
 
                                        In Memoriam – Fr John Moran, S.J.  

     (August 22, 1905-April 30, 1991)  

                             Taught at Wah Yan College, Kowloon, 1949-1988 

 

 

A.    From the Sunday Examiner, May 10, 1991 

Father John Moran S.J. died in St. Teresa’s Hospital on 30 April 1991 after a short illness. 

 

Father Moran was born in Dublin, Ireland, on 22 July 1905 and educated by the 

Dominican Sisters and the Jesuits. 

 

He entered the Jesuits in Ireland in 1923 and, after novitiate, university studies and 

philosophy, volunteered for the mission of the Irish Jesuits in Hong Kong. 

 

He arrived in Hong Kong in the Autumn of 1931 and went to Shiu Hing, then a mission 

of the Portuguese Jesuits, to learn Cantonese. 

 

The following year he was back in Hong Kong at the South China Regional Seminary in 

Aberdeen. 

 

He returned to Ireland for his theological studies and was ordained priest there in 1939. 

 

He was back in Hong Kong just before the outbreak of the Japanese war. At first he spent 

some time in the Aberdeen seminary and then for the rest of the war period moved to the 

French enclave of Kwong Chau Wan on the south coast. He remembered his years spent 

there as being some of the best of his life. 

 

Recalled to Hong Kong at the end of war, he was chaplain in the Queen Mary Hospital 

and then went to Canton. 

 

By the Autumn of 1949, all except four Jesuits withdrew from Canton. Father Moran 

taught for a while at a feeder school for Wah Yan College in Nelson Street, Kowloon. He 

then took over editorship of the Far East Messenger, a monthly magazine started by 

Father Terence Sheridan SJ. It ceased publication in 1953. 

 



In 1952 Father Moran moved to the newly-built Wah Yan College on Waterloo Road. 

The room he moved into he was to occupy for the next 39 years until his death. 

 

He joined the teaching staff and continued to teach long after his official retirement. 

 

Father Moran is particularly remembered for his gentleness and kindness to all and for 

the hospitality he extended to visitors. 

 

He spent many hours hearing confessions, being in his confessional at practically every 

Mass said in St. Ignatius Chapel. 

 

His simplicity of life was legendary among his fellow-Jesuits. 

 

A few years ago he suffered a stroke which severely impaired his memory. A few days 

before his death he was admitted to St. Teresa’s Hospital with breathing problems. 

 

A funeral Mass, presided over by Cardinal Wu, was celebrated at Wah Yan Kowloon on 

6 May. 

10 May 1991 
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1963-1964, happily bicycling                1968-1969, attending a wedding 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

1971-1972, chatting with the boys at the chemistry lab 

 

 
 

1977-1978, with Mr Ho and students 
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C.  The following obituary is from The Shield 39 (1991) 

 



 
 



D. Memories 
 

By the way, I don't think I can talk about English teachers without mentioning Father 

Moran, who was my form master in 1A. When I started that year, I really knew nothing 

about English grammar. The drills we went through on voices, tenses, diagramming 

sentences, etc. proved to be indispensable for me when it came to writing something that 

made sense. He more than anyone else laid a foundation for me, and for that I am 

eternally grateful.  

    

And who could ever forget his use of Doris Day's "Whatever Will Be, Will Be" to teach 

direct and indirect speech? 

When I was just a little girl, I asked my mother, what will I be? (Direct) 

When I was just a little girl, I asked my mother what I would be. (Indirect) 

 

   --- ---- --- 

 
Looking back on my Wah Yan years, I'd have to say Form 1 was the most significant 

with respect to my later life and career (as a civil servant in San Francisco). The lion's 

share of the credit must go to Father Moran, who was Form Master and English teacher. I 

did not have much contact with him outside the classroom, but do remember that he was 

kind and patient when teaching us. 

 

It was what he taught, and how he did it, that had such a profound effect on me. When I 

started the year, I really had no concept of the rudiments of the English language. 

Whatever training I had received was haphazard. Somehow, within one school year, he 

inculcated in me just about all the rules of grammar that would serve me for the next half 

century.  

 

He did not spend a lot of time on vocabulary, figuring that we could always go to the 

dictionary, but he drilled us on the basic rules of grammar: voices, tenses, verb 

conjugation, and sentence diagramming and construction. It was this last that did the 

most good, as it is not merely a matter of writing confidently, but being able to think 

clearly when putting pen to paper. 

 

At the time, I did not see the point of this constant drilling, but subsequently I realized 

that it was the only way someone as ill-prepared as I was could have been taught.  

 

The best tribute I can pay to Father Moran, the most influential teacher I ever had, is to 

write this, because when I look back on what I have written, I see the results of his 

lessons in every sentence.   

  

The above reminiscences are those of Rodney Auyeung Siu Lee (’61) 

 

************************************************************* 
I am one of the students who owe it to Fr Moran for what we are today.   



  

I do not remember if I was in form 2 or form 3 when Fr Moran was teaching us the Bible.  

He taught us in Cantonese.  He told us when he first came to Hong Kong, he was sent to 

the seminary in Cheung Chau (?) where he learned Chinese for several years (?)  Though 

he had an accent, Fr Moran knew a lot of Chinese words I did not know.  He often told us 

he preferred listening to soccer games broadcast in Chinese because the Chinese sentence 

structure was more direct and he could easily grasp the situation in hand.  

  

When I was in form 3, Fr Moran tried to help me, a lost sheep.  Every morning at 7 or 

7:30 for at least 30 minutes for several months, he would take the time to teach me 

catechism in a private room.  I was subsequently baptized.  I also remember Fr Moran 

taught us grammar.  When he was teaching a particular part of speech, he would want us 

to use it a lot in our composition.  This time, he was teaching us the gerund.  In a 

composition, I practically and profusely used all kinds of gerunds, in my estimation, 90% 

of the sentences having gerunds.  As a result, I got an unthinkable 100% for my 

competition.  As some of you may remember the way he pronounced some words with an 

accent.  He pronounced immediately "immejiately"; obediently, "obejiently"; and 

literature "literarchore".  Sometimes when we laughed, he tried to soften his accent.   Fr 

Moran used to hand out candies/chocolates to commend students if they had done well in 

a test or dictation.  I guess a lot of us were happy recipients. 

 

Fr Moran hated the communists.  In 1973 when I was in Hong Kong, I asked him to go 

for lunch at the YMCA across the street from our school.  During lunch, he talked a lot 

about the communists and showed his dislike.  Did this have anything to do with his 

former stint on the mainland? 

 

In or about 1982, I told him in correspondence that I had misplaced my copy of the 1961 

Year Book.  He immediately sent an old copy to me.  After that, we were not in contact, 

mainly due to my laziness.  I was sad when I later learnt that Fr Moran had Alzheimer’s.  

He was not teaching but was still helping in the church.  Often times when he was going 

to his room in WYK, he ended up in somebody else’s.  Fr Moran subsequently passed on 

in the early 1990’s (?) and was buried in the Happy Valley Cemetery(?).  I regret that I 

have not yet gone to pay respect. 

 

Gabriel Lau Ping-Yuen (‘61) 

 

************************************************************* 
 

 

 

Compiled by Wong Hin-Shing, with the assistance of Yu Fong-ying, February 8, 2012 


