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Robert J. McMullen Furlough Documents, 1935-1937 

Here we offer three documents pertaining to McMullen’s two-year furlough in 
New York.  In 1931, he had been made Provost and Comptroller of the Hangchow 
Christian College as part of the resolution of the “registration controversy” that led 
to the appointment of the first Chinese president of the college.  McMullen’s was 
supposed to be a temporary assignment, but as the letter to Daniel Fleming of 
Union Theological Seminary makes clear, after some internal debate, the Mid-
China Mission made the posting permanent.  McMullen then took a two-year 
leave, the second at his own expense, to better prepare himself for a new career as 
a college administrator.  The Biographical Sketch posted here was prepared for his 
application to both Union Seminar and the Columbia Teachers College in New 
York, where he earned two degrees in 1935-1937; his eldest daughter joined him in 
several seminars, including one offered by Reinhold Niebuhr.  In the sketch, 
McMullen intimated that he wanted to reflect on “the greater problem of Higher 
Education in China,” and the third document posted here, a seminar paper he 
prepared for a seminar at Columbia, outlines his thinking as he prepared to return 
to China in the summer of 1937.   

 



















































Kepler Van Evera Letters, December 21-31, 1937  

Kepler Van Evera and his wife, Pauline, were Northern Presbyterian missionaries in Hangzhou 
from 1912.  They were close acquaintances of the McMullens throughout their time in China, 
often mentioned in the letters.  The Van Everas had just returned from furlough when the 
Japanese occupied the city and Kepler composed a breathless, running account of events in that 
last week of December for his children back in the US.  These were only received at the New 
York offices of the PCUSA in 1947; the Van Everas were repatriated on the first Gripsholm 
exchange in the summer of 1942.  The mimeographed originals are too faint for reproduction on 
this site, so we have excerpted relevant passages for posting.  The original letters are held in the 
Presbyterian Historical Archives (RG 82, Box 54, File 11). 

 
 



         December 23, 1937 

 “Last night I slept soundly.  It was rumored that the bridge would be blown up last night.  
All the Railway Staff is supposed to have left. This morning at 3:45 I waked up when off went a 
great blast.  I assumed that it was the bridge – an hour later came another and soon after five 
several more.  Mac [McMullen] came in for a meeting about 10:30 and said that the bridge was 
intact, cars and people going over it. This morning the rumor was that it was to go at 12:00 but it 
is now 12:25.  But they did blow up part of the power plant, no lights now, no radio to listen to.  
Someone said that the ferry landings went but I have not had time to go and see.  The town is 
cleaned out – not a soldier or police left – a few firemen are stationed on the street, presumably 
to keep order – doubt if they could do anything.  No reason why they should not come in any 
time.  The radio report of yesterday was a bluff evidently for they talked of counter drives toward 
the lake.  […] 

 “The town is quiet, few people on the streets except those robbing the rice shops and that 
is going strong.  One mob at Fong Kiang Gyao has been at it all day since 9:00 this morning. 
[…] The street is covered with rice.  A half hour ago there was another terrific explosion that 
rolled for several minutes.  It may or may not have been the bridge.  No way to know unless you 
go there – too far this late in the day. […] No news to be had today, no radio, no one knows 
anything, even a dearth of rumors. 

 

         December 26, 1937 

 “We have managed to pass Christmas Day quietly, in a way not so quiet either, and have 
come to another day that promises to be even more hectic. Yesterday I tore from place to place, 
was at the Girls’ School [also referred to as the ‘Ong Dao] in the morning just in time to meet 
three officers bringing proclamations regarding the purpose of their army – they were of the 
military police – and as they were ready to write proclamations for protection of foreign property 
I succeeded in getting them to write for practically all the houses in the city, of all missions, also 
churches and schools.  After distributing them to Wayland [Academy], Chang Memorial, Da Tah 
R Yang [Church], Ku Lou [Church], I went home to rest and put them on our own gate.  Gene 
Turner and I decided on supper at 5:00 – he came and I decided to go to ‘Ong Dao for the night.  
We rode down the Great Street in the gathering twilight.  Most of the shop doors were forced 
open and soldiers were spending the night inside.  It was about dark when we arrived at the ‘Y’.  
I went on to ‘Ong Dao alone.  All was quiet.  About 6:30 two officers came to look in, one spoke 
a bit of English – after a short time they left – we saw them to the front gate.  I went to bed about 
nine – slept well until three – all quiet when I got up at 6:30 and left to get Gene and go home for 
breakfast.  We rode by Fong Loh Gyao [Church]… - during the night someone of them had hung 
out a Japanese flag.  We took it down, went on to Tsh R Yang and found the same thing there.  
They said the Chamber of Commerce had sent word to welcome them.  But we told them that 
this was Red Cross and we could not have both flags. […] 

 “Gene left soon after breakfast.  I wrote up my journal and left at 10:00, went to Tai Miao 
Yang.  A crowd of women and children were down back of the chapel along the canal wanting to 



get to the Chinese Red Swastika Refugee Center in the Tai Miao Yang Government School, but 
were scared to death of some soldiers in the street.  They followed me and got to the Center 
without trouble.  I went on and stopped at the Ku Lou for a few minutes, then on to the ‘Y’ and 
to the Girls’ School.  Mr. Ma was very much upset because soldiers had come and searched both 
him and Mr. Vong in the guest room, broken the glass case with the cups and silver shields and 
take out some smaller ones.  I went back to see Turner who went with me to the school.  We 
decided to see if a meeting could not be called to ask for guards – were too late for lunch at ‘Y’ 
so ate a Chinese cookie and rushed over to the hospital.  Sturton [Dr. Stephen Douglas Sturton] 
being out we went to see the Bishop [John Curtis] but got little satisfaction – he did not seem to 
think anything could be done.  We started off and at the gate  met Sturton, [Frank] Willis of the 
Asiatic Petroleum Company, and Stapleton Cotton, the Postal Commissioner, who had just been 
to Song Meh Tsang and other places and found that they had broken into Mr. [Robert] Fitch’s 
back gate and were taking out bedding.  Since the three of them felt that they could do nothing I 
did not care to go back and try it singlehanded.   They left a proclamation with the [Fitch’s] cook 
to put on the back gate when they left! 

 “Gene and I rode home to early supper up the Great Street, crowded with soldiers getting 
ready to pass the night in shops, beyond the Drum Tower a string of cars lined up as far as we 
could see toward Vong San Men.  We arrived at home and Wow! Ah S, Fu Da Sao, the cook and 
Mr. Van all were there to tell of the Japanese soldiers coming in paying no attention to either the 
consular proclamations or their own proclamations and going through all three houses, upstairs 
and down – all were excited and trembling – told us to go in and see for ourselves what they had 
taken.  I went through the house, remembered that I had left my pocketbook in the drawer – it 
was gone, my razor and $20 U.S. currency given by people at home…  We ate supper in a hurry, 
it was getting dark and we felt that we must get back to the ‘Y’ and ‘Ong Dao – we hoped they 
would not come in the night – but we felt an obligation to about 1500 women and children in the 
two places.  We left as it was getting dark but a fire at Nan Hsing lighted the way.  All was quiet 
at the school – we had over 1200 tonight as against 150 last night – all women and children, 
frightened to death by stories of rape and looting of their homes – pitiful.  Sleeping on a ‘Mein 
Bi’ on the cement floors of the gym and dining room, as close as bed pads could be laid out, 
some four or five, mother and children in one bed.  Two light meals a day.  About 7:00 o’clock 
one of the gatemen came running in to say that the soldiers had come to inspect.  We went out 
and found three of them slipping across the walk into the dark, two with rifles with bayonets 
fixed.  I tried to talk to them in English, they understood one or two words, talked among 
themselves for a time, then said good-night and left.  Mr. Vong saw them to the gate – they 
insisted that we do not go with them.  At the gate the gatemen told us that when they came in 
they asked for girls. […] Naturally everyone is jittery as can be.  Everyone’s home has been 
looted, why should they feel at east?  The only ray of hope tonight is that I was stopped in 
coming here by three sentries, one at the corner just this side of the ‘Y’, one in front of Mr. 
Fitch’s house and one just opposite Mr. [Jay] Oliver’s old gate.  We hope it means a beginning 
of control of the soldiers.  We’ll see what tomorrow brings forth.  […] 

 



         Monday, Dec. 27 

 “Just as I came down the gate opened and three soldiers came in on bicycles.  I went out 
to talk to them – they wanted chickens, and asked me to lead them around.  I did not do as they 
asked – Gene came out, told them nothing doing, showed them the proclamation on the door and 
we helped them out with their wheels. […] 

 “Mr. Turner wrote down an account of the visit of the soldiers to our compound 
yesterday and took it to the office of the Military Police.  The captain had called at the Y.M.C.A. 
on Saturday so Gene felt that he had a contact.  He left the letter at their office and this afternoon 
after I had gone to ‘Ong Dao an officer called and a Chinese from the Chamber of Commerce 
with him, inquired into the action of the soldiers.  It made us feel that they were beginning to get 
on the job.  After they left Gene and Mr. Van went over to the little American school.  There was 
a soldier in there attacking someone and Gene put him out, apparently scared the life out of him 
from what they said.  I went around by the Police School and down the Great Street, lined all the 
way to the Drum Tower with artillery and carts - a new contingent was just arriving that 
stretched from the Drum Tower to below the Commercial Press.  I wound my way down 
between soldiers, horses, cannon and cart without much apparent notice from anyone and on to 
the Girls’ School, then back to the Y.M.C.A. to go with Tso Kong Yang to a meeting at the 
hospital.  Chinese who go out on a bicycle these days alone usually have them taken away.  My, 
how Tso did tear along.  I could hardly keep up!  […] 

 

         December 28 

 “Before daylight I could hear dripping from the roof and when it was light I could see 
that it had been snowing.  […]  I went directly home and found that they had had a quiet night.  
Gene was sitting in the dining room but told me to take my bath.  I could not shave since the 
callers on Sunday took my razor. […] 

 “I went to Wayland to see Ed. Clayton…  When I got to the Wayland gate the crowd of 
women clamoring to get in was increasing, but with 1,700 they could take no more.  We pushed 
our way to the door and had to push them back and say no more could be received until further 
notice. I went to let Ed know…but he was not in and Kyi Sen invited me to dinner.  I decided to 
stay…Kyi Sen fixed a plate.  I sat down, soon after Gene came in.  […]  I said that the crowd at 
the gate could be taken in at Tsh R. Yang.  That relieved Ed’s mind and Mr. [Charles] 
Fairclough and I took them over, about forty women and children, the men not being allowed in.  
That brought their number to over 400.  Fong Loh Gyao Church has over 200.  The count in the 
Girls’ School this morning is 1840, jammed, bedraggled but uncomplaining humanity… 

 “The question of enough rice is bothering everyone now.  The Chamber of Commerce is 
trying to get rice, people try to keep it stored, but it may be commandeered one of these days.  
No one could move rice on the streets these days without a guard of soldiers.  We had at first 
counted on four days of this.  It now looks as if it would continue for a week.  After the Girls’ 
School I called at the ‘Y’, at the office of the Military Police to ask a question, then back to look 



in at Fong Loh Gyao Church.  They were excited because a soldier had gotten over the wall at 
the back of the church into Pastor Van’s compound, which is shut off from the church compound 
by a wall and the gate was locked.  So there he was like a man in a well.  But he had made so 
much noise falling down, on and off the tin roof of a small kitchen that they all knew someone 
was in there, so they opened the door and four of them escorted him out the front gate.    The 
laugh was on him. 

 “I went on to the hospital and at Dr. Sturton’s listened to Mac and Dr. [Fred] Manget, the 
same turbulent kind of happenings.  Mac thinks the college is getting on very well, but soldiers 
have been in the T’ien Suo Gyao compound.  He had quite a row with them there.  I was ready to 
start home when Gene came in.  He left some letters with Dr. Sturton and we went along 
together…trooped back through the puddles, stopped a number of times by soldiers, not sentries, 
as no sentries were posted along our route.   But our Red Cross badges took us by and we got 
home all right.  One solider tried to get me to hand him my flash but I kept on going and not 
understanding what his idea was so nothing happened.  Mr. Van came in and sat and talked while 
we ate supper.  We are beginning to wonder what the coming days will bring.  Will we be able to 
get food or wood, for everything is just now being used up very rapidly. 

 

         December 29 

 “In spite of the exciting experiences of the day I slept well during the night.  Once or 
twice, while writing before going to bed I thought I heard noises, and pictured soldiers jumping 
down from the front wall.  Once I actually went out and looked along the front wall…but nothing 
was there. […]  Gene came over and we had interesting breakfast conversation. We decided that 
I should go out this morning and Gene this afternoon.  […] 

 “I went to the hospital where Mac, Sturton, the Bishop, Ed Clayton and Mr. Fairclough 
were discussing the contacts we had with the Military Police, the incidents that had happened to 
the various refugee centers and hospital and the possibility of getting permission to transfer rice 
to the refugee centers.  All are getting low on rice now, the Chamber of Commerce is working on 
the problem, had not yet gotten it through.  The Bishop was to see the Military police about it.  
Mac was to see them to get a guard for T’ien Suo Gyao. […]  I was then ready to start home, up 
the Great Street, all the way to Ku Lou saw fewer soldiers than any day since the 24th.  All was 
quiet at the Ku Lou Church.  The nurses have not come back, the caretaker and three Christians 
were O.K.  I then rode on and beyond the Ku Lou still a long line of artillery but not so much as 
yesterday.  I ran into a group of soldiers moving a cart, wound in and out for a time but at last 
had to get off my wheel and take it to the sidewalk.  I stopped at the Red Swastika Refugee 
Center in the Tai Miao Yang which had been jammed for days.  They are troubled with soldiers 
wandering in and out but do not keep their door shut as we do.  Being foreign property with 
Consular proclamation and also our own Military Police order can perhaps do it better than can a 
Chinese society in Chinese property. […] 

 “Gene had told me at noon that there were twenty-eight people in his servants’ quarters.  
More than a dozen had now come in, all of them asking to be ‘saved.’ …We went out again to 



get bedding and food for some who had failed to bring them and others came in with us.  We 
were going steadily until five when Gene came home and we made one more trip after that. Mr. 
and Mrs. Chu took right hold. […]  Mr. Chu was given the job of registering all who had come 
in.  It was getting dark and he did not complete it but he came in at supper time to say that he had 
down seventy-two names.  Will complete it tomorrow and include Ah Vong’s family and Mrs. 
Ah S and son.  The old gatehouse is full upstairs and down, our carpenter room.  At Gene’s two 
rooms upstairs and one down in the servants’ quarters and two downstairs along the wall over at 
the third house.   One…woman spread her quilt there on the cement floor and said ‘This is 
heaven.’  How frantic they are to get where they feel safe.  After supper Mr. Van and I made the 
rounds of all the rooms to see that they were all right and that they had no foot stoves going and 
to caution them.  We expect a quiet night.  Today it looked as if the bulk of the troops had passed 
on and Mac said that lines of artillery were passing the college this morning and he had difficulty 
coming in – was challenged every little way where usually he met only one or two sentries on the 
way in.  No doubt some other place will be stripped tomorrow and people fleeing, hunting a 
place to sleep in peace, but under far worse conditions. The small towns and villages must suffer 
unspeakably. 

 

         December 30 

 “It was after seven when I got up – another cloudy day – the people had had a quiet night, 
and as I looked around after coming down all was in order. […]  I went down the Yang Z Kyai, 
which had few soldiers, and to Wayland where I saw Mr. Fairclough, and soon after, Ed.  The 
chief problem seems to be rice but some had come to Wayland already from the Chamber of 
Commerce and we expected that problem to be solved today…  Just as I was leaving Mac drove 
up, we chattered a bit – he said the situation at the college was easier this morning.  I went on to 
Da Tah R Yang – they had just gotten ten bags of race and so were feeling better.  […]  When I 
reached the Girls’ School a military truck was unloading 25 bags of race which solved their rice 
problem.  I was to take the receipt for the rice back to the Chamber of Commerce. […] 

 After dinner I hurried home for Gene was planning to get away and was just ready when I 
arrived.  They had had another encounter with soldiers; this time they were trying to climb the 
school wall and were standing on top when Gene told them to come down and one of them drew 
a pistol.  But somehow he came down anyway though it was a nasty affair.  

 […]  “We were busy until dark receiving people, going out a number of times to help 
them in.  We decided to put them on the veranda, moved the tables and chairs, hung up all the 
curtains and matting we could find, and when it was full all the way around we put the overflow 
on Gene’s veranda.  Mr. and Mrs. Chu went around and registered them all and when we counted 
up we found that yesterday 82 had come in and today 75, a total of 157.  We arranged for men to 
sit up in pairs through the night in periods of two and a half hours each. We had our supper and 
felt it was a day. 

 



         December 31 

 It was rainy when we got up…  It had been a quiet night. 

 […] Kyi Sen, Ed’s cook, was taken by soldiers the other night, made to carry things for 
them for some time, was released and got back after Ed had gone to the Japanese consulate to see 
how he could get him back.  From the ‘Y’ I went on to the Girls’ School – they have been able to 
get in plenty of rice and their numbers are down as some have gone home the last day or two.  
They reported 1308 today.  Next I went on to Wayland.  On the way I met one or the Japanese 
interpreters of the Military Police who was going to see Mr. [Buster] Brown so we rode along 
together.  When we got to Ed’s home Kyi Sen said that Mr. Brown was over in the new primary 
building, for soldiers had gotten in there.  I asked our guest, Mr. Fujimaru, to go along to see Mr. 
Brown there.  Just as we got to the little gate into the Primary School compound out came the 
police guard of the school leading two soldiers with Ed and Mr. Brown following.  Mr. Fujimaru 
straightened up, snapped out at them in Japanese, called one to step forward, slapped his face 
first on one side, then on the other, took away their numbers, told the guard to take them out.  
They will probably hear from that again! 

 

  



Eugene Turner (YMCA) Letters to Family on Japanese Occupation of 
Hangzhou, December 22, 1937 – January 1, 1938  
 
In late December 1937 and early January 1938, Eugene Turner, head of the Hangzhou YMCA, 
wrote a series of letters to his sons in college back home about his own experiences (including 
encounters with McMullen).  These letters were later excerpted by someone unknown into the 
following document, which can be found in the Special Collections and Archives at the 
University of Oregon (Jay and Lucile Oliver Papers, Ax 647, Box 13, Folder 11).  



























Hangchow Station Report, 1937-1938     

May 30, 1938 

This was the annual report of the Northern Presbyterian Church (PCUSA) mission in Hangzhou.  
It contains information about the various activities and individuals working for the mission as 
evangelists, teachers, and doctors.  We excerpt from this document some general information 
about the situation and war-time conditions in Hangzhou in the fall of 1937 and spring of 1938 – 
the period covered in McMullen’s letters as well.  The full report may be found in the 
Presbyterian Historical Society Archives (Record Group 82, Box 56, Folder 17). 
 
  

“The Hangchow field, along with the greater portion of the East China Mission, has now 
for five months endured the unspeakable sufferings attending the occupation of the area by alien 
troops; while prior to this, for several months it experienced the daily terrors of threatened aerial 
bombings….Thus it has been a year marked with unparalleled social upheaval and human 
misery.  A goodly portion of the populace, especially the middle and upper classes have 
abandoned their homes and migrated to other parts, becoming after a manner refugees.  
Economic life has suffered complete paralysis, and the devastations and cruelties of occupation 
and warfare have sorely smitten the remaining population [...] 

 “To cover the activities of the Station’s work this year in terms of the normal would 
require but a meagre report.  Especially after the latter part of November when the Chinese line 
of defense broke down between here and Shanghai everything in these parts went topsy-turvy.  
The evangelistic work in city and country had scarcely gotten under way…when the threat of 
local hostilities was upon them.  Hangchow College and the Union Girls’ School had opened in 
September and carried on bravely under manifold difficulties until conditions forced removal and 
dispersion […]  The Union Girls’ School began the term with 70 percent of the usual number, 
while Hangchow Christian College complete the first quarter with 510 instead of 700 on the 
campus.  The uncertainties of conditions and infacilities of travel made it difficult to bring 
together an adequate teaching staff.  All classes were greatly disturbed by frequent siren 
warnings.  There was many an excited rush to the dug-outs which were prepared in number to 
accommodate in small groups the whole constituency of staff, students and servants.  The 
College had not yet gotten under way for the second quarter when the Kashing battle line broke 
in the middle of November with the result of the whole Hangchow area being thrown into a 
panic.” (Both schools were soon closed, their staff and students scattered; subsequent elements 
of both opened a precarious existence in the International Settlement in Shanghai) 

 “As previously suggested, a great part of the energy and thought of Station members and 
co-workers during the past months has been given to the unusual tasks connected with the 
emergency of war.  It has consisted of the protection of Mission property from military 
interference and lawless molestation, of providing refuge places and supplies for a multitude of 
harassed, homeless and destitute people, and of offering spiritual hope and inspiration to the 
distressed in soul.  One of our missionaries put it like this: ‘I am serving as a policeman, a relief 
worker, and a lamp of light in these trying times.’ 



 “Our missionary representatives, as part of the foreign group who remained in Hangchow 
during occupation, have taken their full share in the labors for the safety of the city, conducting 
Red Cross work and other forms of emergency activities.  While the military drive upon Nanking 
was in progress, opportunity was afforded for setting up these organizations and making 
preparations for the inevitable crisis.  The work of the International Committee [chaired by 
McMullen] in appealing strongly to both Chinese and Japanese armed forces for sparing the city 
undoubtedly was a means of saving it from the ravages of actual warfare.  The Red Cross [with 
McMullen as local President] placed its chief emphasis upon the protection and care of women 
and children by affording Refuge Centers with necessary food supplies and medical clinics.  
Such were opened in various school compounds and other Mission property.  It was anticipated 
that these Refuges would not be necessary beyond three or four days of unavoidable confusion 
attending turnover and full assumption of Japanese control in the much depopulated city.  
However, to the surprise and horror of all the defenseless place was given over to a veritable 
orgy of lawlessness, brigandage and rape running into weeks without allay.  Instead of a couple 
thousand frightened folks which at the beginning resorted to these Centers, the numbers kept 
swelling daily until at least fifteen thousand found these places their only seclusion and safety. 
This naturally involved large problems of administration, supply and sanitation, while offering 
unusual opportunity for deeds of mercy and presentation of the Gospel Message. […] 

 “The Hangchow College grounds…has presented a situation somewhat different from 
that which prevailed inside the city.  Although the campus is in a very exposed position and has 
remained on the firing line event until now, neither buildings nor equipment have suffered any 
serious damage of molestation.  The blasting of the newly completed Chien Tang Bridge [the 
Qiantang River] by the Chinese troops upon withdrawing from Hangchow has effectively 
prevented the Japanese army from crossing to the southern side.  At the same time it has kept the 
college on the battle front, subjecting it daily to the spray of Chinese bullets from both rifles and 
machine-guns.  In spite of this constant physical exposure to the fortunes of battle and the severe 
limitations placed upon the life of the community by Japanese forces, it has been possible for our 
representative [Roy Lautenschlager, frequently mentioned in McMullen’s letters] along with Dr. 
McMullen to remain in residence and in full charge of the premises.  It has been a matter of great 
regret that this extensive plant could not be utilized for refugee work; however, its vulnerable 
location precluded any such possibility.  The little community of less than a hundred that was 
able to remain has enjoyed in general the benefits afforded by the American flag.  However, as 
the grounds are not enclosed and are being used as a thorough-fare for the Japanese troops, the 
care of these people as well the property has demanded unceasing vigilance of those in charge.  
Regular Sunday services have been held with these people and special classes conducted for both 
Chinese character study and religious instruction, in which practically every one has been 
enrolled. 

 


