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fOrewOrd

Inspiring books have been written about Jesus’s parable of the prodigal 
son, the younger of two brothers who left his family to pursue a different 
way of living. We know only a few details about the choices made by the 
biblical prodigal, and the outcomes of his choices. If we knew more about 
the things that took place in the far country, I imagine Jesus’s story re-
corded in the gospel of Luke would stop us in our tracks. What we do 
know is that the younger brother led a life of his own choosing, then 
came back home a humbled, defeated person. The glory of the story is 
that he was welcomed by his loving, waiting father.

The story that is told in this book contains similar elements, but it 
features two prodigals, a younger son and his mother. The son left home 
to go to graduate school, and after a few years he began living in a way 
that went against his parents’ values. His mother, driven by love but also 
battered by shame and distraught over a lifeless marriage, came to the end 
of herself (see Luke 15:17, kjv). As hard as this was, it proved to be a turn-
ing point for both mother and son.

Out of a Far Country speaks directly to anyone who has wandered for 
any length of time. It’s a blindingly true story that will resonate with 
prodigal sons and daughters, and with the parents of prodigals. This story 
is sometimes heartbreaking, and it’s often raw in its honesty. The battle 
that is waged over a person’s soul is lengthy and hard fought, and the 
outcome is not known until after wounds have been suffered.

But the end of the story for a humbled, repentant prodigal—whether 
son, daughter, or parent—is one of God’s open arms, his love and sacri-
fice, and his grace to save us. That story never loses its power.

This book tells a story that will inspire you, and it’s one you can learn 
from. It will guide you to seek God and his help, even in times when your 
life gives no indication that there is any hope left. Christopher Yuan and 
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xii   foreword

Angela Yuan are two prodigals who chose finally to come back to their 
Father. Their story will give you hope—or restore your hope if you have 
lost it.

But when he was yet a great way off, his father saw him, and  

had compassion, and ran, and fell on his neck, and kissed him. 

(Luke 15:20, kjv)

—Kay Warren
Cofounder of Saddleback Church, Lake Forest, California
Founder of the HIV/AIDS Initiative, Saddleback Church

Out of a Far Country pages   12 2/11/11   4:36 PM



aCknOwledGments

First, thanks to Bucky Rosenbaum, our wonderful agent. You saw poten-
tial in this story and believed in it from the beginning. Thanks for lead-
ing us on this exciting journey.

Chris Fabry, you helped us get our thoughts organized. Kate Etue, 
you are a lifesaver. Without you we could not have completed the book, 
and your commitment and talent show through in the final version.

Julie, Jessica, Anna, Eric, Vivian, Bruce, Stephanie, Christine, Betty, 
Winnie, Steven, Tiffanie, and Jenny, you diligently transcribed inter-
view transcripts in a time crunch. Thank you for your speed and ac-
curacy! Julie Chen, your talents really helped us when we were in a time 
crunch. Thanks, Sarah Lin, for selflessly helping us all the way from 
Taiwan.

We are ever grateful to our church families and Bible Study Fellow-
ship partners. You prayed alongside us and tied yellow ribbons to wel-
come this prodigal son home. We are so grateful for Moody Bible Insti-
tute and Wheaton College for giving Christopher a second chance and 
for your continued enthusiastic support.

From Angela

Muriel Milem, you are my mentor, prayer warrior, encourager, and friend. 
Your help editing the outline of this book and our proposal was invalu-
able. Sandy Long, during my difficult years of waiting, you cried with 
me, laughed with me, and went above and beyond to pull me through. 
Mabel Jung, you are closer to me than a sister. You’ve stuck with me 
through the ups and downs for fifty-five years. Hover and Joanne, you are 
so willing to be available and have such servant hearts.

Out of a Far Country pages   13 2/11/11   4:36 PM



xiv   acknowledgments

From Christopher

Joe Hendrickson, you are a great brother in Christ who over the years has 
prayed with me and held me accountable. Thanks for running the race 
with me. Karen Swanson and Brenda Ratcliff, you encouraged me to 
write this book and are two of my biggest cheerleaders! Rosalie de Roset 
and Karyn Hecht, thanks for taking time to proofread early writing sam-
ples. George Verwer, you are like a mentor to me with your numerous and 
timely calls from around the globe. Your concern for my health and my 
spiritual walk blesses me immensely.

- - -
And much appreciation to Ron Lee and the team at WaterBrook Mult-
nomah for walking alongside us throughout this exciting journey and 
making this deeply emotional experience of putting our life stories on 
paper a pleasant one!

Lastly, we want to thank our Lord, Jesus Christ. He is the true Au-
thor of this story.

Oh, the depth of the riches of the wisdom and knowledge of God!

How unsearchable his judgments,

and his paths beyond tracing out!

“Who has known the mind of the Lord?

Or who has been his counselor?”

“Who has ever given to God,

that God should repay him?”

For from him and through him and to him are all things.
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One doesn’t ask of one who suffers: what is 
your country and what is your religion? One 
merely says, You suffer, this is enough for me. 
You belong to me, and I shall help you.

—Louis Pasteur

God, you did everything you promised, 
 and I’m thanking you with all my heart. 
You pulled me from the brink of death, 
 my feet from the cliff-edge of doom. 
Now I stroll at leisure with God 
 in the sunlit fields of life.

—Psalm 56:12–13 (msg)
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One

the end of my world

angela: may 15, 1993

I t was May in Chicago. The warmth of spring was starting to wrap its 
arms around the city we had called home for twenty-four years. But 

that night we sat in silence, picking at our stir-fry with forks as cold and 
hard as our hearts.

Dinner was miserable, and it had nothing to do with the food.
You’d think that after so many years of living with my disconnected 

but often argumentative husband, Leon, I’d be used to misery. But this 
night was unusually dismal.

Our younger son, Christopher, was home for a visit. He had just 
finished his junior year of dental school in Louisville, Kentucky, after 
transferring from Loyola University School of Dentistry in Chicago the 
previous fall. Leon, a dentist himself, was glad that Christopher was fol-
lowing in his footsteps. It was expected that in a year father and son 
would be working together in our new dental office.

Of course, I too had been looking forward to Christopher’s visit. 
Like any good Chinese mother, I doted on our two sons, but Christopher 
and I had always been especially close. Normally his being at home 
would keep the tension in our home from boiling over. But Christopher’s 
presence at the dinner table tonight only elevated our family’s permanent 
state of emotional strain.
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- - -

A few days before Christopher had come home, Leon was checking the 
insulation in the crawlspace just off Christopher’s bedroom. On his way 
out of the crawlspace, the beam from his flashlight landed on something 
tucked away on top of the small access opening. He discovered an un-
labeled VHS tape in a worn cardboard case, which he brought down-
stairs to show me.

As soon as I saw the dusty videocassette, I froze. I knew what it was, 
but everything inside me hoped it wasn’t. The truth was, for six years I 
had feared that Christopher’s problem had never really gone away.

I couldn’t bring myself to watch what was on the tape, so I asked 
Leon to do it. He took it from my hand and went into the living room to 
play it. Finally, he walked back into the kitchen, dropped the tape on the 
counter, and said, “Yes, it’s that.”

That. He couldn’t even say the word. It was gay pornography.
I immediately thought back to when Christopher was sixteen years 

old and I found out from his brother that he had had a sexual relationship 
with a thirty-year-old man. Christopher had contacted the man, who 
then invited him over. Sure, Christopher may have sought the man out, 
but no matter how you look at it, this man had used and soiled my son.

Words cannot express what I felt at that time. Sadness and deep an-
guish overwhelmed me. But I was also furious at the man who took ad-
vantage of my son. Christopher was robbed of the chance to be a normal 
teenager, and what’s worse, I couldn’t tell anyone about it. I wanted to see 
this man brought to justice, but that meant making a horrific private 
matter a public one. And I would not allow Christopher to go through 
that humiliation. We decided not to press charges, choosing instead to 
keep the heartache and shame a secret.

Added to the terrible disgrace was constant anxiety. During Christo-
pher’s teenage years, my days were filled with fear. I worried about what 
people would say if they found out. I worried about how much Christo-
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pher was scarred, and whether his future would be affected by this inci-
dent. I especially worried about whether he would become…gay.

Even though this was a very private matter, I knew we should do 
something to find help. That same day, I had been flipping through ma-
terial from a dental-office management company. This company helped 
us better manage our practice in order to increase the dental-office in-
come. In this literature, I read about a counseling program offered by the 
parent organization. It promised resources for dealing with life’s prob-
lems, and the sponsoring organization was the Church of Scientology. I 
had never heard of Scientology. I was skeptical, but desperate. I would do 
anything to fix my son.

So Christopher and I traveled from Chicago to the Scientology Mis-
sion of San Francisco, where we enrolled in a program that required us to 
be there mornings and afternoons for two months. Certainly, their tech-
niques were a little bizarre—sitting in a sauna for hours or holding metal 
cans during counseling (or “auditing”) sessions. But I was determined to 
beat this—for Christopher’s sake. Failure was not an option that I was 
willing to consider.

After two months and more than fifteen thousand dollars, we fin-
ished the purification program. More important, Christopher assured me 
that he was over that phase and ready to move on with life. I thought we 
had it all taken care of.

- - -
But on a beautiful afternoon in May 1993, I sat picking at my stir-fry. I 
was waiting for the right moment to say something, but I had no idea 
what to say. I glanced to my right at Leon, trying to read his dark eyes. 
Was he going to confront Christopher as I wished, or wasn’t he? He 
briefly looked at me, then resumed his eating, oblivious to my agony. 
Leon wasn’t going to say anything, and as always his indifference drove 
me crazy. Once again, we weren’t on the same page. Once again, he had 
no idea how I felt.

Out of a Far Country pages   3 2/11/11   4:36 PM



4   Out of a far Country

I could tell that Christopher knew I was upset. Our relationship had 
been strained in recent months. He’d been acting rudely to me—more 
like a resentful teenager than a twenty-two-year-old doctoral student. 
And this night only added to the tension. He kept looking at his watch 
and seemed to be contemplating a quick exit.

Leon still hadn’t said anything, and Christopher was about to leave 
the table. I needed an answer from my son, and I knew I had to speak up. 
If homosexuality was still a problem for Christopher, then we needed to 
take action.

“Christopher, Dad found a videotape in your crawlspace.” My voice 
was shaking—with fear, with despair? I never shied away from confron-
tation, but this was different.

Christopher looked at me with a blank face. No emotion, no guilt, 
not even surprise.

Our wedding took place at Notre Dame Church in Central Park, Manhattan, 

on September 11, 1965. My father is on the far right. I had no idea how difficult 

life would become after this day.
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“Dad watched it,” I whispered. I swallowed hard, wishing this were 
a nightmare and I would wake up and everything would be okay. I wished 
my son would tell me what I wanted to hear—even if it wasn’t true. Be-
sides, how could Christopher still be that? After all I had done for him.

But he just kept giving me that empty look.
“Christopher”—I forced the words out—“are you…are you still…?”
The question hung there, but only for a moment. Christopher sat up 

straight, looked me in the eyes, and with a voice full of resolve said, “Yes, 
I am. I am gay.”

He spoke confidently, without disgrace or apology. I couldn’t believe 
my ears. There was such boldness, as if he were proud of it. But shame 
swept over me. This couldn’t be true. Not my son, not my Christopher. 
At that moment, I wished the house would fall down on us and put an 
end to this mess.

I’d always had our lives all figured out. Christopher and his brother 
would grow up and accomplish important things in the world. They were 
both studying to be dentists. They would return home when they earned 
their degrees, join their father’s practice, and ultimately inherit the family 
business. Leon and I were just then completing a brand-new, state-of-the-
art dental office. I would be at the helm, managing the office and making 
sure everything ran like a well-oiled machine. It would give me the life I 
longed for—spending time with my family and keeping us all together.

But now this.
I looked from my son to my husband and back again. I was as disap-

pointed with Leon as I had ever been. Even though our marriage was 
totally lifeless, at least he should be concerned about his own son. So 
today, with Christopher announcing he was gay, why wasn’t Leon step-
ping in to do something? Why didn’t he say anything? Why wasn’t he 
outraged? Why wasn’t he telling Christopher that he was not, could not 
be…gay?

It was obvious to me that Christopher was not thinking clearly. 
Didn’t he know that he couldn’t choose both—to be a dentist and to live 
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like that? If people knew, Leon would lose his patients. If people knew, no 
staff would work with us. If people knew, they would be afraid of getting 
AIDS. Christopher needed to come to his senses and be reminded that 
this family practice was everything. It had been our one dream—every-
thing we had worked toward—for almost twenty years.

“Christopher,” I blurted out his name in frustration. “You must 
choose. You must choose the family or choose homosexuality.” This ulti-
matum would wake him up. He would have to choose his family and not 
throw away this bright future in our new office.

My son looked at me and said, “It’s not something I can choose. I was 
born this way… I am gay.” He took a deep breath and looked away. His 
neck tightened and his jaw clenched as he looked back at me with an ex-
pression I had never seen before. “If you can’t accept me, then I have no 
other choice but to leave.”

He backed away from the table and uttered one last cutting remark. 
“I expected you’d react like this. But that’s okay. I have a family. A real 
family of friends back in Louisville who accept me”—his voice cracked—
“for exactly who I am.”

He went to his room. In a few minutes he came back through the 
house with his bags and walked out the door. It was as if he had planned 
this all along. There was no room for discussion, no time for negotiation. 
That was it. This was the end.

My knees gave way, and I fell to the floor. I felt as if my blood drained 
out of my body. My arms, my hands, my legs were cold as ice. The weight 
of shock and disbelief weighed so heavily on my chest that I had to strain 
just to breathe. This couldn’t be happening.

I began gasping for air. I was choking on my tears, knowing without 
question that I was a total failure. My marriage had been a failure for 
years, and now my parenting was a failure. My husband refused to stand 
by me. My older son had rebelled. And now Christopher, the one I 
thought would never do this to me, had rejected me.

I wanted to make Christopher stay, but I was out of options. And 
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Leon still hadn’t said anything. He didn’t yell at Christopher or argue 
with him. Neither did he put his arm around me or hold my hand. He 
just walked away, leaving me lying on the floor alone, gasping between 
sobs.

A thought entered my mind, a memory of something Leon’s mother 
had told him. My mother-in-law had said a wife uses three tricks when 
she doesn’t get her way. First, she cries; second, she throws a temper tan-
trum; third, she threatens to hang herself. On that day, I was not playing 
any tricks. I was certain that I had nothing left to live for.
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