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Wang Hsiao-ho in

1946



Shouting slogans against the Kuomintang a few moments
before his execution



“Good health to you, the just-minded! Carry on the fight

for the cause of justice! The future is bright! It’s beckon-

ing to you all! What's needed is for you to fight hard!
Wang Hsiao-ho,

September 25, before enemy butchery.”



The grave in the Hungchiao
Wang Hsiao-ho is buried

Cemetery, Shanghai, where

Mg



A group of Young Pioneers listening to the story of his life, in the
Working-Class Movement Gallery attached to the Shanghai Workers’
Cultural Palace. The gallery contains historical documents related
to Wang Hsiao-ho’s struggle against the enemy, and his personal

belongings

Wang Hsiao-ho's w
ow and daughters.
The younger child was
born after







CHILDHOOD

On February 4, 1924, a baby was born into the family
of a poverty-stricken seaman in Hongkew -District,
Shanghai. The baby was Wang Hsiao-ho.

Wang Hsiao-ho was the second of four boys. "The
family lived in a little single-roomed shack. Semehow,
they managed to sleep and cook in this one poky little
room. In summer, it was dreadfully stuffy. Flies
buzzed all over the place and bumped into your face.
In broad daylight, rats ran here, there and everywhere. ...
There was only one parent at home — Hsiao-ho’s mother.
His father was at sea on a merchant vessel. .

While Hsiao-ho was still young, his big brother and
the elder of the two younger boys caught meningitis.
"here was no money to send for a doctor, so they died.
The following year, the youngest brother was abducted
away by a slave-trader. In a matter of some ten months,
his mother had lost three of her children. Grief made
her taciturn and she watched over the last child, Hsiao-
ho, like a fool, not letting him out of her sight for a
moment. Sorrow and anxiety began to tell on her. She
turned quite deaf and could not hear unless you shouted
into her ear.

Of course, she loved her only son all the more: When
she was watching him, the tears would come to her eyes
for no obvious reason. Sometimes she seemed to be un-
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aware of them, for they streamed down her cheeks
unheeded.

‘At fourteen, Hsiao-ho was a strapping lad, and could
almost have been taken for ari adalt. ,

He had been studying for several years in a primary

school when in the summer of 1937 the War of Resistance
to . Japanese Aggression -broke out. He' and  his mother
left: Shanghai and went fo her native village on the coast
of Ningpo County. Here they lived with her brother in
a house near Tungehien Lake, quite close to a harbour:
- 'Fhe peeple. of this neighbourhood were fisherfolk, ‘and
had been for generations. Her brother and her sister’s
hysband were no exception. Hsiao-ho’s own: father,
Wang Fu,—tmg, had also. been a fisherman when he was
young.

For sto—ho, .who had been pent up so ]ong in, the
small wooden hut in Shanghai, the open countryside came
as a revelation. He would stand watching the boats —
big and small — and the.fishermen casting their. nets over
the foam-npped waves of the boundless ocean, with a
never-enchng sense of wonder,

He was itching to go on the lake, or out to sea. But
his mother would not hear of it.

Without her knowledge, he used to slip away to the
lakeside. “There he would help his uncle to air the nets,
ér swim and turn somersaults with the other children.
At dawn, he liked to go there to watch the sun rise, all
red and fiery, big and round, its"dazzling light spattering
the surface of the lake with myriads of golden stars.
Row upon row of fishing boats lay moored close to one
another on the far side of the lake, making a forest of
masts and small buntings, :
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‘One night, everything ‘grew as black as piteh, and ' a
storm ‘blew up. High waves rolled across Tungchien
Lake, ‘beating against the rocks. A howling’ gale carried
up $and and stones, tore thick branches ‘off the trees and
shook the roofs of the houses at the foot of the rocky hills.
Lights went on in every house, and the fishermen dared
net go to’ sleep They lay in bed, wide awake, as if wait-
ing for the worst to happen.. Wang Hsiao-ho was also
awake. Hegot-up and peeped through the cracks' arourd
the window . to see’'if the storm was easing.  But it' was
too dark to see anything in the darkness. So he lay awake,
listening attentively and thinking hard to himself. After

“"a while he turned to his mother. “Mum; What'll happen
to the fishing boats at sea?” he asked.

~His mother did not answer:

- Another stormy mght in nu&-winter, they heard some-

- one pounding at the door.

His mother hurried to open-it. A strong gust of wimi
mm and hmug’htwithltaman-—-his uncle.

"1 'was' the eustom during the fishing season for the
.boats togo to sea for six or seven months at & time; not
returning until' the following March. Why should his
uncle suddenly turn up now-—and in the dead of night?
He was as thin as a lsth-and his clothes were ‘almost-in

- rags. The sight of him startled them out of their wWits.
When he spoke, his voice was so faint they could scarcely
hedr him. “The boat capsized!” he panted. I swam
ashore. - lost everything! - T've ‘begged 'y way home.”

‘They were aghast. It was indeed a narrow escape.

Dumbfoinded, they stood staring at oné another in
silence, Hsiao-ho looked at the hefty stature of his
‘uncle. His chest wes sun-tanned to a deep bronze that
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glinted under the lamplight. Here and there on his body
were bruises and cuts from the rocks.  How had he
maneged to make-the shore ageinst such waves? Hsins-
bo wondered. - How  strong and  resourceful one- would
have to be to save oneself in such a sea, he thaought to
himself. '

After that, he never let a chance go by o_i askmg his
uncle to tell him all about this adventure. . Patiently, his
ungle told and retold the story. . But Hsiao-ho. was never

satisfied. He plied him with all serts of questions, #5

though trying to commit every detail of the incident to
memory so that if a similar thing ever ‘happened to him,
he could also save himself that way. .

One day, his uncle took him to the wharf whem the
fishing boats moored. Dusk was. falling and the surface
of the lake dimmed and turned dark. The last sea-gulls
were flying overhead, circling round and round, as if
looking for somewhere to alight.

-His uncle was out of sorts. He looked at the deserted
wharf. Not a soul was around only several small bogts
stranded on the beach. .

“Ohy, the fishing boats w111 soon be home agam,”.his
uncle said, as though talking to himself. =

In the dusk, the evening breeze brought the sound of a
woman’s piteous voice to their ears. :

“Come home! Come home!” '

Looking back, Hsiao-ho saw 8 young woman caerrymk a
lantern and a piece of bamhoo cane, wailing mournfully
as she walked along the shore of the lake. He lost no

time in asking what it was all about. “Whaﬁ’s she .

doing?” he.demanded. . .
His uncle did not even look her way, only sxghed
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1+ “I know her voice,” he said. “It’s Liu Szu's wife. She’s
looking " for her husband’s soul. They were married
Myayeat;whenhehsthlshfeiortheproﬁts ai“hls
master, - The ‘boat capsized.” .

. Hsian-ho gazed at the woman for quite: awhile ﬂzen
asked, “What’s the bamboo cane for?”

.“Her: husband was drowned, but they never ﬁnmdhxs
y She can’t bury an empty coffm, so-she’ll put the
bamboo cane into it.”

The tears welled in Hsiao-ho’s eyes.

“Doesn’t the boat-owner do anything to help her, now
her husband is dead?” Hsiao-ho demanded.

“Such kind-hearted people are yet to be born!” his
uncle replied shortly. “These rich people grab a lot of
wealth, but they’re tight-fisted. Poor men’s lives are not
worth a cent, as far as they’re coneerned!”

Hsiao-ho fell back in deep thought. He could not
understand why the rich should be so cruel. The scene
he had witnessed Jleft an indelible impression on his mind.
It was a long time before he could forget the dark grey
figure of the woman, with her bamboo, cane and her plain-
tive cries. The memory of those cries was as terrifying
as the sound of tidal waves in the dead of night.

In summer, Hsiao-ho prepared to go back to Shangha1
to take up his studies again.

According to a time-honoured tradition prevailing in-

the Chinese countryside, his mother bought several
pounds of meat as an offering to Buddha. She packed

his things, his books in one bundle and a change of clothes -

in another. In still another she wrapped lots of native
products — New Year cakes, dried fish and what not.. As
- Hie was about to leave, she repeated time and again,“Now
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-~ “Don’t you worry, Mum,” he grmned “I'll look aﬁer

ymzre gmng to be all on youp own Take g@oﬂ t:m'e of
Bﬁ@ hk“ *ﬁl‘ meicl%d'ﬂ m be) t;:p 8C] - O
back to his studies to have robm for sad: "Ehoé@htsa

myself I won't get lost.” - ‘
. So ended Wang Hsiao-ho’s chzldhood H& wtﬂme& to

Shanghm alone. -
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B .ms SCHOOLMATES ? 

Many roads ln the mxpemhst-ruled mw g
Shanghai were. named after, foreigners. Bm sorpeille.
Wasoneoiﬁmem Bythesldeoithmmadstmdq
. western-style two-storeyed building with an attic, neither
- new nor very large. At the gate of the building: was a

signb f;d readmg Llchlh English Language Professional
: In the spring, of 1940, Hsmq—hp fmmd hamseli
mthis school in the third grade of the prepar,atory course,

‘One day, he attendad ‘school as usual The sepond
period of that morning was Chinese, taken. ‘by a teanher
Ty genéraﬁy ambng the boys as “th.skers A
ien hiad 4 grizzle beard hencehlsmc"kname fie
&@-rimpied glésses and the Same old dirk gre;
.8 Yedr round. I?‘sually, his lectirés were
ina hstless vqiee, and were as dry as sawdust.
castonally he‘would change his tone. That § was ‘whet he
touched upon certain historical facts. At such ordtits,
- hid voicé-whuild +isé, his eyes shiri and his beard frerible,
Thefi- his “levtute ‘beéame vivid dnd interesﬁng The
‘ é‘tmaspihere in the classroom weild become wuet “and’
St ».A i "85 th@ Stuéenw riveted: ﬁfeh' m‘ﬂl 01‘1 Wﬁﬁt
‘he ‘wés. saying, theirey%eslargemﬁn,i R N RS

- Doday Whiskem iChen: ‘talised" about - ﬂsé Sal
. War'fron1:1883 1o 1885. . He:descriled the hefoic vy the,

- Binck: Flag Army-of the Ching dynasty had fought sgainst:
* the invatiérs on the China-Vietnam border. His :wgice:
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. eﬂ@eﬁﬂy ‘ﬁry stgal il unnoticed.

R e naara b am RN -~

rose in excitement as he told the students how, evé a8

- the Black Flags were inflicting a tremendous defeat upoa

the French troops, the rulers in the rear were ignobli
begging peace from 'the hands of ‘the aggressors. “A rot-

ten political set-up was the final cause of the national
disaster,” he said with a sigh, winding up his lecture, ‘
" The studerits gazed at himi ahd gaped far wnore. Ee
gave them one of his rare mild glances, and added, “Stu&y'
hard and do somethmg fm- yam- cmmtry when you' gmw'
@ 3 . B g
sudderﬂyﬁhe door of the classroom was quietly pushed
qp& ahd g lad ‘eritered, wearmg an old’ cotton-quilted
gm With se*verai patcrms "Slowly and awkwardly, with
iad’ Hangihg, he madefﬁs%ymwar&kﬁs‘ggﬁ,ﬂ

Whiskers Chen, as a rule, never took wouch notice of
those who, came late and’ ‘usually preténded not to. have
seen thém. But today he was perhiaps too excited to keep,
to his usyal practice. “Why are ycm Iate, Tung P&o—kﬁn‘?”
he asked.

TQng threw a furtwe glam:e at hls tea,cher, 'but gavei
no. answer. )

Whiskers Chen took oﬁ his. glasses and eyed the. late—»
commer coldly “Intxmes‘lzkethese yourparemsmm
be making great sacrifices to enable you to study,” .
said. “Now you go about it-in this way. Do yeu.thilk

. you're doing a fair thing by your parents, your m?”

All eyes in the classrooma swung round en to Tung Pao-
ken. - Dung hung his head and said hot a wotrd: - Wan@
Hsiuo~ho, Whossrmarmﬂawmteamgathaﬁnghw
his eyes. -« :
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