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Here am I with my son, Roger McCallum, his wife, Jacqueline Richer and the one cuddling up to me
is Miriam, their daughter, my granddaughter. They have all visited me in China. Jacqueline has been
to China three times, Roger twice and Miriam once. Jacqueline is an outstanding artist who came to
China once to put on a show of her work in Beijing.

Photo—John McCallum

Me, overlooking Hong Kong, the city that takes my breath away. When my son saw Miriam, his
daughter, looking awestruck at its splendour, said, "Now you know what Alexander felt when he first

saw the wonders of Babylon

Photo—John McCallum
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Those were the halcyon days. Tingxia and I were truly lotus-eaters *, posing for a picture on the
campus of the University of Toronto, in the summer of 1988. That was one of the rare years when [

spent the whole of it in Canada. The year before, 1 came to China and met Tingxia. The next year I

returned to China to work on the China Daily.

Photo—lJiang Xiaoying

The sight of these carts
was common in Beijing
and everywhere in Chi-
na in 1982. They were
collecting  what  was
called  euphemistically
“night soil”... They are
all gone now. Byron
Goto painted many pic-
tures of them in their
infipite  varieties and
sold them all to people
eager to remember that
passing piece of China’s
social history.

Photo—Byron Goto
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Rose Smith with Deng Xiaoping in
1081. She was part of the social
and political fabric of China. Zhou
Enlai and Rose were friends. She
fled home to England during the
Cultural Revolution. She returned
when Zhou Enlai invited her to
return. He instructed she be kept
comfortable and be well looked

after during her old age. She was.

Here I'm having one of our many chats with Rose Smith, under the walnut tree in her garden in

Beijing. Here she is 92. She was as alert as she must have been 70 years earlier. She knew my

grandfather. 1 never did because he died six years before 1 was born. They were both founding

members of the Communist Party in Great Britain. Rose saw Communism as the only hope for the

survival of the common folk.

Photo—Byron Goto



Here I am at Badaling on the most
famous wall on earth. The picture
was taken by my dear friend, Gail
Rutherford, when she came to visit
me in 1983. I've heard it said that
the Great Wall is the only
man-made structure that can be
seen from the moon. I met a Mex-
ican astronomer in Beijing that
year who said that’s not true. She
said it is not wide enough to be
seen from the moon.

Photo—@Gail Rutherford

There’s probably not one place on this
earth that’s better known than this one—
Tian'anmen Square. When I came to
China in 1982, 1 came with my Kkilt.
My father and mother were Scots. The
kilt is a family’s ID. My kilt is in the
McCallum tartan and anybody who sees
it knows my name. It is like the family
flag. 1 came to China determined to
have my picture taken wearing it on The
Square. Just before I left China the first
time I asked Kelly Haggart to come with
me to take my picture on the square.
We drove to the edge of the square. I
asked the driver to stay there with his
engine running so that we could take the
picture and get away quickly before the
crowds came. We did all that, took the
picture and hardly anybody noticed.
Simon Johnstone's comment was that the
ones who saw me thought I was just
another visitor from Tibet.

Photo—Kelly Haggart




Dedication
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I dedicate this book to my wife, Tingxia*,
who made the sun rise in my courtyard.

There is an addendum or an apologia to this dedi-
cation. After six years and thirty-four days, the sun set on
our courtyard. We were divorced. I still dedicate this book
to Tingxia because those were years and days that were
always interesting and often exciting. She was part of my
dream of China. May she, and the dream, live forever!

*Her name, Tingxia, translated, means Sunrise in the Courtyard.
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Preface

Tilf

]

It wasn’t my intention, when I began to write this
book, to write a short social history of the last two
decades of twentieth-century China. That’s what it has
turned out to be. )

Much that I have written about exists no more. For
instance, | mention the feeling of nostalgia I felt when I
encountered the poverty that was everywhere when I first
came here. It reminded me of my life as a boy during the
Great Depression. The poverty, in the cities at least, has
gone.

I write of people living in their offices or in squalid,
tiny rooms. That’s gone too. Most of my Chinese friends
live in spacious, modern flats as nice as my own in
Montréal or my family and friends’ homes in cities around
the world.

—dJohn McCallum
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2. But I'm...myself B
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3.we were not ... hot
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Chapter One

Intfroduction
w

I have just left Canada, my native
land ... By the time you read this I will

have just returned to China. And here I'll
stay until I die. My ashes will be sprin-
kled' on the Yangtze. And that will be
the end of it.

But I'm getting a bit ahead of my-
self. 2 I've told you about what will hap-
pen to me when I die. First, let me tell
you about what has happened to me while
I lived.

We were still in the depths of the
cold war in the days of Khruschov when I
first went to Moscow and 20 years later
we were not yet into basking in the balmy
days of the hot peace® when I first went to
Beijing. After all, my Moscow hotel,
Hotel Berlin, was on the same street as the
KGB headquarters.

They were on my tail. I didn’t catch
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them at it, mind you. They were too crafty
for that. I know they were bugging' my
phone. But I didn't let on® I knew.

I gave a Terylene? shirt to a Rus-
sian. He was drunk. He dropped it several
times on the dance floor of the Hotel
Ukraine. All the people saw him drop
itt They all heard him  shout
“Contrabanda*”, as he picked it up. But
they still didn’t nab®> me. I know. They
were playing games. Jean le Carré wrote
about those things. It was all going on
my file down the street.

By the time I got to Beijing, I knew
what they were up to. I was going to put
‘an end to it right there at the beginning.
Or, speaking of Jean le Carré, if I put
that in code, it would be, I was going to
put an omega to it right there at the al-
pha. I wasnt going to put up with it. I
wanted to find the bugs in my hotel
room. I looked behind the pictures, un-
der the carpet and in the cistern® in the
toilet. I'm not stupid, you know.

And yes. I had found it. There it
was. A wire coming out of the edge of
the ceiling and going back into the wall. I
cut it.

I didn’t have a phone for three days.

Like we all are, I was a victim of
the press.

1. bug: BI9T

2. let on: &iA

3. Terylene: ¥4 (BitF
A)

4. contrabanda: 2§

5. nab: 3t

6. cistern: 8 F

7. Instead they ... it never
was. IR, fBfI89MRE
Eh¥E; BTN
FARZXEN

8. accredited  reporters:
(— T HLRE S M) B4
ioE

9. have my visa altered:
BB U

10. appalling: 4 A R 12
]



Chapter One <3

Nowhere anywhere is really as it seems on the pages of
your newspaper. Newspapers create a fantasy wonderland
that’s only loosely related to the rest of the world. The media
are supposed to portray and display the world as it is. Instead
they distort and contort the world like it never was. ’

They’ve done the same with China.

There have been scores of books written about China in
the past 20 years. This is not like any one of them. Most of
them were written by journalists after they had finished their
two-year-stint in the Middle Kingdom.

I am a journalist too, but I have little in common with
them. Although I spent six of my ten years in China living in
Beijing, as most of them did, I didn't live in the China they
lived in. I saw little of the China they saw.

They were accredited reporters®. That is, they were
there as official representatives of a foreign newspaper or
news service. I was not.

I lived where I wanted to live. I was never followed.
My mail was not opened and my phone was not tapped. I
went where I wanted to go in China. I was called a Foreign
Expert and regarded as a Friend of China. I often had an
interpreter, but it was usually one of my choosing and nearly
always a friend.

I saw little of the police. Except when I went to have
my visa altered’, I saw nothing of the state security people
either.

Yet, I did outlandish or even appalling'® things for
which I only once paid a penalty.

What appalling or outlandish things? I was a bicycle
thief in China.

Because I have lived ten years in China, I'll never be
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the same again. No one who has lived in
China for any length of time can leave
that country the same person they were
when they went there.

Two years before the Hong Kong
take-over, I was in a Hong Kong bar
owned by an American couple. Most of
their customers were non-Chinese.

I was having a drink with their one
Chinese customer. We were talking about
China and Hong Kong’s future and that of
their patrons’.

“Most of these people will never
leave China, "says he.

“Why’s that, ” says I.

“Taoist philosophy? says the best
way to invade is to allow yourself to be
invaded then assimilate® the invader.
Then China will have won. All these
people have been assimilated. They will
never go.

He’s right. I too have been assimi-
lated. The ten years I have spent in China
have pot all been spent in one stretch.
They have been during six trips to that
country since 1982. Most of the time that
I have been outside of China during that
time has been spent introducing my Chi-
nese wife to western culture and life,
during our six years and thirty-four days
of marriage. And I am just hurrying to

1. patron: MBHIA (X8
HBIAFWRIEMHA)

2. Taoist philosophy: i
#

3. assimilate: 4k

4. straitjacket: FIREK
94 GER AR BS
MRARIEAN)

5. Pearl S. Buck: MR ¥k
(1892 ~1973), RE /|
BE, ERHEHEY
EHHE,

6. subjugate: fiE B

7. colonialism: B B ¥ X
8. qualification: B #%

9. sabbatical leave: 244k
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