
 
 

What is Your Legacy? 
 

Now if anyone builds on the foundation with gold, silver, precious stones, wood, hay, straw— 
each one's work will become manifest, for the Day will disclose it, because it will be revealed by 
fire, and the fire will test what sort of work each one has done (1 Cor 3:12-13). 
 
I like to visit cemeteries. It has been a lifelong addiction. When we traveled, my parents often 
suffered the effects of my addiction. “Dad, Indiana's first senator is buried in a cemetery on this 
exit! Can we see it? It is only a few miles out of the way.” Twenty miles later, I would still be 
saying, “It must be around the next corner.”  
 
My most recent cemetery visit was in Macau. On a side street, far from the casinos and fancy 
restaurants, you will find the “Old Protestant Cemetery,” the burial place of Robert Morrison, the 
first Protestant missionary to China and the translator of the first Chinese Bible. 
 
Robert Morrison was a brilliant child. At the age of 12, he recited Psalm 119 without a single 
mistake. Called to be a missionary at the age of 19, he began studying Greek, Hebrew, and 
systematic theology. When he was accepted by the London Missionary Society, Morrison prayed 
that, “God would station me in that part of the missionary field where the difficulties were 
greatest and to all human appearances the most insurmountable.” God certainly answered his 
prayer! 
 
His struggles began even before he arrived in China. The East India Company controlled the sea 
routes between England and China. They refused to carry missionaries on their ships.  Morrison 
had to travel to New York to secure passage on a ship to China.   
 
In China, Morrison was confronted with nearly insurmountable obstacles. Chinese teachers were 
threatened with the death penalty if they taught foreigners. Morrison secretly hired a Chinese 
man to teach him the Mandarin language and made such dramatic progress that he was soon 
hired as a translator by the East India Company. 
 
No foreigners could live in China except for purposes of trade, so Morrison moved to Macau. He 
worked for the East India Company, spending his nights translating the Bible into Chinese, while 
frequently traveling to China to preach in secret.  



 
Even in Macau, Morrison faced opposition. Macau was Portuguese, and its Roman Catholic 
authorities opposed Protestants. Morrison had to live in almost complete seclusion. Roman 
Catholic leaders convinced the Portuguese officials to ban his publications.  When his wife died, 
it took days of negotiation to convince a Catholic official to allow her a place for burial. 
 
Despite such opposition, Morrison refused to give up. Soon after his arrival, he was asked if he 
expected to have any spiritual impact on China. He responded, “No sir, but I expect God will!” 
Morrison labored for twenty-seven years in Macau and China and died at the age of 52.  
 
At the end of Morrison’s life, it would have been easy to judge him a failure. He had achieved no 
career success at the East India Company, and as a missionary, he left only ten converts - but he 
left the Bible in Chinese. In the Old Protestant Cemetery, he does not have an impressive 
tombstone – but the Chinese Bible is his monument. 
 
Cemeteries remind me that we all must die. What will you leave behind? Are you living for 
things that perish, or are you leaving a legacy that matters for eternity?   
 


