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A Voyage into the Future

On March 14, 1947, I left Kuomintang-ruled Shanghai
aboard an UNRRA boat headed for one of the Liberated
Arcas — Yantai (Chefu), Shandong. I had bought a one-way
ticket: I was not coming back.

This turning point in my destinies had not come on the .
spur of the moment, it was the inevitable result of the
thoughts and feelings brewing in me since 1926 when I came
to China. From the April 12, 1927 massacre of Chinese work-
ers by Chiang Kai-shek and his imperialist masters to the
huge demonstration of protest against the raping of a Beijing
(Peking) University student by an American marine in
December 1946 — I had been an eye-witness of it all. If I
had been no more than a sympathizer till then, after Victory
Day I felt, I knew I could remain one no longer. I was faced
with a choice. T could go to the United States where my
folks were staying at the time. But the unseemly role being
played by the U.S. in what was happening in China, and the
offensive, at times indecent, behaviour of many of the of-
ficers and men of the U.S. Navy, made me averse to follow-
ing this course of action. Or I could become an active pat-
ticipant in China’s affairs, an idea that appealed to me more
and more. I had been in China most of my life. I owed
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much to this vast, beautiful land and to its long-suffering but
courageous people. Lately some friends had told me many
exciting and inspiring things about the Liberated Areas,
where a new, free, democratic life was being built. It took
me almost nine months to make up my mind, to make the
necessary preparations and to secure the permission of the
Communist Party Office in Shanghai — and here I was, off
on my voyage into the future.

A month after my arrival in Yantai a very close friend
of mine wrote to me from Shanghai. I do not remember now
what else he said in his letter. But I do remember clearly
a question he put to me: “What the hell do you think you,
a foreigner, an intellectual, are doing, going off to join the
Chincse revolution, a peasant revolution?”

1 did not answer my friend at the time. I doubt I could
have given him a very coherent or fully convincing answer
then. Today, looking back upon the past 30 years it gives
me particular pleasure to reply to my friend’s question. Be-
cause today I am convinced that 1, a foreigner, an intellectual,
have done right.

A Change of Status. I came to Yantai as an “‘interna-
tional friend”, a guest, and enjoyed all the “privileges” that
went with the title, mainly taking part in the endless ban-
quets given by the mayor in honour of the foreigners, friends
and otherwise, who were arriving with every ship.

Three months of this treatment were more than enough
for me. I yearned to leave the guest-house, where we lived.
It seemed to my stern and frugal eyes as a wart on the face
of the stern and frugal Yantai, engaged to 2 man in strenuous
war effort,
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Some time in June I handed in an application requesting
to be admitted to the ranks of revolutionary cadres. The
answer was not long in coming: my application had received
favourable consideration. The day came when I put on the
blue cadre uniform and sat down to dine at the same table
as the other cadres, The uniform was made of rough cloth,
it did not fit me very well. The food was frugal. Although
minc was somewhat better than what the others had, it could
not begin to be compared with what I had been used to.
But I was happy and proud and extremely excited — from
that day on I was a member of the great family of revolu-
tionary cadres.

Incidentally, I never again wore a Western suit (except
when called upon to perform the roles of Eisenhower and
Brezhnev, of English capitalists in plays and butlesques), and
never again ate Western food (except at banquets).

A Lesson in Patriotisn. That same summer in Yantai,
in a small meeting hall transformed into a make-shift court-
house, the drunken driver of an American jeep, a Westerner,
was tried and sentenced for running over a Chinese. For
the first time in China’s modern history a foreigner was judg-
ed on Chinese soil by a Chinese court for a crime committed
against a Chinese citizen. In one stroke an end was put to
the cxtraterritorial rights behind which the most heinous
csimes had been perpetrated against the Chinese people by
forcigners for near a century. Ghosts of Ward and Seymour
and Scott and other “conquerors” of China must have shud-
dered in their graves that day.

In my pre-liberation days in Shanghai I knew that foreign-
ers committing offenses against Chinese were judged in the
court of the country to which the foreigner belonged, accord-
ing to the given country’s laws. I had always taken this fot
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granted. The trial in Yantai, particularly the speeches of the
public procurator and the presiding judge, opened my eyes
to the iniquity of the extraterritorial rights. In a sense, the
trial was a test for me. ‘““Whose side are you on?” was the
question I had to answer to myself that day. As I sat in the
courthouse, scenes of what 1 had witnessed in Shanghai dur-
ing my 20-year stay there passed before my mind: the be-
flagged warships of all nations strung along the Huangpu
River, foreign patrols marching all over our streets, Sikh
machine-gunners atop Black Marias shooting down revolu-
tionary workers, abusive signs at the park gates forbidding
Chinese to enter, American jeeps driven by drunken G.I’s
running down passers by in the centre of town. For the first
time in my life I considered all this from the viewpoint of a
Chinese, I felt hatred and revulsion against the foreign im-
perialists who had inflicted all these sufferings and humilia-
tions upon MY people. Thus, in a Yantai courthouse I felt
a surge of patriotism that was with the years to grow into a
deep love for the fair land which I call today my motherland.

Work. 1 did some work in Yantai: helped edit an Eng-
lish-language newspaper, did some translations (in co-opera-
tion with others), helped some comrades learn English, wrote
a few short articles for the local paper. None of it was full-
time wotk, but it kept me pretty busy, I did not get paid
for any of it, except for the articles (I contributed the money
to the Support-the-Front Fund). But it never entered my
mind that there should be any remuneration. Looking back
upon those days, I realize what a significant change it was
in my way of thinking. ‘“No work — no pay” was giving
way to “Work not for money, but for a common cause”.

In the years that followed, until the early sos, I was on
the supply ‘system. I was provided with clothes, food and

10



WEEMEHRFHOI—FE, XATIFTRORS,
FERNRT TR ERRA LIRS,

MEMRBICRE, XHFHANBRBR—IFR. TR
HEM—RLHX B SRS
M= RE, HRBERELWNEK, RELBTHER
BrogiR MBI BEER, B—F—HUERRTEFRT
Wk, AR BMAFNERTIL LB RS EHEIRE— R
FM, AEHSHBKZERMOKENE Ko E &
i, BREBEECEET LRAYUCHRE G TAKERH SR
%%m%i,%EE&A@HD,%E¢@A&AMﬁ§
frT, BEEHEEETHOEMER, ERTANE
BLEBOEERE - TX—, HREEEKE—K L
*4¢@A%%ﬁ%%ﬁoﬁﬁ%ﬁiXﬁ?ﬁmEﬁﬂ
[FIRE Sk LR iy AR R, BB BE e, Bk, 4
KA HERERE LN, —RERANEBEEXHWBEEER
RN GAERRRY, SHEM, KTRHERTXAETEN.
ESRBEAURZHEENER=ETEITOE,

I % REMGXEHN, gHitx—mHE. b
%%ﬁ~%ﬁiﬁ%,mﬁkﬁﬁﬁ—%ﬂﬁ,ﬁ%“%

BEIE, KLUBORKBEREDIMIIE, FRX

» BARFT-HRYHR, HERKEBRTEBRAFET,
@TSI%EQ%MW%(ﬁﬁﬁ%%ﬁTiﬁ%ﬁ),
HAT MR EGFE . BBMREA BTN Y FKEEM
R, FEEEXEHT, REGROBEEHT 1%
2 M X “THRPR” BRT “TEFEANT
&, IMEHTHRREL” ,

HHEMJLESD, HELERY, RSHTRMRE
T, RIRMEGERMLR, BINEH LB RO B

11




given an allowance of a few jizo to keep me in cigarettes,
toothpaste and other daily necessities. (The allowance was
increased considerably when we got into the towns.)

Warmth, This period of my life ended on September 20,
when the Kuomintang troops reached the outskirts of Yantai
and we had to evacuate the city and flee into the country-
side. The deepest impression I had of my six months in
Yantai was one of warmth, the invariably warm attitude on
the part of the leading cadres, the comrades, all the people
I came into contact with. There was unceasing care for my
welfare that expressed itself in a thousand ways. It made
me feel that I must on no account let the leadership down,
gave me confidence, helped me overcome difficulties that
came my way now and then.

I had new occasion to feel this warmth the very day we
went into the countryside. We had done about 100 / that
day and in the evening stopped off at a small village near
the county centre of Muping. That night in a small hut lit
dimly by kerosene lamps, I was unexpectedly invited to
attend a banquet held in honour of my birthday! It was
the most moving and fantastic birthday I have ever had in
my life. The autumn of 1947 was a very difficult time for
China, for Shandong and especially for Yantai. And yet my
comrades had managed somehow in the midst of evacuation
cares not to forget the date and to bring along out of Yantai
canned stuffs and wines and all else needed for a very
sumptuous meal for more than 20 persons. T had had my
share of splendid birthday parties before then, but this one
with its warm speeches and toasts and camaraderie will
forever stand out in my memory.

The winter that followed was a harsh and hungry one.
Food was severely rationed. Yet in spite of this, one of my

12



W, fENEER, FEMAG—LAHRNEER, (3
WPE, BB REINT . )
v, W X —Br BRI AEEAEOH205 EHR T .
Yaf, EREEINE #BIELMR & BX, RIAEREER
T, BARN. RERG—HLRTANH, HEXILEE
R EZNEERERD. E, T RS TEER—
REE, LERFEMIAOA, #1185 E & BET.
BRIt EAEBERFR, KFNRERLSHTHEN, XIF
FEX—Y), ERERRE, ARENY S W S,
X5, WERTHTEL, HHRFTRT AN E B F R
Fe PR 94t

RARMTEBEANRNBL—R, RXBITHAVIS K
WL XFBEALFEOERIE, X—K, #HIET—EH
B, Wo LBTEE ST ERLAEA—N N TERT TR,
TReREEE, MEXME L, F—HEEERTHE
BR/NNFRE, REHFEERSM—A AR R4H
MBEFHNES, XRER—EPFELIH—IREHF, &
ARIAEH, 194748, ERTELEREONZ, L5,
BREME, KHMk. R, REMERHEEBORTS
DHRBETLPARREBILRNER, MEAEFEENEEG
WHRET —lEL, HUREMAGH., XERER RGBT
TEMANEE—W, FRZH, REYARIE—Rk#ES
RUBAERWES, BR, REX—K, REEX—KERE
ERBESHERRDHEUREENREEE, M8 ER
R FBTREREEH KNI, ‘

MEHERBR—IMEBNBRRNLR, ERE™KE
B, REEERAK, BR,A—K, BH—EAE—

13



comrades, a splendid middle-aged woman, one day prepared
a bowl of delicious steaming dumplings for me, with her
own hands. Only much later did I learn that she was the
secretary of our Party branch (because of the Kuomintang
presence in the area the then Party organization was still
underground). To this day, when I eat dumplings, 1 recall
the bowl, eaten on a kang (a heatable brick bed), with the
secretary watching me with affection as I downed one dump-
ling after another, hoping that T was satisfied with her culi-
nary skill.

Some months later I and my interpreter were staying with
a poor peasant family in a small mountain village. I was
having a very bad attack of duodenal ulcers, an ailment that
had been bothering me for years and had not improved with
the hardships of the life in the countryside. The lady of
the house, secing me lying on the kang obviously in pain,
was terribly worried about me. She kept coming in asking
after my well-being. And then one day she suddenly disap-
pearcd for the whole morning. When she came in again,
she was carrying a platter piled high with steaming dump-
lings. Each dumpling caused me excruciating pain, but not
for the world would I have shown it. The old lady had
gotten up at dawn and walked more than 5 /i to a market-
place, where with a few hard-earned cents constituting prob-
ably a considerable part of her savings, she bought some
meat to make dumplings for the bearded “international
friend” who was trying to do his bit for the Chinese people.
In those war days, when peasants ate meat once a year,
during the Spring Festival, it was nothing less than a deed
of real love.

Learning the Language. 1 had come to the Liberated
Arcas knowing at most a hundred Chinese words, knowing,
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