.




  Though it is not known whether Mary Ann or Ted were particularly religious, the unexpected arrival of one missionary was to affect their lives considerably. In 1879, James Hudson Taylor, founder of the London-based China Inland Mission, had fallen seriously ill on a voyage to China and was recuperating in Chefoo. He was walking along the beach near the Family Hotel with a fellow missionary, Charles Judd, when a farmer approached and asked if they wished to buy his bean field.




  This encounter led to Taylor establishing the Protestant Collegiate School next to the hotel. The school would later be called Chefoo School and, after adding several imposing buildings in the mid-1890s, would be regarded as the finest school east of Suez, boasting alumni such as Time magazine publisher Henry Luce and writer Thornton Wilder. One writer said, “Echoing Eton, the buildings overlooked a river used for rowing competitions.”




  The Inland Mission’s first building was a sanatorium on the other side of San Lane from the Family Hotel. Part of the hospital was used as a preparatory school, which opened in 1880 with three of Judd’s sons as its only pupils. In January 1881, they were joined by Frank Newman, eight, and his brother George, five. Later, the school added a girls’ section and Annie and Ellen, nicknamed Nellie, would attend. The school, with its classics-based curriculum, was a big step up from the parish and national schools that had been available to their parents.




  On the face of it, the school had policies that appeared out of sync with its goal of converting the Chinese. For instance, although it was training missionaries to evangelize in China, it forbade the use of Chinese in school because the teachers did not want pupils talking in a language they did not understand. Many of its pupils who had learned Chinese from their amahs began to forget it.




  Moreover, although the school had a sizeable Chinese staff, it generally barred Chinese teachers and pupils in order to protect the European children from the “polluting” environment of a field mission and its “unholy” and “vicious” sights and sounds. Ironically, such protections did not prevent the death of an early headmaster, Herbert Norris, who tackled a stray dog that wandered into the school, was bitten, and contracted a fatal dose of rabies. Frank’s schoolmates included the mixed-blood children of a teacher, George Parker, who had married a Chinese girl. Perplexing to some, this situation provoked a debate that led to the school shutting its doors to non-whites.




  Although boarders experienced severe pangs of homesickness, the Newman kids, living next door, were spared this – and they kept their fluent Chinese.




  In August 1883 Chefoo was abuzz with preparations for a VIP visitor – Sir Harry Parkes, the British Minister Plenipotentiary in Peking. With their vested interests, the Newmans followed political developments and few were closer to what was happening than Sir Harry.




  The British Consul, Byron Brenan, organised a delegation of British notables to meet Sir Harry, who was due to arrive on the Royal Navy’s HMS Vigilant on September 16.




  Ted Newman would surely have wanted to be on this distinguished list, which included the Reverend Charles Scott, Bishop for North China, as well as Fergusson and Fuller.




  It is not known if Ted made the list for, on August 13, as he rose to cope with the busy day ahead, he experienced a sharp pain in his chest, collapsed, and died.




  The death notice appeared in the North-China Herald: “At Chefoo Family Hotel, on the morning of the 13th of August, of Apoplexy, Mr Edward Newman, to the great grief of his widow and family.” He was only 51. His gravestone in the settlers’ cemetery on Temple Hill stated, without effusion: “In memory of Edward Newman of the Family Hotel who departed this life on August 13th 1883. Thy will be done.”




  Mary Ann apparently did not consider selling out and returning to England with her young children. Her father had left her nothing when he died in 1876 and the farm in Malvern Link was being run by the local farmer whom her younger sister Ellen had married under pressure from her ailing father.




  Besides, her children were receiving a first-rate education on their doorstep. At 48, Mary Ann chose instead to bring out her first-born, Edwin, from England to help run the hotel. Edwin had apparently not had a happy childhood – a newspaper reported he had run away from boarding school at 14 – and he accepted the offer.




  He was 17 when he arrived in Chefoo, a bright and self-reliant youth, and his name duly appeared in the local directory as manager of the Family Hotel. Although he would stay for half a dozen years, Edwin seems to have wanted more than tiny Chefoo could offer. Considering he would choose to be an architect, it is possible he was influenced by the Newmans’ architect neighbour, Fuller.




  Edwin had also kept in touch with his cousin, Elizabeth, daughter of Mary Ann’s sister Jane, who had been orphaned (as had he, in effect). In 1890, Edwin left Chefoo for Canada via Hong Kong. A clipping from the Vancouver Daily World shows Edwin left Hong Kong on the ship Abyssinia on April 6 and arrived at Vancouver on May 21, in the company of the Duke of Connaught and his wife and “114 Chinese and 10 Japanese in steerage.”




  The departure of Edwin, whom she had left behind as a baby, must have been a blow to the over-worked Mary Ann, but it was not the only one. Her son Frank showed little interest in the hotel beyond helping out now and again and, by 1889, he was working with Fergusson the trader. His outlook may have been expanded by Fergusson, a resourceful man who was pushing for a railway from Chefoo to Jinan, capital of Shantung – a project, however, that was welcomed by neither the British legation nor the Qing.




  Meanwhile, the Family Hotel had become an institution on the China Coast. A missionary journal in 1891 advised readers to book in advance at “the Family Hotel kept by Mrs Newman” as demand for rooms was high.




  Her parents had lived to a good age and, in her healthy location by the sea, Mary Ann, now an established businesswoman, would have wanted to live long enough to see her daughters married to men of social standing and her son become a merchant prince.




  But the strain of running the hotel took its toll. On August 24, 1891 – at the height of the season – she succumbed to heart failure.




  The North-China Herald reported her demise alongside a report that Chefoo’s hotel keepers were complaining it had been a bad season and was likely to remain so if the steamers maintained their “prohibitive rates” for foreign passengers.




  Without its matriarch, what would happen to the Family Hotel – and the children? In November 1891, the hotel was put up for sale. It seems that neither Annie, 21, nor Frank, wanted to take the helm.




  One of the sale notices offers a possible clue as to why the Newman children wished to be rid of their legacy. It referred to the property as a “sanatorium,” suggesting it had become more like the China Inland Mission hospital across the lane.

OEBPS/Images/29a.jpg





OEBPS/Images/20a.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
2

(]

ety

A journalist’s quest to understand his mother’s past
leads him to discover a vanished China
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