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FOR ROSALIE



“China—there lies a sleeping giant. Let him sleep, for
when he wakes he shall shake the world.”

—NAPOLEON BONAPARTE.

“The Soviet-Chinese bid for aid, trade, propaganda
and subversion to win . . . uncommitted areas is far more
dangerous than Soviet missiles or Chinese manpower.”

—ADLAI E. STEVENSON.

“If China advances and India stagnates, the bell will
toll not for India. It will toll for us.”

—HowARrD K. SMITH.



FOREWORD

I AM not an expert in any of the various fields touched on
in this book: history, ideology, economics, psychology, sociology.
Yet firsthand observation inside a country, I believe, is more fruitful
than merely reading books or listening to muffled echoes of events
in such peripheral posts as Hong Kong. I am a reporter, not a the-
oretician; as a reporter I must keep abreast of developments over a
broad expanse of human activity and try to relate them factually.
Many years in the foreign field, among them journeys into such
Communist countries as the Soviet Union, Hungary, Poland, and
Czechoslovakia, have equipped me with some experience to select
the significant from the trivial, the truth from the fabrication. If
contradictions appear in my report, it is because China itself is full
of contradictions. We visualize the Chinese as traditional individ-
ualists, yet they have shown an amazing aptitude, and, in a sense,
willingness, to accept the herding of communal life.

Since my return from China I have narrated television documen-
taries on China, shown by the Columbia Broadcasting System in
the United States, the British Broadcasting Corporation in Britain,
and the Canadian Broadcasting Corporation in Canada. In Britain,
the right-wing Daily Telegraph complained that the commentary
gave too favorable a version of material achievements in Red China.
The Communist Daily Worker, which took exception to my remarks
about the fearful regimentation of men’s minds and the loss of per-
sonal dignity, said I was concerned “only to distort what is happen-
ing in China.” Neither writer of these criticisms had ever been to
China.

If, in agitating both extremes, I have struck a direction some-
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viii FOREWORD

where along the middle road, I am content—because I believe the
New China must be regarded with dispassion and objectivity if we
are to understand the mood of the nation and its people, and, more
important, if we are to comprehend the reasons why communism
may have an appeal elsewhere. Three essentials I consider to be
paramount above all others: first, we must accept the hard fact that
the regime in China is firmly entrenched, with scant likelihood of its
collapse or overthrow; second, the experience of communism in
China is having a tremendous impact on other underdeveloped na-
tions struggling to improve their own conditions, notably India,
despite the Tibet episode; third, while present military defenses may
be indispensable, the West can prevent the spread of communism
only by ensuring that the material well-being of other Asians reaches
the level where communism will hold no attraction.

There is one further point. As this book goes to press, the
Chinese Communists announce a revision of some of their produc-
tion figures for 1958 and objectives for 1959. Instead of 375 mil-
lion tons of grain which originally they claimed were harvested last
year, they now say it was 250 million tons (still a bumper record).
In steel, the goal for this year is 12 million tons rather than the over-
ambitious 18 million tons. But statistics, as I have stressed, are of
little meaning in the telling of modern China’s story. The main facts
of industrial and agricultural progress remain impressive, and, in-
deed, disquieting. Targets for the current Five-Year Plan are un-
altered, the Communists are as self-confident as ever, and are even
boasting that, despite severe flooding and drought in a number of
areas, summer-crop yields were greater than last year’s. The only
safe assumption is that the gigantic economic effort will go on, side
by side with advancement toward a communal society.

London GERALD CLARK
August, 1959
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l + A TALE OF TWO RED CITIES

THE man who sat next to me on the Soviet TU-104 jet
plane was named Hullert. Instinctively, we had sought each other’s
companionship at Vnukovo Airport in Moscow; the other passengers
in the waiting room were either Russians, preoccupied with their
own conversations, or Chinese, crisp and efficient-looking in blue
boiler suits with tunics buttoned to the neck. Now, whistling toward
Peking at six hundred miles an hour, I drew even closer to Hullert.
For me this was an adventure into the unknown. Hullert, a youthful
Swedish importer, was an old hand. He made the trip to China twice
a year. “You will be surprised at what you find,” he said simply.

“Energy?” I asked.

Hullert nodded ponderously, as though this was not quite the
answer.

“Enterprise and industry?”

Hullert again nodded. “Yes, and more.”

“In what way?”

Hullert thought carefully for a moment. “If the government would
grant each peasant simply one more yard of cotton cloth a year,
China’s entire export of gray cotton would be consumed, four to
five hundred million yards.”

“But they do without it?”

“They do without it.”

There was no rancor in his voice, no bitterness. It was a state-
ment of fact he was giving, as if to tell in a single breath the story
of modern China: on one hand, the new capacity to produce for a
world market; on the other, the control—and personal sacrifice.
“Three years of tremendous effort,” promised Mao Tse-tung, “and

3



4 IMPATIENT GIANT: RED CHINA TODAY

then a thousand years of happiness.” The Chinese are now in the
second year.

“Are they happy, or at least content?” I asked Hullert.

He shrugged his shoulders and smiied. “You sound like my
friends at home. They want simple answers. There are no simple
answers in China.”

Some of the answers I thought I already knew from books I had
read. Statistically, at least, there were 650,000,000 Chinese—blue
ants,” one writer called them, implying that everyone was forced to
dress alike and toil alike. I also knew that the sky over Peking was
almost perennially blue and that the winds from the Mongolian
steppes swept a fine layer of dust over the city, compelling men and
women to wear gauze masks over their mouths. People worked in
back-yard blast furnaces in their spare time, after twelve hours in
the fields or factories, turning out crude iron ingots to hasten the
flow of steel required for mechanization. And recently something
else had been added, the “commune,” which regimented all the
peasantry, converting every man and woman into three beings at
once—farmer, industrial worker, and soldier. Communes, at least
supposedly, also threatened to disintegrate family life by isolating
children from their parents. These were a few of the basic planks in
the stage I was about to see.

But on some questions, I soon realized, general labels were mis-
leading. On the simple question of garb, for example, all Chinese
are not uniformly issued blue padded boiler suits. Older folk,
and many of the farmers, still wear the black of their ancestors; and
young women are now encouraged to buy the cheongsam, the tra-
ditional and alluring one-piece, form-fitting dress with high collar
and revealing side slits. While politics may originally have moti-
vated a common garb—a desire to create, superficially at any rate,
a classless society—there were practical reasons for the blue boiler
suits which do exist. Early on, the Communists decided that pri-
ority had to be given to the mass production of cloth needed to
replace the rags many people wore after years of the Japanese and
civil wars. Blue is a cheap dye to manufacture in quantity.

The sky over Peking was not quite the clear azure the travelogue
authors had depicted; a slight haze reduced visibility, and I could
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not see much beyond the airport building. Still, the first sight was
an expected one. A Chinese officer, in khaki, entered our plane and
methodically proceeded to pump his spray gun and fill the air with
a sickening antiseptic odor I was to breathe in hotels, in trains, and
in public buildings throughout my stay. Indoors, in the customs hall,
my second anticipated impression was of a young girl, gauze mask
in place, swatting flies—presumably foreign flies that emerged from
the luggage of international travelers. There was a strange appeal
to the scene, a quaint and fresh charm, brought on by an obsession
with hygiene, to the old land of China. The crimson gates and the
marble boat at the Summer Palace could wait. Here was the New
China revealing itself before my eyes.

By the time I left China I was staggered and terrified. The fly-
swatting, I soon learned, is only a symbol of incredible human
energy that is transforming a once-backward nation into a mighty,
awesome power, which, for good or bad, is rapidly becoming an
enormous force in the world. It represents a way in which a people
have been mobilized—many of them, I believe, willingly—to serve
the state. The adults not only are exterminating insects. They are
engaged in military drill. So are kindergarten children, six years old,
the future generation with whom our future generation will have to
deal. By the year 1980 the Chinese will number 1,000,000,000.

Last year, China produced 1,000 tractors, an infinitesimal num-
ber considering the population. But in 1957 she did not produce one
tractor. The goal for 1960 is 100,000. The same kind of “forward
leaps” in a variety of industries—automotive, electronics, oil, chem-
icals, railways—confronts the astonished visitor wherever he goes.
In some ways China is still in the wheelbarrow stage, but also, in
her desperate haste to catch up with the Western world, she has a
cyclotron and blueprints for nuclear-powered ships. More than
660,000 students are briskly engrossed in college and university
classes, three-quarters of them in science. By 1968, China intends to
produce scientists on a level with the United States and the U.S.S.R.
In the meanwhile, if formal education is lacking, ingenuity is not.
In one commune, the peasants built seesaws in the fields. Now the
children, while bobbing up and down, are pumping water for irriga-
tion ditches.
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The communes represent the social transformation, the back-
yard blast furnaces the industrial revolution. Together, the social
and industrial convulsions now shaking China make Russia’s Bol-
shevik Revolution insignificant by comparison. Even a reference to
a “yellow peril” is as outdated as a Confucian saying, which, in any
event, has been supplanted by more forceful philosophy. The color
now is “orange,” a blend between physical and ideological com-
plexions. “Red and expert” is one of the slogans I kept hearing over
and over again in five thousand miles of exploration. It could have
been “Red and expert—and Chinese,” and it means simply this: In
addition to using skill and cunning in their efforts to organize re-
sources and manpower, China’s leaders are appealing to latent van-
ity and nationalism, especially among the young people. The young
people are responding with a fanatical desire to convert bullock carts
into atomic piles. The older people are also complying, if not with
total enthusiasm, at least with muscle and mobility. The price they
are paying, in hard work and long hours, is no higher than the price
they paid in the past, when the living they earned was hazardous
and uncertain. For them the reward today is food, clothing, shelter,
and security, commodities much more prized than individuality or
privacy.

Of the handful of Westerners who enter the People’s Republic of
China, most do so through Hong Kong, the British colony that lies
south of the mainland. There is some virtue to this route, for Hong
Kong feels and sounds in some ways like the old Orient, yet boasts
the modern amenities of the West. Coca-Cola is as readily available
as Tiger Balm, the cure-all ointment. Millions of ordinary Chinese
live and labor in combined shop-dwellings, piling bedding atop
workbenches for sleep at night, or sheltering in junks anchored in
Causeway Bay. Or, if they have scaled the higher economic level,
they employ servants and own white stucco homes on The Peak,
the magnificent hill overlooking the natural harbor with its myriad
of colored lights. Hong Kong offers an incisive reminder that de-
spite the poverty associated with the Far East some men manage,
by their own efforts, to rise above it and enjoy the rewards. If one
requires a direct contrast between the restrictions of a Communist
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state and the effervescence of so-called capitalism, Hong Kong is
the ideal jumping-off point.

But I chose the other direction, Peking via Moscow. The contrast
I sought was between two major nations that claim they are heading
for “true communism.” The Soviet Union, I knew from previous
visits, was actually backing away from it. The Russians admit that
as yet they have no more than “socialism,” and Soviet leaders pro-
vide incentive by encouraging everyone to accumulate a little wealth.
The kolkhoznik, or collective farmer, is able to sell surplus produce
in the open market after he has fulfilled his deliveries to the state.
And authors and ballet stars are rewarded with prestige, country
dachas, and large bank accounts. But China, I had heard, was de-
veloping communal life and communal ownership at such phenom-
enal speed that soon even a wheelbarrow would have no individual’s
mark. As for dachas and bank accounts, I met movie actresses who
earned the same wages as factory workers. Was there a penalty for
the privilege of becoming the first real Marxists, men and women
of a moneyless and, at least in theory, classless society?

I found part of the answer in the two capitals. By comparison
with Peking, Moscow is an open and carefree city. This is not to
suggest that Muscovites lead the outspoken or uninhibited life of
New Yorkers or Parisians. But at least they have the virtue of hu-
man frailty. The Chinese, on the other hand, are the most prudish,
rigid people in the world today. In their unyielding mission to evolve
a perfect society, they have clamped down on sinners, critics, and
foreign diplomats with such severity that the “deep freeze” in Mos-
cow, on reflection, was a comfortable thaw. The Russians, of course,
are still immersed in something of a Victorian code of morals, which
dictates that statues of nudes must be shrouded in loincloths. But
young couples once again feel human enough to stroll hand in hand
through the parks, and even, on occasion, to kiss in public. The
young Chinese regard such emotional displays as decadent and
bourgeois. In Peking, Shanghai, and Canton, I witnessed no couples
arm in arm.

I first experienced Moscow’s rigors in 1953. Stalin had been dead
only six months, and Soviet citizens were still easing themselves
cautiously out of the ice water. I made only superficial contact with
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them. People would chat, in restaurants or trains, about the weather,
chess, and soccer, but no one dared get into open political discus-
sion with a foreigner. The M.V.D. secret police were constantly on
the alert, following the visitor and picking up any Russian who ap-
peared to offer more information than a street direction. This time,
in 1958, I was again followed—but not by the M.V.D. A rather
attractive blond woman maneuvered her new Pobyeda alongside my
taxi and in flawless French asked if I had any clothing to sell. Such
a heretical overture in former days would have taken her to Siberia.
The same evening, in the Aragvi, a Georgian-style restaurant, two
youths leaned over from the next table and said they would pay
good prices for suits, watches, records, or any other belongings, so
long as they were from the West.

Today’s Soviet citizens are relatively free agents; and tourists,
who come in the thousands, are brashly approached by black mar-
keteers or simply by men and women who desire a firsthand account
of life abroad. “Is it true that rock ’n’ roll is now out of style?” asked
a teen-ager at the National Hotel, while two Americans, accom-
panied by the Russian band, were giving a demonstration to much
hand clapping. This questioning is due partly to some relaxation on
an official level, but mainly it is prompted by the character of the
Russian people themselves. Forty years of privation and indoctrina-
tion have not robbed them of the European capacity to acquire or to
seek personal gain. The result is that a debate with a member of the
Russian intelligentsia is now fairly commonplace; and even though
he betrays his own indoctrination, it can be stimulating. In China, as
I later discovered, the intellectuals are unapproachable, except for
trite small talk. Since the “hundred flowers” movement, when pro-
fessors and writers blossomed forth more enthusiastically than the
regime had anticipated, the intellectuals exist in a stifling atmos-
phere.

The Russians still put up posters exhorting workers to greater
productivity for the sake of socialism, but I doubt if viewers pay
much attention to the slogans. They have seen them so long that
immunization or a degree of sophistication has set in. “I like to
work,” a waiter told me, “for this.” And he rubbed his fingers to-
gether in the international sign language of money. The waiter,
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whom I had met at the Aragvi, voluntarily dropped up to my hotel
room to practice his English, chat about politics and the fine points
of tipping—subjects avoided only a few years ago. The waiter, with
a grin, admitted that he doubled his wage through customers’ hand-
outs. In the motherland of communism, which preaches that man
must not be debased, tipping is tangible evidence that the Russians
like their private enterprise, too.

The Chinese, in contrast, read their signs religiously—*“All for
one, and one for all”—and, moreover, they abide by them. Here is
a people who once lived on “squeeze,” the science of extracting all
you could from your fellow man. My brother, who visited Shanghai
in 1946, made the unfortunate error of having his car landed on the
Pootung side of the Whangpoo River. It cost him more to ferry the
car across the narrow stretch of water than to ship it across the
Pacific. But, overnight, graft and corruption—and the little evils
such as tipping—have been eliminated. After my first meal in
Peking, I automatically left a little extra for the waiter. In horror he
handed it back to me, with a small lecture about morality in the New
China. Partly the new code is upheld by strict laws. Infidelity is a
crime, punishable by severe prison terms. Even in Shanghai, once
the Wicked City of the East, prostitution has vanished (whereas in
Moscow soliciting is now openly conducted in front of the leading
hotels). Chinese righteousness is prescribed by more than law
alone. It stems from inherent values and is kept alive by the greatest
huckstering campaign in history. But I am getting ahead of my nar-
rative.

In some ways there is similarity between Moscow and Peking, a
common striving to modernize the capitals while retaining the image
of old glories. In 1955, on my second visit to Moscow, the outskirts
of the city, on the way from Vnukovo Airport, still consisted of
pothole roads and log cabins. Now there is a handsome parkway,
flanked on both sides by a four-mile stretch of new apartment
blocks, eight to ten stories tall; clean, functional architecture, of the
kind found in newer developments in London, has replaced the
rococo, birthday-cake effect of buildings erected in Stalin’s era.
Simultaneously, the populace is encouraged to visit the walled con-
fines of the Kremlin, where palaces and art treasures serve as a re-
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minder that even though the czars were decadent they were also,
according to the Communists, Russians, and therefore capable of
great achievements. Moon rockets and the TU-104 jet plane, which
transplanted me to Peking in nine hours (as against nine days by
train), are considered not only a tribute to Communist effort but
part of a natural heritage.

The thought of missiles in outer space is incongruous in Peking’s
setting, which whispers the tranquillity of another age and a gentler
philosophy. It is not without reason that many visitors consider
Peking the most beautiful city in the world, for it rests in perfect
harmony with the natural surroundings. Ancient rules of geomancy
held that the direction of streams, the location of mountains and
other natural formations influenced the actions of man, and even
the position of pagodas and the design of roof tops were determined
by this pseudo-science. The old emperors’ architects made exquisite
use of space, and carefully pondered the proportions of buildings, so
that palaces and halls, with their marble balustrades and series of
delicate columns, are horizontal rather than vertical in emphasis.
No tower, no wall is higher than ninety feet, in order to give devils,
which fly at one hundred feet, a substantial clearance.

But Peking was not planned for its present influx and population
of over two million. Peking, like Moscow, has altered the trend of
its new buildings. A few years ago, they did incorporate some of the
features of what is known as the “palace style”; roofs were slightly
curved and covered with glazed colored tiles. But there was criti-
cism that marriage between conventional Western architecture and
old Chinese was not harmonious; the tiles, some of them golden,
were moreover considered needlessly extravagant. Now the roofs of
buildings under construction are plain and flat, and other critics are
complaining that the city is in danger of losing its ancient charm.
Town planners, pressing for additional workers’ quarters and gov-
ernment offices, waste no time over this carping or sentiment; and
even though the intention was to retain historic sites, some are being
demolished. Soon after my arrival, Western diplomats received a
phone call from the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. “At 2 A.M.,” an
official informed them, “you will hear an explosion. It will be the
dynamiting of an old wall—not a counterrevolution.” Such wry
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humor, however, is not typical of Chinese officials, most of whom
are austere and sparse in their conversations with foreign diplomats.
Peking, again like Moscow, was revived as the national capital only
after the Communists took over. Several cities, at one time or an-
other in China’s long history, had served as capital. Peking was first
a capital twenty-two hundred years ago. In the middle of the four-
teenth century, when the Yuan dynasty was overthrown by the
Mings, Nanking became the ruling center; but then the emperors
returned to Peking and during the next five hundred years built
many of its present features. In our century, under the Nationalists,
Nanking (which means “southern capital) was restored as the seat
of government, and Peking (northern capital) reverted to its old
name, Peiping (northern level). The Nationalists believed that
Peking was too far north to function as the effective hub of a na-
tion, and too much in the shadow of former emperors to reflect a
republican spirit. The Communists, instead of fearing an imperial
tradition, welcomed it as a chance to point up past accomplish-
ments as well as present ones. Peiping once again became Peking
and the nucleus of all government activities. Any inappropriate or
gauche reference today to “Peiping” is frowned upon. The Com-
munists, to prevent any confused Western thoughts of Two Chinas,
insist on “Peking,” a clear and unequivocal name that stands for
One Capital and One China. This I expected.

But I was not quite prepared for the intense nationalism, the
xenophobia, that erupted around me within the first half hour of my
arrival. Driving toward the city center from the airport, and accom-
panied by two young Intourist guides, I heard a quick description
of Peking’s rapid face lifting in scarcely ten years. The broad ave-
nue we were now on, leading past Tien An Men Square (China’s
equivalent to Moscow’s Red Square), had been completed in only
a few months; and new hotels, and a restaurant seating five thou-
sand people, could be expected to rise in 'the next few months.
Peking, I was informed, would soon be a stunning twentieth-century
metropolis in keeping with the progress and energy of the twentieth-
century Chinese. “But,” added one of the guides, “you must not
fail to see the Forbidden City. Our forefathers, you know, were very
creative.” And he reminded me that it was China that first gave the
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world paper, gunpowder, and printing, in addition to the distinctive
beauty that is to be found in the imperial quarters.

Peking is really four walled cities in one—the Inner and Outer
Cities, the Imperial City, and the Forbidden City, which even under
the Nationalists was closed to the public but is now open to all
for a small admission fee. The Chinese spend rest days wandering
through Tien Tan Park (Temple of Heaven), where they can reflect
that even if the old emperors were evil they were also enterprising.
The Echo Wall, inside Tien Tan Park, has the odd quality that a
mere whisper close to it can be heard distinctly at any other point
along the surface. “Thus,” say the Chinese, “hundreds of years ago
our builders and architects were well aware of the nature of sound
waves.” On the outskirts of the city, six miles from the nearest gate,
is the Summer Palace, with its scores of pagodas, towers, and pavil-
ions scattered among two hundred acres of woods and lakes. The
Hall of Benevolence and Longevity and the Hall of Delight in Lon-
gevity are now used for exhibitions that depict the feat of a people
who until recently could not produce an aspirin but now are turning
out all the penicillin their hospitals require. The Hall of Virtuous
Harmony is a rest home for workers who have given Peking, which
ten years ago possessed in terms of industry only a brewery, a whole
complex of industry, including textile mills, machine-tool factories,
and television transmitters. These workers bluntly mention how as
long ago as the fourteenth century the Chinese managed to make in
one casting a 250-ton bronze figure of a sleeping Buddha. In other
words, they are saying that the present triumphs of Chinese engi-
neers are not so unprecedented.

They are also saying in effect, “Anything you can do, we can do
better. It was that way once. It will be so again.” This chauvinism
is not Communist but pure Chinese—a deep-seated disdain for for-
eigners, which was first recorded by a British ambassador in 1792.
The emissary observed with some consternation that the Chinese
had affixed on the houseboat transporting him to Peking a banner
proclaiming: “Red Barbarians bearing tribute.” There is, of course,
an easy explanation for this prevalent feeling of superiority or re-
sentment. Partly it is due to the old culture, including a twenty-five-
hundred-year-old form of medical practice that has recently been
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restored to eminence. And largely it is a reaction to a century of
domination by foreign powers that operated Treaty Ports and con-
cessions and virtually ran China. Despite the analysis, I found it
more disturbing than any attitude of Moscow toward Westerners. In
Russia, in 1953, diplomats lived in their own tight little community
of three hundred to four hundred souls, deliberately isolated by
Soviet leaders. This Soviet attitude, at the height of the cold war,
was inspired by political reasons rather than psychological ones.
But in China the combination of Communist tactics, scorn for for-
eigners, and a need for sustaining “face” has led to a particularly
unhealthy type of nationalism. Even the comrade cousins, the Rus-
sians, are affected by latent Chinese arrogance, a development that
will be examined in a later chapter.

In the meanwhile, Western diplomats, numbering about sixty, in
1958, were living in spiritual as well as physical compounds in
Peking, under far greater restrictions than the Russians ever im-
posed on their colleagues in Moscow. They saw senior officials only
on rare and formal occasions such as national days. And even at
several of these receptions the British chargé d’affaires was impelled
to walk out, because Premier Chou En-lai or another leader would
follow a toast to “peace” with a diatribe against “British aggression”
or “American imperialism.” The hardening toward Western diplo-
mats gained political impetus after the Anglo-American interven-
tion in Jordan and the Lebanon in July, 1958. Half a million Chi-
nese demonstrated outside the British embassy, painting or plaster-
ing compound walls with slogans and posters: “British troops, get
out of Jordan.” The British might have removed the posters. In-
stead, they chose to wait for the Chinese to do so, and thus provide
a hint that the atmosphere was changing for the better. The posters,
weathered and in shreds, were still on the walls when I arrived in
October. .

One of my first calls was on the Netherlands chargé d’affaires,
Dr. B. J. Slingenberg; I had to wait ten minutes while he emerged
from the cellar where he was busy stoking the furnace. Mrs. Slingen-
berg apologized that she hadn’t managed to get around to dusting
the living room that day; she had been busy cooking, not only for
her husband but for other members of the diplomatic staff. The
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forty-odd Chinese servants, employed in the offices as well as the
residences of the Dutch envoys, had quit en masse a few days pre-
viously over a minor dispute between Dr. Slingenberg and one of
the handymen. The Ministry of Foreign Affairs could, of course,
have intervened and requested the Chinese to return to work, but
the “strike”—probably the first in China’s nearly ten years of com-
munism—was obviously called with the approval of the ministry.
If it gave the Chinese a sense of superiority to malign a diplomat in
1792, it did their ego no less good in 1958.

Strangely enough, I experienced no personal hostility during my
entire stay. The Chinese retain a formal graciousness and charm
and friendliness tnat is not even marred by the ceaseless anti-West-
ern propaganda. Like the Russians, they explain that their antago-
nism is not directed at the individual but at his government. We the
people, in other words, are poor dupes being led by the noses by
grasping, profiteering imperialists. There is nothing particularly ex-
clusive about this line. In the West, we regard the Chinese and the
Russian masses as innocent victims of enslaving regimes.

After jet propulsion, Sigvard Hullert, my companion on the TU-
104, introduced me to a somewhat slower form of locomotion, the
pedicab. The pedicab has more dignity than the old-fashioned rick-
shaw, which harnessed man in the fashion of a horse; but even
though the driver now sits astride a bicycle to haul his passenger, it
still is regarded as degrading. The Communists are doing away with
pedicabs, replacing them with small taxis. Before “Liberation,”
there were 30,000 pedicabs in Peking, but now there were fewer
than 3,000, enrolled in co-operatives. A half dozen waited patiently
for fares opposite our hotel; and before we could approach them,
two riders were upon us. One identified himself, in pidgin English,
as Old Charlie—a familiar face to pre-1949 visitors and still cater-
ing to the handful of businessmen or journalists who reach Peking.
From that moment, until the end of my stay, Old Charlie waited for
me every morning. Most of the time I took taxis; but if I wanted
simply to roam, unattended by an official Intourist guide, and ab-
sorb sights and sounds, Old Charlie was my man.

Now, with a mate bicycling Hullert beside us, Old Charlie took
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the most direct route to Peking’s most famous duck restaurant,
tucked away in a back street behind the main railway station. If a
visitor does nothing else but fly to Peking, spend an evening over
a duck meal, and then take off again, his hours are not idly spent.
This masterpiece confirms why there are only two real culinary art
forms in the world, French and Chinese. To start with, the duck is
specially bred and fed a diet of millet, and toward the end of its
days is tethered, so that it will remain immobile and grow in the
proper dimensions. The practice of restricting a duck’s movements
may sound slightly barbaric, but any emotional conflict is forgotten
in the eating. Roasted on a spit over a wood fire, the duck every
once in a while is removed by a specialist, who pours just the right
blend of juices, through one end and out the other. Ceremoniously,
and with great finesse, it is carved in thin slices coated with paper-
crisp skin in front of the guest, who then rolls the piquant pieces,
together with endive leaves, into special pancakes. The carcass is
left on a side table and served in a soup only after the meat is con-
sumed.

In Moscow, the restaurants feature, of course, such traditional
Russian dishes as kotelet kievsky and beef stroganoff, but I have
eaten far better Russian food in New York or London. Soviet-style
chefs have fallen into a thorough state of indifference, one of the
more pernicious results of Soviet-style communism. And the same
Soviet waiter who demands a tip is thoroughly uninterested in pro-
viding good service. You cannot insult him, any more than you can
the chef, by threatening to go to a restaurant across the road—
where you would find the same commonplace food and frustrating
delays. Since the state owns the restaurants, and hires the waiters
and the chefs, there is a leveling off, but in the direction of medi-
ocrity. The state is also the proprietor-employer in China, and yet
the Chinese individual’s instinct as a trader remains intact. The
waiter and the chef, who take pride in the Peking duck they lay
before you, will be pleased if you inscribe a word of commendation
in the “comment book” that is prominently displayed in every
public house. If you neglect to inscribe anything, they will strive all
the harder to please the next time you are in. It is this initiative,
combined with the wholesale mobilization of human energy and an
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unrelenting emphasis on hard work and austerity, that, I believe,
may well compel the world to focus attention on Peking rather than
Moscow in the next decade. China is taking her own road to com-
munism. The main question now is one of time. How many years
will be required before China catches up industrially with the West,
or—perhaps the main target—with the Soviet Union? At what
point will China qualify for the title of undisputed leader of the
Communist world?



20 COLD COCOA AND
HOT STEEL

THE hotels of China are comfortable, at least the city
hotels the foreign traveler frequents. In Shanghai I stayed at what
used to be the Cathay Mansions, a sumptuous establishment famous
among Americans and Britons in pre-Communist days. It now goes
by the name of Ching Chiang, in keeping with the deliberate gov-
ernment effort to change all references to former Western influence.
The Cathay Mansions was part of the real-estate holdings of the
Sassoon Company, once a British giant in China. Now, of course, it
is state-owned; and no American has set foot in it for nearly ten
years. The food is fair, the service is good, but the Westerner is
likely to feel a complete sense of isolation. It is easy to imagine the
Shanghai of 1948, with its tourism and large foreign colony, and
sophisticated trippers in the lounges and cocktail bars. Today, only
about thirty foreigners reside in Shanghai, and they have little need
to visit the hotels. One or two Swiss or Swedish businessmen may
be in town; but for the most part the patrons are Chinese, usually
government officials or party propagandists down from Peking. The
Cathay Mansions, or Ching Chiang, still has its old furniture and
other trappings that bespeak Western-style luxury, and the water
runs hot; otherwise it offers little attraction. It is neither fully
Western nor Chinese in atmosphere, and the Chinese guests seem
ill at ease, not quite certain how to correlate the physical amenities
of capitalism with the need for personal austerity of communism.
They crowd into the elevators and vanish onto the streets, as though
anxious to escape the decadent history around them or maybe a
conflict within them.

17
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My favorite of all hotels was the Hsinchiao in Peking. It was
built by the Chinese themselves a few years ago, and therefore has
just the proper functional lines expected in a Communist state. At
least you know you are not in the West; and if the bathroom door
lacks a hook for a dressing gown, you do not consider complaining
to the management. The main thing is that no bourgeois ghosts
linger here, as they do in the Ching Chiang. The lobby is large and
sparsely decorated, except for a grotesque marble bas-relief that
covers one wall and purportedly depicts the team spirit of workers.
At one end of the lobby is a stand that sells souvenirs, apples, and
cookies. At the other end, a bookstall features the poems of Mao
Tse-tung (in Chinese, English, French, German, and Russian) and
a variety of Chinese publications in English, such as the Peking
Review and China Reconstructs. In a Moscow hotel you can at least
pick up the London Daily Worker, but not so in Peking. If you
have not equipped yourself in advance with reading matter, you
will find yourself relying on the Peking Review, which contains such
pithy items as this:

The old man, in Ernest Hemingway’s “The Old Man and the
Sea,” fought with the great marlin for three days, caught it,
only to have it eaten by the sharks. Not so with the co-op fish-
ermen of Shantung Province in east China who landed a shark
14 metres long—longer than their two-ton junk—weighing
three and a half tons. When the shark struggled to escape, the
junk would have capsized had it not been for the help of two
other junks belonging to the same co-op. On board the junk
was a fisherman by the name of Yu Chung-chang, who netted a
shark of similar size several years ago. But he was alone and the
great fish awed his feudal mind. For fear of offending such a
sacred being, he gave up his net on which his livelihood de-
pended and let the shark loose. He knew that this time it was
thanks to the emancipation of his mind and the co-operative
effort that the great shark was landed.

However, it is not necessary to buy the Peking Review. The
Hsinchiao offers its own kind of relaxation. There are no settees or
chairs in the lobby—presumably a deliberate omission to dis-
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courage loitering—yet it is well worth while standing and watching
the steady procession of official delegates, party members, and the
occasional foreign businessman. The businessman, of course, is
easy to spot, not only by his appearance and dress but by his ex-
pression of bewilderment at this introduction to a Chinese hotel.
Ahead of him are likely to be a dozen Mongolian soccer players,
in native costume, walking in a straight line, each man clutching a
football. Behind him are Russian tourists, complete with bell-
bottom trousers and overcoats down to the ankles. The East
Germans, many of them technicians, are distinguishable by their
leather jackets; while the Czechs usually wear docile countenances.

The Hsinchiao caters to all food tastes: on the ground floor are
two Chinese restaurants, one with local dishes, the other with
Cantonese-style cuisine; on the sixth floor is the European restau-
rant, where the menu is printed in Russian, German, and English
and offers one or two specialties from each country. I usually or-
dered breakfast in my room, largely because I could not stomach
the sight of marching delegations along with scrambled eggs. It is
disconcerting enough to see forty Russians shepherded in a group
at dinnertime, each one taking his allotted place at a long table
and responding to a dozen toasts by the Chinese hosts. But at 8 A.M.
it is positively tyrannical to hear tramping feet. At seven-thirty
someone would bang on the doors along my corridor, and a voice
would shout the Russian equivalent of “Rise and shine.” Then, a
half hour later, almost on signal, all the doors would open and
slam en masse, and the delegates would troop off to breakfast.

In the midst of this Communist togetherness, Westerners in-
stinctively draw together, even without formal introduction. There
are never more than a dozen Westerners at one time at the
Hsinchiao, mainly traders dealing with government agencies, and
they usually start the evening at the bar that adjoins the European
dining room. For some unknown reason this lounge also contains
two billiard tables, so that your efforts to cope with Chinese
brandy or local gin (both fairly devastating) are accompanied by
agitated cries in Russian of side pockets missed. The normal ap-
proach of one Westerner to another, sitting at the bar, is a comment
about the liquor and the sad reflection that Chinese communism
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does not permit the luxury of imported scotch. The next question,
invariably, is, “What brings you here?” I made some lasting and
invaluable contacts among foreign businessmen, who with efficient
eyes could compare standards in China and the West in such fields
as textiles and steel. I also met, and spent long sessions with,
Professor Charles Patrick Fitzgerald, who is one of the West’s
greatest authorities and historians on China. To him I am indebted
for many of the comparisons between present-day China and the
country he knew before the revolution.

The first couple of evenings at the Hsinchiao, before retiring,
I ordered in my room a pot of cocoa, toast and jam—partly with the
help of a booklet called How to Say It in Chinese, and mainly with
sign language. The third evening, when I pushed the buzzer for
service, the floor boy came in, grinning, already bearing the ap-
propriate tray. From then on, I never had to ring. The midnight
snack always appeared on schedule—until one night there was no
cocoa, and no floor boy. But I knew precisely where he was. He was
in the courtyard, two floors below my window, along with a score
of waiters, cooks, and receptionists, gaily and energetically piling
up bricks and mortar. They were making tiny blast furnaces. The
government had decreed that China needed more iron for steel, and
since the large commercial mills were incapable of producing
sufficient quantity, the masses of people were being conscripted into
service. The furnaces outside my room roared all night, and there is
nothing quite so conducive to sleeplessness as the sound of clatter-
ing metal, the huzzas of Chinese who have created their first ingot of
pig iron, and the fear that an entire hotel staff might be deserting its
normal duties. How would I ever get cocoa again, or, for that
matter, breakfast or even laundry?

The homemade furnaces, about the size of a country oven, cost
next to nothing. My floor boy, when finally he did make an ap-
pearance, proudly proclaimed that the two Hsinchiao furnaces had
cost two yuan (80 cents) each, thanks to materials and an old
bellows the staff had managed to salvage and assemble with the aid
of a do-it-yourself diagram in a newspaper. Actually, the floor boy
and his mates were supposed to be turning out the iron in their off
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hours. For the first few days, however, their enthusiasm carried
them so far that they seldom showed up at their appointed places
in the dining rooms or on the floors. Then, gradually, they began
to drift back, and life at the Hsinchiao returned to its orderly pace.
The furnaces were manned by only a few of the personnel, until
even they gave up because the scrap metal ran out. Peking was
virtually picked clean. Young Pioneers, China’s equivalent of Boy
Scouts and Girl Guides, walked the streets hunting for nails or
odd bits of cast iron. In this patriotic drive, even gates and fences
were uprooted, and for a while there was a rumor that some of the
buses had lost their rear springs and were substituting with strips
of bamboo. The report is probably apocryphal, but it points up the
kind of earnestness that marked the early phase of the campaign for
iron and steel. It was, as we shall see later, stimulated by the slogan,
“Support the soldiers at the Fukien front.” These soldiers, at the
time, were busy shelling Quemoy and Matsu.

Pedicabs were pressed into service, hauling scrap to the back
yards of the city. Across the road from the Hsinchiao, nurses in a
major hospital worked at their own furnaces, and so did housewives
in their narrow hutungs, or side streets. The housewives, spurred
on by heads of street committees, watched attentively while dia-
grams were chalked on the pavement; and then off they went to try
their hands at home construction of the furnaces. On one visit to
the Ministry of Foreign Affairs, I had to wait a half hour for of-
ficials. They were busy cleaning up after turning out their daily
quota of pig iron—one ton—at the ministry’s furnace. In July,
1958, soon after the drive began, there were about 30,000 back-
yard furnaces in all of China; but by October the figure had
multiplied to anywhere from 300,000 to 700,000. So rapid was the
expansion that even the authorities I questioned did not have exact
figures. But there was no doubt about the over-all effect. During a
journey by train I saw the night lit up for hundreds of miles by a
thousand pinpricks of flame that shot upward from the blast fur-
naces of peasants, eerie testimony to the surging movement of
six hundred and fifty million people. In many rural areas, where
iron ore is available in abundance and scrap is not required as it
is in the cities, the people simply dug a small pit and carved their
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furnace in the earth, in a native style that was first used centuries
ago. In Hopei Province I witnessed the fearsome spectacle of five
thousand men and women in a commune moving like- a human
conveyor belt toward a complex of furnaces that yielded two
thousand tons of iron, and some steel, a day. The furnaces, of
medium commercial style, jutted into the sky like anxious fingers;
and open flame from coke ovens licked across the countryside. An
endless line of bullock carts brought the ore from hills fifteen miles
away, and men and women hacked away with mallets in a crescendo
that still echoes across China. For the blast furnaces, aside from
their practical value, symbolize the resources of human energy
now dedicated to the molding of a New China. They are part of a
startling new policy that says: Don’t wait for the big mills or
factories. Mills and factories take time to build and put into opera-
tion; meanwhile use your millions, in their huts and fields, and let
industrialization rise in the cottage and village workshops, side by
side with agriculture.

The furnaces are also part of a shrewd and deliberate crusade to
make everyone feel that he personally is contributing to his coun-
try’s emergence into the twentieth century. At the large Shi Ching
Shan works, outside Peking, 31,000 workers were engaged in the
commercial production of iron and steel. When their ten hours at
the large blast furnaces ended, I saw some of the men move down
a hill to commence operations at their individual, homemade fur-
naces. If this was an obvious busman’s holiday, it did not matter.
The Chinese say that through the back-yard furnaces they were
getting as much as 300,000 tons of pig iron a day. No foreigner
can judge how accurate are Chinese figures, but statistics, I believe,
miss the point in the telling of China’s story. Even if the official boast
of doubling production in 1958, to more than 11 million tons, is
exaggerated, there is no doubt that through mass effort iron and
steel output has increased phenomenally. Passenger trains, which
used to run on reliable schedule, were constantly behind time,
dislocated by the priority given to freight trains. I waited on cold
and crowded platforms while freight after freight shunted past,
laden with iron ingots for the great mills of Shanghai or Anshan,
in Manchuria. Much of the iron and steel so far is low grade
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(China has to import quality steel from western Europe), but
again this is not the point. The crude iron—some of which stays
in the communes—is good enough for simple plows and other farm
tools; and now that the big mills are receiving quantity, they can
start concentrating on quality.

China is leaving it to the Soviet Union to catch up industrially
with the United States. Her own target is the United Kingdom.
Originally, she gave herself fifteen years; but officials with whom
I spoke revised the deadline, for 1968. At the rate she is going,
China may well match Britain’s over-all industrial strength within
the next ten years. In steel alone, the bedrock of mechanization and
industry, the ambition is to produce 18 million tons, nearly the same
as Britain’s annual production, in 1959.

China has the biggest population and the second largest land area
in the world, but working in it is like working in a tiny village, where
everyone knows exactly what you are doing and with whom you
are spending your time. And, worse still, in China there is almost
no escaping the information department of the Ministry of Foreign
Affairs, on which the foreign newspaperman is totally reliant for
official appointments or interviews. Not even the Soviet Union
during the “deep freeze” had quite the same intimacy, for Moscow
always possessed at least a half-dozen permanent correspondents to
divide the attention of the authorities. Although I doubled the
representation of the non-Communist press in Peking (the only
other reporter was an Agence France Presse man who -arrived
two days ahead of me), I do not think I threw a strain on the
machinery. My first official act was to telephone the foreign min-
istry, where I spoke to a young man named Mr. Ho, who, plainly,
had been awaiting the call. Ten minutes later I was at the ministry,
and in another ten minutes I had my press card and was in business.
Efficiency such as this marked my entire stay. Mr. Ho, who spoke
good English, arranged interviews. And the Intourist Bureau, which
adjoined the reception desk at the hotel, arranged for interpreters
and transportation. It was all quite neat and tidy.

I was never followed, at least to my knowledge. There was, of
course, no need for this, since the ministry or the Intourist office
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or the hotel staff knew where I was at any given moment. Service, as
a result, was superb. Cables were delivered at my dinner table in the
dining room. Phone calls automatically were transferred if I was
chatting with a Swiss or British businessman in his room. Speed also
accompanied the sending of dispatches. There is no censorship in
China; you simply bring cables to the post office, and the average
time for transmission to London is about two hours. The censorship
comes later, as one agency man discovered when he was declared
persona non grata because his reports were “misleading.” But he
was not exactly thrown out. He was simply “frozen”—that is, he
received no appointments, saw no officials, and so his operation had
little point. The same cunning technique was used on a French cor-
respondent, Lucien Bodard of France Soir, who visited China a
few years ago and wrote a book that displeased the authorities.
Bodard applied for a return visa in the autumn of 1958. In similar
circumstances, the Russians would either have ignored or rejected
such an application. But the Chinese were not going to leave them-
selves open to the accusation that they couldn’t take criticism. They
granted Bodard a visa—and then froze him. For a month he wan-
dered between embassies and his hotel.

But I encountered no problem, on this first visit, of going to
most of the places I desired and seeing what 1 wanted. The main
exception was my fruitless request for a trip to the Fukien front,
from where the bombardment of Quemoy was conducted. While
tours of factories had to be planned in advance, and in the company
of an Intourist interpreter, no one prevented me from spending my
own time wandering through side streets, or into shops, or through
the campuses of universities. I also took all the photographs I
wanted. So long as they were processed in China (a first-class job,
even with Ektachrome), I had no difficulty in shipping them out. Six
packets, sent by regular air mail, arrived at my office in London or
Montreal in good time. After a while I learned, too, that I could
operate in some ways without Mr. Ho. I asked, for instance, for
meetings with Americans living in Peking, among them former
soldiers who had spurned repatriation after the Korean War. There
was no response from Mr. Ho. But through one of the embassies
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I found the addresses of the Americans and simply dropped around
unannounced. Two of them came out and had dinner with me.

Mr. Ho, early on, had suggested that I submit a list of the people
I would like to meet. I started with Mao Tse-tung, Premier Chou
En-lai, and Vice Premier Chen Yi, the foreign minister. I also wrote
letters to Chou En-lai and Chen Yi, saying, “Mr. Dulles is making
statements to the world’s press. If you want to keep your position
clear, the way to do it is through an interview.”

I repeated this to Mr. Ho, and he said, “If you read Hsinhua
{(New China News Agency) you will know our position.”

“It is precisely because statements are carried by Hsinhua,” I
said, “that they are not effective. Editors regard Hsinhua as an of-
ficial, propaganda agency.”

“Do you think it is a propaganda agency?” Mr. Ho said sharply.

This was my introduction to Chinese hypersensitivity. I muttered
something about my opinion not counting. “Anyway,” I added,
“Mr. Khrushchev has shown how effective a question-and-answer
interview can be, so long as it is reported by a Western journalist.”

Mr. Ho was frankly dubious, but dutifully he said he would for-
ward my letters.

I waited only two days before the first appointment came through
—with officials of the trade ministry. From then on, regardless of
the ministry, the scene was much the same: plush chairs, a round
table, and a cup of green tea constantly refilled by a woman who
moved silently in and out of the room. In addition to the man I was
interviewing, three other Chinese invariably were present—an inter-
preter and two secretaries, who sat in the background taking notes.
(This practice of self-preservation, of keeping a record to counter-
act “misquotation,” is not confined to Communist officials; in press
interviews with movie stars in Hollywood, a third party also takes
notes.) Questions generally were answered fully and in friendly
fashion. I never felt pressed for time. In some interviews I had all
I needed in an hour; others went on for two or three hours, or
longer. But it was always I who terminated the session.

All along, of course, reports were going back to Mr. Ho on the
kind of questions I asked, on my attitude (was I attempting to do a
serious job of reporting?) . Mr. Ho as much as admitted this one day



26 IMPATIENT GIANT: RED CHINA TODAY

when he said, “We consider you to be a serious correspondent.”
Did Mr. Ho mean by this a “sympathetic” correspondent? “Not at
all,” he said. “We don’t expect to convert you. We’ll have no com-
plaints if you report on China as you see it. We object when cor-
respondents leave here and say that everything is bad.”

But where was my interview with Chou En-laj or Chen Yi?

At no time did anyone attempt to win me over to a specific
point, such as United States or Canadian recognition of Red China.
I was entertained only once—by Hsu Huang, deputy director of
the information department—at a small dinner party. We spoke
mostly small talk, and the closest we came to ideology was when I
complained about cable charges out of Peking. “It costs fifteen
cents a word press rate from Peking to London,” I said, “but only
one cent a word from London to Montreal. Communism is fifteen
times more expensive than capitalism.” Mr. Hsu apparently thought
this amusing, because he laughed. But he made no motion to cut the
rates. Nor did he make any promises that more correspondents
would be admitted into China. I pointed out that even though
Americans were barred, because of a conflict between the United
States State Department and the Peking government, at least a
half-dozen British and Canadian newsmen were at the moment
awaiting visas in Hong Kong. Mr. Hsu was silent.

The dinner party followed a rather strenuous and eventful period.
At noon a few days previously I had received a phone call from Mr.
Ho. “Would you please stay in your hotel room this afternoon?”
said Mr. Ho. “We may come and fetch you.” I said I would be
happy to stay.

I had been told by Western diplomats that visitors privileged to
meet the premier or a vice premier were always asked to remain
where they were, presumably to prevent them from rushing over
to an embassy for advice on what questions to ask. The afternoon
passed rather gloomily. At 7 p.M. I rang Mr. Ho. “Should I keep
on waiting,” I asked, “or should I have dinner?”

“We suggest,” said Mr. Ho, “that you have dinner.”

“I don’t know what this is all about,” I said, “but would you like
me to stand by tomorrow? I'm supposed to go to the country to
visit a commune, as you know. But I don’t mind canceling it.”
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“We suggest,” said Mr. Ho, “that you visit the commune.”

I can’t remember whether I bothered with dinner that night. No
one had had an interview with any member of the State Council
since the flare-up over the offshore islands; and, as close as I might
have come to it, it now looked as though the fruitless record would
stand. At 4 A.M., still disconsolate, I rose to catch an early train. My
usual interpreter was waiting in the lobby, and so was a newcomer,
a Miss Chang of the foreign ministry. Miss Chang lamely said she
had never visited this particular commune and now was taking the
opportunity of doing so. My spirits went up again, for Miss Chang’s
notebook virtually jutted from the pocket of her suit. There was
hope that she was yet another examiner of my suitability to inter-
view a leader.

Miss Chang, busily and openly, made notes when I asked ques-
tions of peasants at the commune. Two days later, while I was hav-
ing breakfast, the phone rang. It was Mr. Ho. “Vice Premier Chen
Yi,” he said a bit breathlessly, “will receive you in an hour.”
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I STILL do not know why there had been a false alarm a
few days earlier, or why a final character investigation was required.
In any event, I found myself, within forty-five minutes, in a foreign
ministry car, accompanied by young Mr. Ho and a chauffeur. We
headed for the great vermilion doors and the brilliantly renovated
tower of the Hsin Hua Men, the gate leading to that part of the
Forbidden City in which China’s present leaders do their work. Chen
Yi keeps an office at the foreign ministry, on a side street outside
the walled city, but, like other members of the State Council, in-
cluding Chou En-lai, he does his heavy thinking on policy inside
Hsin Hua Men. Our driver, caught up perhaps in the nervous
anxiety of glimpsing a vice premier, lost his way in the maze of
roadways beyond the Hsin Hua gate, and we arrived fifteen min-
utes late for the appointment. Chen Yi was standing on the steps
of the Hsin Hua Ting, ready to receive me. With him were several
other officials and photographers; and, after a pose or two for the
record and Hsinhua news agency, we entered the Hsin Hua Ting,
a small pagoda-like building in which emperors once received
foreign emissaries. The present parallel was not an exact one. For
one thing, I was a reporter, not an ambassador; for another, the rule
in Communist China is by a group of men acting as a collective
emperor. Nonetheless, the mere use of this building by members of
the State Council to meet foreign visitors was obviously in keep-
ing with the desire to revive the ghost of old glories, and also to
set the psychological mood for the implicit question: How impor-
tant, in the destiny of mankind, was the New China?

We talked for four hours, interrupted only by the cups of tea that
28



“TiME Is IN OUR FAvVOR” 29

an attendant poured with skilled and discreet hand. Chen Yi,
slightly stockier than the average Chinese, smoked almost inces-
santly, another trait not common among today’s Chinese, who
appear to have spurned cigarettes either for moral or, more likely,
economic reasons. I found the foreign minister relaxed and, al-
though verbose, moderate in tone and manner when he answered
my questions. I had prepared these almost from the moment I
entered China, in the hope that such an interview would materi-
alize. Chen Yi asked me to run through them all as a preliminary,
and then he settled back in his easy chair, lit a cigarette, and pro-
ceeded to reply to them point by point. Although occasionally he
interjected with a word in French—he and Chou En-lai lived in
Paris in the early 1920’s—we spoke through two interpreters.
Three other Chinese took down the questions and answers word
for word.

My initial impression of Chen Yi was of a man unhurried in his
calculations and desires—and also a man well versed, if biased,
in world affairs, especially if they touched on possible differences
among Western allies. The only time he displayed any real invec-
tive was when he referred to “American imperialist aggressors.”
After several such references, I felt impelled to do some talking
on my own. As a Canadian, I said, I knew the Americans, first
having grown up side by side with them, and then having lived
among them for a number of years. Of all the great powers in
history, I said, the United States was the least selfish and the first to
demonstrate she had no territorial ambitions. The United States
was a threat to no one. “We in Canada are in the best position to
know this,” I added. “We share four thousand miles of unarmed
border with the Americans, and yet we have never feared any sort
of so-called aggression from them.”

Chen Yi heard me out in silence, and then a slight smile formed
around his mouth. “Tell me, Mr. Clark,” he said, “why is it that
President Eisenhower had to fly to Ottawa to meet your prime
minister, Mr. Diefenbaker? Was it because Canada was complain-
ing of economic aggression by the United States?” Well, as I have
mentioned, Chen Yi was up to date and well briefed on current
events, particularly if they touched on family squabbles. He had
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oversimplified his question to me, but in essence he had hit a very
delicate point. President Eisenhower had indeed gone to Ottawa,
only a couple of months previously, largely because of Canadian
criticism of American restrictive practices in trade. I murmured
a few points of further explanation, but Chen Yi was far from
persuaded. Like the Russians, the Chinese leadership refers with a
sweep of the hand to a map and to air bases and rocket sites di-
rected inward. Chen Yi continued to talk about “encirclement” and
United States troops in Korea, Japan, Okinawa, Formosa, Ice-
land, Britain, and other parts of Europe. He seemed profoundly
fearful that the United States intended war not only on the Chinese
mainland but on the whole Communist camp. It was no use argu-
ing, as I attempted, that these bases existed because we feared
possible aggression by the Communists. “Why?” said Chen Yi
sharply. “China has not a single soldier abroad.” (Technically he
was correct. The last Chinese soldier had returned from North
Korea only two days before the interview.) Chen Yi’s interpreta-
tion of why the United States refused to withdraw from Formosa
was in itself of some interest, for it illustrated the distortion with
which Chinese leaders, who otherwise have a strong case in their
favor for the return of the offshore islands and Formosa (Taiwan),
tend to regard Western actions. “The United States is holding on
to Taiwan,” said Chen Yi, “in order to occupy Japan, South Korea,
the Philippines, and South Vietnam under the pretext of opposition
to communism. It is exactly like Hitler’s strategy—that is, using
the anti-Communist slogan to help control the places you occupy.
The United States is afraid the loss of Taiwan would give rise to
a chain reaction. So it is keeping Taiwan in order to consolidate
American colonial rule.”

My immediate interest in the interview was the dispute over the
offshore islands, which was then at its height. The United States
Seventh Fleet was heavily reinforced in the Formosa Straits and
threatened immediate retaliation, possibly with nuclear weapons,
if the Communists should attempt to invade the islands of Quemoy
and Matsu, which they were now shelling. The interview also
brought out long-range Chinese policy on such issues as the Com-
munist claim for membership in the United Nations and the ulti-
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mate disposition of Formosa. But before going into the broader
questions, Chen Yi made it plain that Peking would not consider
any deal over Quemoy in exchange for leaving Formosa in its
present status. Quemoy, Matsu, Formosa, and the Pescadores
“must be liberated as a whole,” is the way he put it. Behind this
insistence for a simultaneous return to the mainland of all the
islands was this analogy:

“It is like a burglar who has intruded into your house, occupying
the courtyard in front of the house and also some rooms in the
building itself. Then the burglar says, ‘Now I can return the court-
yard to you, but I will occupy the rooms in the house.” The land-
lord, of course, cannot agree to this.”

Deeper still is the Chinese feeling that any separation of the
offshore islands and Formosa in Western thinking would lead to a
perpetuity of Two Chinas, a circumstance the Communists both
dread and refuse to tolerate. Chen Yi repeated the contention that
the civil war goes on, that Formosa is a part of China proper, was
so recognized by President Roosevelt at the Cairo Conference dur-
ing World War II, and “any outright splitting of Chinese territory
is interference in internal Chinese matters.” On this major point
the Cornmunists rest their argument for taking whatever measures
they consider necessary to regain Formosa and the offshore islands.
But why was there a sudden flare-up over Quemoy and Matsu?
Why, after nearly four years of comparative peace in that part of
the world, did the Communists, without warning, begin to bombard
the islands in August, 19587 I had asked these questions of diplo-
mats in Peking long before seeing Chen Yi, and, I must confess,
I was never close to a sharp, clear answer. The diplomats were
just as baffled as newspaper readers in the outside world, and,
more, were filled with apprehension of an immediate outbreak of
war. Some had even made hasty preparations for the evacuation of
their families. Aside from the tension in the capital, there was also
great confusion, with various missions receiving misleading in-
formation from the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. Indians, for ex-
ample, were assured that under no circumstances would the
Communists halt the shelling, even temporarily. Twenty-four hours
later came a cease-fire that lasted two weeks. Asians were also told
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privately, as I was afterward told by Chen Yi, that Formosa and
Quemoy could not be considered apart, that both would have to be
restored at the same time to the Peking government. And yet
Premier Chou En-lai, in public statements, implied that the first task
was to “liberate” Quemoy; Formosa, according to the inference,
could be returned later. Later, however, the emphasis plainly re-
turned to a linking of all the islands.

These contradictions and subtle changes only served to under-
line that nothing is simple or predictable in Chinese affairs. There
was probably no single reason for the opening of the bombardment.
The most plausible assessment includes several interlocking fac-
tors: when these were balanced together, the Chinese decided on
their action. Among the main points was a possibly genuine fear
that the United States and Britain were attempting to close the circle
on the Communist bloc through intervention in the Lebanon and
Jordan after the Iraq coup, which destroyed the Nuri es Said
government, had disrupted the pro-Western lineup in the Middle
East. Accompanying this fear was a desire to spread political in-
fluence, or at least neutralism, by discrediting the United States
and arousing the sympathy of Afro-Asian nations. A third, and
coincidental, reason was a need to keep people at home in a con-
stant state of agitation as part of the revolutionary process. The
Nationalist buildup of equipment and armed forces on Quemoy,
and the continued blockade of the south China ports of Amoy and
Foochow, also aroused the Communists.

Future historians may find the specific answers, but meanwhile
one theory is that the bombardment was designed, after consulta-
tion with the Russians, as a diversionary move—to draw Anglo-
American attention from the Middle East. But it was apparent that
the Russians, even if they were frightened by Western military
moves in the Lebanon and Jordan, and despite utterances that they
would back the Chinese should the Americans attack the mainland,
never intended that the diversionary maneuver should become too
hazardous. During my stopover in Moscow, en route to Peking, the
Soviet press was remarkably calm about the Far East, and played
down the story, presumably because it did not want to add any in-
citement. Some Asian diplomats consider that the internal motive
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of stirring up the Chinese populace was purely a secondary thought,
since it was only after thousands of shells had been fired on
Quemoy, and ten days had elapsed, that the Communist press
announced the bombardment. But then obvious capital was made
of the situation. Banners and headlines and radio announcers
roared, “Support the men at the front.” The campaign for home-
produced iron and steel, which had begun modestly only a few
weeks earlier, was stepped up intensively. Native-style blast fur-
naces erupted in the cities and throughout the countryside. Whipped
into a fervor, the Chinese people unquestionably helped the gov-
ernment reach its incredible goal of doubling iron and steel output
in 1958.

The political aim of the bombardment, to spread neutralism or
disentangle such areas as Malaya and Indonesia from United States
influence, was accompanied by statements and propaganda speeches
intended to show that Americans are inept and therefore unreliable.
When the shelling of Quemoy was resumed after a fortnight’s cessa-
tion, one official laughingly told diplomats, “It is more or less a
welcome salute for Dulles.” The late United States secretary of
state was then on his way to Taipei for a meeting with Chiang
Kai-shek, and the Communists were anxious to play up as “tactless”
the choice of a meeting ground in Formosa, a controversial setting
for any conference that by its nature would be touching on the
future of Formosa itself. The Communists were also irritated by
Dulles having called it a “cease-fire,” a condition demanded by the
United States. Purely as a matter of face-saving, they could not
accept the term “cease-fire” as imposed by a power they considered
to have no business in the neighborhood. If Dulles deliberately
chose further to antagonize Peking, he succeeded. But he also
succeeded in inspiring ribald laughter among many ordinary
Chinese when he extracted from Chiang the pledge, as announced
in a communiqué, that Chiang would not now attempt to regain
the mainland “by force.” There was some admission in this pledge
that the State Department had finally accepted the fact that a
physical attack on the mainland by the Nationalists would hardly
succeed; but, still, there was no apparent realization of the feeling
among Chinese themselves on the mainland. Dulles still left in the
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air the possibility of an “internal” uprising, a rather farfetched
possibility based either on wishful thinking or deliberate misrepre-
sentation of the available facts. There is no more likelihood of a
counterrevolution in China, I believe, than there is in the Soviet
Union, and for some of the same reasons. First, many Chinese
genuinely believe in their system and the material benefits it offers
the broad masses. Those who do not believe in it, or did not, are
stifled, or are slowly being won over by the incessant “persuasion”
and indoctrination. Any appreciable discontent that did exist no
longer constitutes a threat to the regime. And, overriding everything
else, is a factor not found today in Russia. The Chinese have not
forgotten the corruption, evils, and extreme inequality associated
with Chiang Kai-shek, and—State Department attitude to the con-
trary—would most certainly not welcome his return. When the
Chiang-Dulles communiqué announced Chiang’s decision not to use
force in his attempt to get back to the mainland, I heard even fac-
tory hands discuss it with amusement and contempt. In their ears
it was as ludicrous a statement as it would be for us to hear Nikita
Khrushchev suddenly make the announcement that he has decided,
after all, not to run for the presidency of the United States.

Were the Chinese Communists engaged in brinkmanship over
Quemoy especially since the United States Seventh Fleet, in the
Formosa Straits, was preparing for any necessary action? It seemed
likely at the start of the bombardment; but several weeks later,
when I saw Chen Yi, Peking was beginning to tone down any talk
of crisis, at least for external consumption. In reply to a question,
he told me, “If the Americans fire on us, we will certainly fire back.
Whether it is a big war or a small war, we will certainly take up the
challenge.” I had agreed, before the interview, to the foreign
ministry’s request that it be permitted to check my version for
accuracy of quotations. But significantly, and despite a long argu-
ment on my part, the above passage was deleted. Foreign ministry
officials agreed that Chen Yi had indeed made the statement, but
they also said that they wanted the interview to appear as a
“reasonable” statement of policy. Also cut from my story, before
I was able to cable it, was Chen Yi’s description of Dulles and
Chiang: “Two politicians who are not so smart.” I don’t think that
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Chen Yi, on a second look at what he had said, was afraid of
offending Dulles. But Peking was operating on the gentle line of
appealing to Chiang and other Kuomintang leaders to return to the
“motherland.” Thus, while Chiang was being depicted internally as
a reactionary, the words for his own ears were more soothing. There
were other surface inconsistencies to the pattern. Inside China,
the people were still agitated to sing “Liberate Taiwan,” as though
such an event would take place tomorrow. But, in reality, the lead-
ership was clinging to a policy of patience and long-range expecta-
tions. “Time is on our side.” This is the phrase that is heard over
and over again as Chinese policy makers confidently predict an
ultimate withdrawal by the United States from Formosa.

“The Americans must pull away their hand from the Taiwan
Straits,” said Chen Yi.

“Do you expect to see a voluntary withdrawal in your lifetime?”
I asked.

Chen Yi chuckled and said, “An interesting question. I am
fifty-seven now, and I don’t know whether God will permit me to
live to seventy or eighty. But you will certainly see it.”

The other commonly heard phrase is, “We are patient, we know
how to wait.” Chen Yi used it in reference to admission to the
United Nations, to Peking taking over the seat now occupied by the
Nationalists. “We do not lose anything by the present situation,” he
said. “On the contrary, we are receiving more and more sympathy
and support from the people of the world. We are convinced that
we will ultimately enter the United Nations, just as the United
States will ultimately withdraw from Taiwan. That is why we are
not so impatient on these two matters. Time is in our favor.”

Some Western statesmen, among them Canada’s Lester Pearson
and Britain’s Hugh Gaitskell, have said that if Peking would sepa-
rate the issues of Formosa and Quemoy, then the road might be
opened for Communist China’s admission to the United Nations.
Others have suggested United Nations trusteeship of Formosa, so
that native Formosans themselves might decide whether they want
to live under Kuomintang or Communist governments, or form
a separate state of their own. I asked Chen Yi for his views on these
points, and promptly he made it clear that such suggestions are
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“a total miscalculation,” and unacceptable to Peking, since again
they imply that the Formosa issue can be treated as an international
question rather than the internal issue that Peking claims it is.
“Trusteeship,” said Chen Yi, referring back to his favorite target,
“would be nothing but American occupation, and that is what we
cannot accept. Nor can we accept demilitarization or referring the
matter to the International Court of Justice. There is no hurry for
us to go to the United Nations, even less so if we are asked to
exchange Taiwan for it. This suggestion reflects the intention of
the Americans to find a way out of the awkward position they have
landed themselves in by occupying Taiwan and barring us from the
United Nations. They intend to solve their dilemma by this round-
about way, and, frankly speaking, we will not give them such an
opportunity.”

This seeming ability to be in no hurry may be dictated by other
than the traditional Chinese quality of patience. Edgar Faure, the
former French prime minister, after a visit to Peking in 1956, wrote
that the Communist government looked at the international scene
as a whole picture and would not permit it to be assembled in
fragments. “Settlement on Formosa, diplomatic recognition, [admis-
sion] to the United Nations, the Security Council, ‘the big five,’ inter-
national prestige, Asiatic leadership—all these interlock. The whole
mechanism must work smoothly and accurately,” wrote Faure. His
conclusion was that China would not accept one without the other,
“lest the least grain of sand get into the works.” I asked Chen Yi
for his reaction to Faure’s analysis. I think it is worth quoting
Chen Yi’s answer in full, for it reveals, better than any other state-
ment I have seen by a Chinese leader, Chinese pride and sensitivity
about the “superiority complex” of the West. It also sets out China’s
“brotherly obligation” to “oppressed countries.” Some Western
observers, of course, suggest that China’s interest is Big Brotherly,
a desire to spread ideology along with “co-operation.” But here,
for the record, is what Chen Yi said:

“By linking all his points, Mr. Faure was starting perhaps from
good will. But I wish to mention that there is one point which he
quite misunderstood. The main objective of China is to build up the
country by industrial and agricultural construction, by organizing
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its life better and better, and to raise higher and higher the level of
spiritual and material life of its millions upon millions of people.
This great effort and contribution itself will naturally exert an influ-
ence to promote the cause of progress of mankind. We are not run-
ning after diplomatic recognition by other people. We, of course,
welcome other countries to give us diplomatic recognition, but we
do not run after it. We do not care very much about it. It is like a
big mountain standing there, and if a person does not see it, it is
because he is blind. The mountain will not disappear merely be-
cause he does not see it. As for running after leadership, we are not
interested in leadership—not only in the Far East but in the world.
It is only the Western colonialist politicians who are all the time
trying to win or presume leadership in order to bully the weak
countries. China is willing to help the oppressed countries out of
natural sympathy for them, because we ourselves have been subject
to a hundred years of imperialist oppression. We regard it as a
brotherly obligation; what we want to see is a friendly, big family
of nations. But we do want to break down the leadership of the
colonialist and imperialist countries, because that has been the root
cause of war. So we are not thankful to Mr. Faure and we do not
accept his intention to confer leadership in the Far East on us. I
haven’t read what Mr. Faure wrote, but on whom would he confer
leadership of the world? On the United States? We would not accept
that. All countries—big, small, medium—should live together in
peace. And they all can take their own road. They need no leader-
ship. They should maintain brotherly co-operation among them;
that is the Chinese conception. If we have any experience which is
good, other people can come to appreciate it; but we will not im-
pose our experience on others. The conception of ‘I am leading, and
you must listen to me’ is an imperialist conception that is quite
wrong. So we hope that the politicians in the Western countries
will come to see that we are now in a different age. Their old
superiority complex about Western civilization and their idea that
big countries can bully small countries and that advanced in-
dustrial countries can oppress underdeveloped agricultural coun-
tries are very much out of date. It is better for them seriously to
give up colonialism, withdraw their military bases and forces
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abroad, and agree to a world family of friendly nations in peaceful
coexistence, without seeking to interfere in other countries’ internal
affairs. In this way there is a great hope for mankind.”

Are the Chinese, as Chen Yi and others have insisted, really in
no haste for recognition? Are they so wrapped up in their own
industrial and social revolutions that they cannot waste time worry-
ing about the opinion of the outside world? The Russians today are
sensitive about what others say of them; they are public-relations
conscious in their external affairs. It was not that way with the
Russians a few years ago, but today, having attained more self-
confidence as well as scientific and industrial strength, they desire
to be regarded in a favorable light. The Chinese, however, display
an attitude of indifference to foreign opinion. Mr. Ho, of the infor-
mation department, told me one day, “If you write favorable
articles about us, we will be pleased; but if you say nasty things
about us, we will not care.” I think he was being perfectly sincere;
naturally the Chinese would like eulogies, or at least appreciation of
what the regime is trying to accomplish. But if, for example, you
find much to distress you in the constant indoctrination, as I did,
the Chinese self-defense mechanism sets in. “We are too busy with
our internal expansion to fret over what others think,” they say in
effect. I made the request to visit the Fukien front, arguing that at
that moment scores of foreign journalists were busy on Quemoy,
filling the world’s press with a one-sided account only of the shelling
duel between the Communists and Nationalists. In rejecting my
application, on security grounds, Mr. Ho said quite simply, “We
do not care what others do.”

This indifference, however, is related only to foreign countries.
There is a new concentration on the real possibility of coming to
terms with the Kuomintang, if not with Chiang himself at least with
his successors. “We are all Chinese,” say the Communists, in aiming
their appeal at men on Formosa. “The Americans will betray you,
just as all foreigners have always betrayed the Chinese people.” The
theme plays shrewdly on feelings common to all Chinese—
patriotism, national unity, and dislike of any foreign interference.
“It would be very unwise,” says C. P. Fitzgerald in his book Flood
Tide in China, “to discount its strength and effect.” Thus, any
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hint that a group or party is subservient to the foreigner, and there-
fore disloyal to the fundamental aspiration of One China, can be
damaging to the Kuomintang. At least this is the way the Com-
munists currently are playing their tune. In their milder verse, they
say, “The Americans have no right to act as spokesmen on Chinese
affairs.” More bitterly, in their remarks to the Nationalists, they
say, “As for talk of driving a wedge between you and the Ameri-
cans, we frankly do not deserve such flattery. Your link with the
Americans has never been very pleasant. We neither want nor
would lower ourselves to grease this disreputable axle.” (People’s
Daily, Oct. 12, 1958.)

Accompanying the appeal for Chinese to stop fighting Chinese
is an invitation to return “to the motherland.” Kuomintang leaders
are assured a place in the Peking administration, without reprisal, as
illustrated by the experiences of some notable men who have al-
ready gone back. “We have never denied other people an oppor-
tunity to repent and turn back on the correct road” is the way
Chen Yi put it. When I asked him what sort of role Chiang himself
might expect to fill in a unified China, Chen Yi was evasive, but at
the same time he gave a pledge that the reward would not be in-
considerable. There have been reports, unconfirmed, that Chiang
might even receive the title of vice premier, in administrative control
of Formosa itself—under, of course, close supervision from Peking.
But Chen Yi would only say, “If in his last years Chiang should
wake up and through his efforts Taiwan should be returned to the
motherland, he would be making a very important contribution;
and it is beyond doubt that the Chinese government and the people
will be understanding and make satisfactory arrangements for him.”

Realistically, however, the Communists do not expect Chiang to
swing onto their side. At the same time they point out that Chiang
is now in his seventies, and they seem reasonably certain that
when he goes there will be a fight for power among his would-be
successors, including his own son, and someone will be willing to
work with Peking. The question then, of course, is this: If the Com-
munists succeed in convincing a future Kuomintang leader of the
need for. reconciliation, of union of Chinese with Chinese, what
would the United States and her allies be able to do? If the move-
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ment came from the Chinese on Formosa itself, the Communists
no longer could be labeled as aggressors. And how, without risking
condemnation from a wide part of the world or even war, could the
United States insist on retaining her position on Formosa? Formosa,
in other words, might well be joined to the mainland by internal and
peaceful devices; and the Americans would have little say in the
matter.

Such a possibility is not too farfetched. Professor Fitzgerald,
among other authorities, points out a parallel with the past. After
the fall of the Ming dynasty, in the mid-seventeenth century, the
Manchus were in control of the whole mainland. A Ming leader,
known as Cheng, fled with his men to the island of Formosa, just as
Chiang Kai-shek did three hundred years later. The Manchus,
like the Communists in the early 1950’s, possessed insufficient
seapower to attack Cheng. He, in turn, was too weak to reconquer
the mainland; and so Two Chinas came into existence. When
Cheng died, his son managed to retain hold of the island; but later
successors fell out among themselves and finally asked for help
from the Manchus in Peking, acknowledging their authority.
Formosa and the mainland became One China.

The Chinese remember the precedent in their own history. The
division of the country in the seventeenth century lasted twenty-five
years. How long might it last in the twentieth century? Chen Yi,
after he told me that he did not count on seeing Formosa’s return
in his own lifetime, later rephrased his statement. “Perhaps the time
is not too far off,” he said, “and I will see it before my hair turns
completely white.” His hair already is gray.



4. PERSUASION AND
INDOCTRINATION

SHE came confidently out of the jabbering Peking crowd,
still clutching knitting needles and yarn. The people stood aside to
make room for her, and then she singled out the old man who
leaned against a wall. Nodding and knitting, she listened to him,
and then swung momentarily to issue a curt order to the crowd,
to quiet the people so she could better hear the old man’s com-
plaint. She was obviously the head of the street committee, for the
people obeyed her and fell silent. I had just taken the old man’s
photograph, with his own permission, which had been relayed
through my interpreter. But now, for some obscure reason, he
regretted having had his picture taken. The woman with the knitting
needles objected, too, for she turned to my interpreter and said
many heated things. The bystanders, clustering around us in a
circle, approved of what was an apparent reprimand; they shook
their heads solemnly.

My interpreter, a rather soft-spoken girl, was chagrined. She
said to me, “They are superstitious about pictures. I told them you
would not take any more here.”

We walked away, but the woman with the knitting needles still
was not satisfied. For a hundred yards or more she followed us
down the hutung, the narrow alley or back street characteristic of
Peking. When we paused to decide on our direction, she paused,
staring at us, all the while continuing mechanically and coldly with
her knitting. There was a vignette here, as I saw confirmed in other
cities and in the countryside: the vigilance and influence of China’s
women, newly emancipated from ancient oblivion and thrust into a
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position of importance and authority. The woman with the knitting
needles was doing only what she considered her duty, protecting
the security and interests of the men, women, and children of her
street. But she also had other, unspoken duties: to maintain the
security and interests of the state. As head of a street committee she
was a Madame Defarge in miniature, filled with her own mission
to further the revolutionary process of China.

While communes, with institutionalized controls, are solidly es-
tablished in the rural areas, their introduction in the cities has
been postponed. During the early days of the communal movement
there was considerable speculation about how the principles of
extreme collective life could be applied to the cities. For one thing,
communes imply that everyone must be able to switch instantly
from working in a factory to plowing the soil or gathering the
harvest, and such a drastic transition would obviously dislocate
operations and transportation in the more heavily industrialized
areas. Vague efforts were made in one or two cities, such as
Shenyang in Manchuria, to organize urban mess halls; but even
these efforts were abandoned when the Communist party’s Central
Committee issued a manifesto chastising impatient local cadres and
calling for less haste. Aside from the practical problems en-
countered, the slowdown in the cities may be attributed to the re-
luctance of urban dwellers, a more sophisticated people than the
peasants, to throw themselves wholeheartedly into the anonymous
existence of communal eating and sleeping and working. The
Central Committee, after reasoning that much urban property,
anyway, was already collectivized, confessed that “bourgeois
ideology is still fairly prevalent” in the cities. The farmer may have
had a brief taste of possessing property during the first period of
land reform, but the little shopkeeper or even pedicab driver in
Shanghai had commanded his own destiny for many years, and
middle-bracket mentality takes time to eradicate.

In any event, city dwellers form only one fifth of the total
population, and their partial regimentation is still ensured by the
street committees while the constant process of “persuasion” or
“re-education” goes on. The street committee is the all-enveloping
weapon on the ground floor. Its function is to translate into action
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the doctrine of community thinking, rather than individual thinking,
as laid down each morning by the People’s Daily, which speaks for
the men on the top floor. Committees, usually of thirteen members,
are elected by residents of every street in every city in China.
This minor degree of self-government, characteristic of the regime’s
desire to foster the impression of a “people’s republic,” brings
material benefits, and also some pernicious practices. The chairman
of each committee, usually a housewife who can stay home and
keep an eye on activities and habits of her neighbors, has three
main tasks: to explain the aims of the government, to reflect and
transmit the opinion of ordinary Chinese to party workers, and to
administer public welfare. Thus a two-way channel of communica-
tions is established. If, on one hand, something like a fly-swatting
campaign is decreed, it is madame chairman who sees to it that the
two hundred or so families under her wing get into the proper
spirit. The usual start is at a street rally, with madame chairman
and members of her committee exhorting the residents to toil for
the common good. If persuasion fails, shame is employed. At one
rally, attended by upward of three hundred men, women, and
children, I heard the woman leader cry out, “The people’s eyes are
snow bright and are on you, Li Cheng.” And Li Cheng, a shop
clerk, crept away, presumably so mortified that he would promptly
volunteer for a weekend of digging a dam site in the country.

On the other hand, madame chairman, through her daily personal
contact with her flock, can sense if there is undue resentment
against extracurricular labor; and if enough street chieftains report
to the party that people are not yet ready for a major move, as they
must have reported during the early attempt to communalize cities,
the regime can declare a temporary reprieve while the educational
process is continued. This is one of the great strengths of an old
culture and still newer system that believes in infinite patience and
gentleness. In China today, contrary to the popular Western mis-
conception, they do not chop off heads; they reshape them. Madame
chairman, who may not be formally trained in the fine art of propa-
ganda, nevertheless plays an important part in sugar-coating the
pill of indoctrination. She gives the impression that she is more
interested in the welfare of her charges than in authority. If roofs
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are leaky, she makes certain that they are repaired. If garbage
cans are not cleared by the usual 5 A.M. or 6 A.M., she complains
strongly to the appropriate city department. If husbands and wives
quarrel, she mediates. At the same time she has not been unknown
to notify the police of “heretical” outbursts, against the party or the
system, that she may have overheard. It is also her duty to impress
on children the need to inform on their parents if they demonstrate
“rightist” tendencies at home.

In Peking, madame chairman has a relatively simple job keeping
in touch with her subjects. A hutung boasts of its own self-contained
personality. Gray walls stretch from one end of the alley to the
other, broken only by gates painted bright vermilion. From the
street, usually unpaved, you can see only the tile roofs of the single-
story buildings. The gates open not into one house but rather into
a compound consisting of several houses; and here play hordes of
children, who can easily be reached, and here gather the men and
women to relate their problems. Madame chairman, after hearing
them out, can also announce in person the next item on the agenda.
While I was in Peking, committee people went from house to house
and browsed around on the pretense that they were, as madame
chairman had declared, advance inspectors for DDT squads. In
reality, their mission was to decide which families had more furni-
ture than they could legitimately use in new quarters being built for
them. The result was a compulsory mass sale of antique furniture to
state-owned shops, which, in turn, designated it for export to
foreign markets.

But as against this kind of evil, madame chairman, in propa-
gandizing the new social order, also preaches that old supersti-
tions must be forgotten and that it is a noble thing, for instance, to
submit a child to a doctor’s needle. The result in this case is wide-
spread immunization against diphtheria and the fast disappearance
of smallpox. In Shanghai, where committees have less orderly
streets, physically, than hutungs to cope with, I asked one housewife
if she was ever subjected to intrusion by committee inspectors.
“Not by the street committee,” she said. “If the house is unclean,
it is the neighbors who complain.”
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“But aren’t you upset or angry if neighbors intrude and criticize
your housekeeping?”

“We do not feel that way any more,” she said.

The back streets in Shanghai are not much more than earth
tracks between rows of hovels. But they are at least under hygienic
control, with no litter and no offensive odors. People line up for
drinking water at community taps. But, as one committee head
pointed out succinctly, the taps are far better than the unsanitary
open troughs of former days. “We have taught our people good
health measures,” she said. “See for yourself if there are any flies.”

The flies had indeed disappeared, thanks to the zeal instilled
by madame chairman into every man, woman, and child. And
simultaneously, through corner meetings and personal persuasive
talks, she was getting them to volunteer for public projects and to
accept the regime’s philosophy. And anything else? A Western-
trained Chinese doctor told me: “After our hospital fluoroscoped
everyone in the district, we didn’t know what to do with all the
active cases of tuberculosis we found; there simply weren’t enough
sanatoria to handle them. So we called on each street com-
mittee to choose a house and move into it all the neighborhood
patients. Now they’re isolated and no danger to anyone else.
They’re also getting, under our supervision, proper food and
shelter.”

It is this combination of insidious coercion and constructive
benevolence that makes the system both effective and disturbing.
To the Westerner, the immorality is in the fact that the street com-
mittee can even possess the authority to evict summarily a family in
order to requisition a house. To the Asian, the act is perfectly logi-
cal, since it is designed to improve the economic well-being of all.
But what about the loud-speakers shrieking messages at street
corners, in railway carriages, and even on building sites, where men
and women are busy erecting the New China? The loud-speakers
say the same things over and over again: “Liberate Taiwan,” “Stop
the war maniacs.” What of the workers, in factories and offices and
fields, who for a couple of hours every day must study “inter-
national” affairs and party doctrine? According to China’s view of
the world scene, the West is composed of war aggressors, while the
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socialist camp is peace-loving. Bit by bit, much of it sinks in,
especially among young people, to the extent that a conversation
with a Chinese today comprises a series of clichés.

Ask a young Chinese simply to translate the day’s headlines in
the People’s Daily.

“Forcible Occupation of West Berlin,” he reads aloud.

“Forcible occupation? By whom?”” you ask.

“By the American imperialist aggressors, of course,” is the im-
patient reply.

“What else does the paper say?”

He picks the second headline: “Gloomy Prospects of U.S. Econ-
omy.”

Gloomy prospects?

Yes, many more hundreds of thousands are unemployed and
starving, and President Eisenhower is forced to consider reintro-
ducing measures of 1931, to counteract the depression now caused
by the capitalists.

The next headline, please.

“How Shouchang County Increased Its Yields.” (Shouchang’s
peasants shattered many outmoded conventions in farming and
perfected new farming skills. This could be done only under
socialism.)

And after that?

“Eisenhower Again Stresses ‘a Powerful Deterrent.” ” (It is easy
to see that the United States administration’s attitude toward peace
is far from serious.)

And then you discuss the headlines.

“Do you really feel that America wants war?” you ask.

“Not the people. They want peace. But the people are con-
trolled by the Wall Street monopolists, who need war to maintain
their hold on the people.”

“How do you know so much about ‘Wall Street monopolists’ and
their attitude?”

“It is all here in print, in black and white. Anyone can see with
his own eyes what is happening in America.”

“Have you seen with your own eyes?”

“Of course I have seen”—and now the tone is decidedly peevish
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at such a doubting question—“does not Hsinhua tell us what is
happening? Is it not here, in the People’s Daily?”

No correspondent from Red China is stationed in the United
States. But it is written here, in the People’s Daily, and on the radio,
and over the loud-speakers—all of the distortions, the half-truths,
and the unashamed fabrications—to be digested slowly, but with
deadly penetration. The Westerner asks himself how it is possible
for people to accept the written, or spoken, word without a murmur
of doubt, or, indeed, even any indication that they desire to doubt.
The Westerner then reminds himself that he is dealing not with
Europeans but with Chinese, to whom acceptance of a doctrine is
nothing new. In the past, the philosophy was Confucianism, im-
parted by scholars who set the mood of behavior for the rest of the
populace; now it is the philosophy of communism and allegiance to
the state that are being implanted by the new mandarins or cadres.
Aside from moral differences between Confucianism and com-
munism, the current indoctrination is far more intense and per-
vasive than anything China has previously known. It is supported by
the sharpest advertising campaign in history. The campaign, de-
signed to sell six hundred and fifty million people on one way of life
only—communism—is cunningly directed, and takes such simple
forms as getting the people to swat flies or kill mosquitoes because
they spread disease. And it stretches upward, into the blast fur-
naces, goading people into spare-time labor of producing iron and
steel. There are tangible results, of course. China needs iron and
steel, and it is a good thing to have a few hundred thousand home-
made blast furnaces in back yards and farm fields. The campaign
to exterminate sparrows saved much of the grain crop.

But always behind the practical and ever-changing campaigns is
a psychological motive: to keep people hopped up, to push com-
munism, to prevent the masses, and more particularly party work-
ers, from slumping into a condition of indifference. By tradition, the
Chinese have the tendency to set up high human walls, to protect
themselves from all interference with an established mode of living,
and to sap the energy of those who aim to impose a will of their own.
Even Sun Yat-sen, the leader of the first republican revolution
nearly fifty years ago, was up against this basic problem: Nearly
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twenty-five centuries of Confucianism and Taoism, and fifteen of
Buddhism, had taught that inaction was the greatest privilege of
the wise. “Government should be as simple as the cooking of little
fishes,” proclaimed Lao-tse, the founder of Taoism. Governors and
politicians of past regimes were most admired when they enforced
laws the least. In an attempt to counteract this inertia, Sun Yat-sen
sternly warned his contemporaries: “We are living in the world.
We must act or perish.”

Brought up with this warning still in their ears, and the discipline
of Marxism in their bones, China’s present leaders have made
certain that the masses are kept active. Another old saying is re-
membered: “Shang hsing hsia hsiao”—as those above act, those be-
low conform. Mao Tse-tung, Chu Teh, and Chou En-lai lead
austere, almost monastic existences, dedicated to the building of a
nation; and millions follow suit. If the average man lacks strength
or enthusiasm for constant total effort, at least the party workers
still retain drive and energy necessary for the proper momentum.
Perhaps there is a momentary flagging, and then a short, sharp out-
burst, and again a slight falling off in production, but the over-all
effect is a climb to greater heights. So far, the traditional human
wall of resistance is nonexistent, partly because many Chinese ap-
prove of the material benefits provided by the regime, and largely
because those who do lack enthusiasm have not had an opportunity
to slouch into lethargy. What Mao Tse-tung calls “the uninterrupted
revolution” is nothing more than a shrewd awareness that Chinese
energy can be properly channeled if the masses are kept in a
constant state of agitation. If it isn’t one thing, like building blast
furnaces, it’s another, like collecting manure for fertilization, or a
campaign to stop spitting. Notorious for their old habit of expecto-
rating in public, the Chinese have astounded returning visitors by
their new fanaticism for hygiene. In Canton I saw Young Pioneers
chastise a man, then circle with chalk the spot on the sidewalk
where he had spat, and inscribe his name alongside it—for all
shocked passers-by to behold.

The man in the gray flannel suit, selling soap from an advertis-
ing office on Madison Avenue, could learn much in technique
from the man in the blue tunic who operates around Tien An Men,
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the hub of Peking. China’s leaders even take advantage of people’s
fatigue. Toward the end of my stay I detected signs of weariness:
people were slowing down at the blast furnaces or were not remain-
ing at their jobs until the usual 7 or 8 P.M.; students were begin-
ning to drift back listlessly from the communes to the cities. Yet
Mao and Chou appeared to understand in depth their own people.
Just as I was leaving China, the People’s Daily declared: “We must
see that they get sufficient rest for the sake of their health.” Workers
and peasants, said the official mouthpiece, must have at least eight
hours of sleep a night. An almost audible sigh of relief and gratitude
swept the nation. “You see,” party disciples said, “Chairman Mao
thinks of our welfare.” But would they recall that it was Chairman
Mao who took away their sleep in the first place? The pattern is
terribly simple. First, when they assumed power in 1949, the Com-
munists concentrated on giving the people food and clothing. Then
they animated them into a frenzy of labor, and finally they let them
catch up on sleep—until the next urgent need for concentrated
energy. But no time can be allowed for a retreat into indifference.

The huckstering campaign takes odd but obvious twists. One
reason for the sudden shelling of Quemoy in 1958 was undoubtedly
in keeping with the standard revolutionary practice of inspiring
people to work harder by presenting an external “menace,” in this
case the threat of “aggression” by the United States. Not only were
workers defending their homeland by turning out steel for guns and
machines, cried the propagandists, they were saving civilization by
standing up to the Americans. When the United States supplied
Chiang Kai-shek’s air force with the Sidewinder, the air-to-air
missile, Communist fighter planes were badly caught off balance.
Peking promptly cursed Americans as inhuman for introducing this
“devilish” weapon, and exhorted the masses to even longer hours of
toil. T attended an exhibition at the People’s Cultural Palace in
which an unexploded Sidewinder, which had been fired at a Com-
munist plane over Chekiang Province, was on display. Fervent and
incensed spielers told large groups of Chinese, among them chil-
dren, of the evils of American imperialists, who were responsible
for launching guided missiles against human beings for the first
time in history. Outside the Cultural Palace, a massive poster
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showed the hand of the Chinese people grasping the head of a
United States snake—representing the Sidewinder—while the tail
throttled the imperialists. In a book of comments, a factory worker
made this inscription: “I am very indignant against America. The
Chinese people refuse to be terrorized by this kind of military
provocation. I will now work harder.”

The exhibition, viewed by fifty thousand workers the first week
alone, widely reported in the press, was typical of the instruments
used to urge the people into doubling their effort in the iron and
steel drive. But in some ways the unexploded missile misfired
against the propagandists. It caused the people to take a second,
disquieting look at Americans, who had been depicted in thousands
of posters as puny; there was nothing puny about the terrifying
Sidewinder. It was no coincidence that shortly afterward the
People’s Daily was filled with long, reassuring essays by Mao Tse-
tung on “paper tigers.” (“All reactionaries are paper tigers. In ap-
pearance they are frightening, but in reality their strength is not so
great.”) A hasty switch was made in the propaganda line. Now the
people were told that the Nationalists were firing poison-gas shells
supplied by the United States; this was closer to the type of im-
aginative talk that incited the Chinese during Korea, when Ameri-
cans were accused of germ warfare. One strange, but characteristic,
bit of Chinese logic was demonstrated by a university professor who
told the Hsinhua news agency that the Americans were now driven
to gas warfare out of desperation, evidence that they had no
strength at all. But, so far as I could make out, the accusation of
gas shelling had no lasting effect. While the Chinese believed, and
still believe, that the Americans diabolically threw germs against
their troops in Korea in 1950, they were not pursued into a belief
that poison gas was being used in 1958. For one thing, the need
for this kind of propaganda diminished when the flare-up over
Quemoy died out. The emphasis again shifted, to the more tranquil
and tidier goal of surpassing Britain, industrially, within the next
decade, or by 1972 at the latest.

“We Will Overtake Britain” is one of the most prominent slogans
displayed on billboards today. In China, unlike the West, there is no
advertising of commercial products. Instead, the state as the manu-
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facturer of materials and ideology underlines the broad themes in
its propaganda before getting into such specifics as fly swatting.
In the early days of the revolution, the main theme was that
China’s backwardness was due to the neglect, misrule, and cor-
ruption of the Kuomintang, an appeal that found ready listeners.
Later, the focus was on the Americans who, it was said, in wanting
to overthrow the Communist regime, were also trying to stop other
people’s revolutions—revolutions which the Chinese feel are produc-
ing anti-Western governments throughout Asia, Africa, and Latin
America. Now the appeal is patriotic—a strong China getting back
what a weak China lost, including, of course, Formosa. The new
patriotism is tinged by a sharply nationalist tone, bordering on
arrogance and reflecting infinite confidence in the nation’s rapid
rate of development and industrialization. Perhaps the best example
of a propaganda symbol in the whole of China is a double-decked
bridge carrying both road and rail traffic over the Yangtze River
at Wuhan. It was built by the Chinese (“with Soviet technical ad-
vice”) after, according to the Communists, American experts had
said such a bridge was impossible because of the soft river bed.
But the strident nationalism is now carried into even smaller detail.
As late as 1956, Chinese posters and banners were drawn on
Russian lines, with such modern figures as shirt-sleeved workers
standing beside mechanized tractors. Traditional emblems, such as
the dragon, were regarded as archaic, feudalistic, and reactionary.
Today, however, the posters that proclaim “Overtake Britain” show
the Chinese people embarking on an intricately carved dragon
boat, silken banners fluttering stoutly in the breeze while, in the
distance, a grotesque John Bull stands on the deck of an outmoded
and foundering sailing ship and looks with trepidation and awe at
the oncoming new giant. The motif is in the ancient Chinese
artistic tradition, complete with kinky clouds, flapping birds, and
indomitable dragons, which have now been restored to glory and
favor.

In more than one way, the dragons testify that some things never
change in China. If the revived mood of vanity had its origin in the
times of the emperors, so too the Communist technique of “gentle
persuasion” can be traced back thousands of years. Those emperors
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who followed the teachings of Confucianism to the letter knew that
force should not be employed in any attempt to gain acceptance
by the masses of a new doctrine or dynasty. The rules for moral
suasion and exhortation, as laid down by Confucius, made it plain
that use of force was an acknowledgment of defeat. Most emperors,
of course, called on their soldiers on occasion to imprint weightily
any dictates that peaceful education failed to implant. But in general
the Chinese people, unlike those of other lands, accepted preach-
ment as a normal part of their lives. The principal difference today
is that the Communists, in following the expected Chinese con-
ception of how to induce acceptance, can call upon the modern
weapons of radio and press and a vast party apparatus far more
overwhelming than anything ever possessed by the most powerful
emperors. Even during the period of land reform, which followed
1949, the Communist leaders did not take the obvious or simple
path of outright seizure of property from landlords. Instead, they
took the more crafty steps of dispatching party cadres to the vil-
lages, to agitate peasants, to “instruct” them on what were now
their rights, and to get them to demand public trials of those land-~
lords who faltered in “voluntarily” dividing the soil among former
tenants.

No one knows exactly how many executions took place in the
early 1950’s. Estimates go as low as 800,000 and as high as
14,000,000.* But it is unlikely that the killings were part of a pre-
meditated policy on a top level; rather, they were conducted by the
men in the field, out of overenthusiasm or a desire to satisfy any
revenge lust of peasants who had been unduly oppressed by land-
lords. The leadership, of course, by not halting the early bloodletting
gave its tacit approval. At least, it must have pondered, the execu-
tions satisfied some public wants while the cooler, and more lasting,
machinery of persuasion was being organized. Today the heads no
longer roll. Instead, the nonconformists, the disbelievers in the
regime or system, are subjected to what Mao Tse-tung refers to as

* Precise figures are impossible to obtain. The estimate of 14,000,000 was
arrived at by the A.F. of L. in 1952. Mao Tse-tung was reported from
Warsaw in 1957 as mentioning 800,000 executions. Independent Western
observers had previously come roughly to the same estimate.
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“painstaking reasoning.” Talk, talk, talk, never stop talking; forget
violence, it may fill an immediate need, but can have no enduring
effect, not only on this generation but on generations to come.

Are Mao’s admonitions, which, after all, only follow the inherent
Chinese pattern for persuasion, taking root? In Shanghai I dis-
covered a telling example of the incredible patience, and use of
manpower, in the implementation of his philosophy of “softly,
softly.” A small boy, aged about ten, became tired of wandering the
streets. And so he lay down on the road, atop some trolley lines.
Traffic pulled to a halt, and a crowd gathered, and the boy stayed
there, grinning up at everyone. “Please now, you should move,”
pleaded a motorman. “It is not correct of you to do what you are
doing.” The onlookers murmured their support for the motorman;
still the boy grinned back. To a Westerner watching the scene with
some incredulity, the first reaction is to say: “Why the deuce don’t
they just pick him up, spank him, and send him on his way?” But
the Chinese responds to this suggestion in a horrified voice: “Chair-
man Mao says we must never use corporal punishment. We must
use persuasion.” And so, for a half hour, the crowd “reasoned”
with the boy, until he had enough and decided to trundle off home.

Perhaps it all seems like fantasy to us, but this is the kind of
gentle coercion that is having effect on six hundred and fifty million
Chinese. Other procedures, of course, are also employed, among
them the daily compulsory courses for everyone in political “learn-
ing,” and the confessionals. Persuasion, criticism, and confession
go hand in hand and are usually conducted in a group, so that pres-
sure doesn’t appear to stem from officials but from the people
themselves. In Shanghai I had to quit the office of one of the few
remaining Western businessmen because his Chinese staff were
about to commence their afternoon discussion of “unity-criticism-
unity.” In this collective purging, each Chinese is supposed to point
out any greedy or ambitious habits of his co-workers, so that ulti-
mately they can all toil together more zealously. In case enthusiasm
for the new ways of China should begin to languish, the party
keeps up the excitement with an endless succession of propaganda
rallies. Kai hui is both the “right and duty” of every citizen to con-
duct or attend a patriotic meeting. And the youngsters must not be
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overlooked. They come out in great numbers, to learn what the
government wants them to know about the Western world as well
as the internal needs of their own country. In this manner, this
supplementary diet to the steady indoctrination in school courses,
the future of the system is protected, for Truth, as defined by the
regime, must slowly and steadily be absorbed, starting with the
youngest age. If philosophies of the past, such as Confucianism,
were gradually inculcated over many generations, then communism
can do no better than emulate—at a more intensive and scientific
pace, of course. The propaganda is everywhere—slogans over
school buildings, slogans painted on the pavement or hung up
in the form of banners in a factory workshop. And the street
rallies feature not only talk, talk, talk. They draw the crowds by
the sound of music and dancing and actors’ voices. The new
government has converted the popular arts to its own needs. Before,
the villain of a play was a corrupt official. Now, as portrayed in a
skit on a street corner, he is an American imperialist. In the old
days you hung a good-luck motto about prosperity on your front
gate at the New Year; now you affix a banner demanding increased
production of iron and steel. New wine goes into the old familiar
bottles and it slips down easily. Some apologists for the propaganda
technique of New China say that, first, it is not so unprecedented in
terms of Old China; and, second, it is not so really different from
the conditioning experienced in the Western world, where, from
an early age, people are brought up to believe that only their system
is good and all is evil in a Communist society. The fallacy of this
argument, of course, lies in the simple fact that any persuasion in
the West is voluntary or self-imposed; it is not inspired by deliberate
government decree, nor is it spread without dissenting voices being
heard. In China, for any kind of state cause, the crowds are called
out. You march along the streets and beat cymbals and drums be-
cause you’ve beaten your production quota; you also stand up and
denounce colleagues as “reactionaries” because they expressed
views opposite from those of the party.

But, in keeping with the current spirit of “painstaking reasoning,”
most are rehabilitated through the gentle art of persuasion. “Put
as many as a dozen men,” say the Communists, “on the job of
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saving one soul, of convincing one man that our ideas are right.”
At least after a while he’ll echo the ideas, even if he doesn’t quite
believe them. For the more stubborn cases, or those guilty of the
more serious crimes of working with the Nationalists for the over-
throw of communism, there are such establishments as Peking
Prison. I found it surprisingly easy to arrange a tour of the prison
and to take photographs. The authorities are proud of this institu-
tion, since it is spotlessly clean and immensely productive. But it
also provides a terrifying, revealing picture of how the brain is re-
shaped to suit the system. The walls are whitewashed; so are the
men’s minds. Of the one thousand four hundred inmates, including
one hundred women, two thirds are officially classified as “reac-
tionaries.” They are mixed with the rest—ordinary criminals whom
the People’s Courts call “robbers, cheaters, corrupters.” The “re-
actionaries,” many of whom are accused of acting as agents for the
Kuomintang, serve terms of from three to ten years; some for
fifteen years. The director of Peking Prison, Sun Chao-chi, ex-
plained it this way:

“The policy of our country is to reform through labor. When the
men and women came in they were criminals; when they go out
they are skilled workers. First, we let the prisoners confess their
crimes. Then we teach them that what they did was harmful to the
state and the people. We give them education in political and cur-
rent affairs, and let them know the international as well as the in-
ternal situation. By showing them the future of the country, we give
them confidence in their own future.”

I asked one of the prisoners, “What was your crime?”

“I was a reactionary.”

“What did you do?”

“I was an agent for the Kuomintang.”

“What have you learned here?”

“At the very beginning I could not admlt my crime. But after
a year’s learning I now see my errors.’

I spoke to a half-dozen others, and received the same mechani-
cal, toneless replies: “I was an agent for the Kuomintang. . . . I now
see my errors.” Some are former schoolteachers; others held less
fashionable jobs. But all had one thing in common: they acted too
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sharply or too obviously (or were accused of doing so) against
the regime. Their re-education consists first of admitting, under
long and patient instruction, that they thought wrong thoughts. The
next and more lengthy stage is to teach them that communism is
right, that the leaders of the West—particularly American—are
warmongers, and that only by hard work and vigilance can China
protect herself.

“Eliminate the ideology which is non-socialist,” proclaims a
slogan painted in red across the wall of one of the cell blocks. In
the corridors, on placards, hang poems written by the inmates and
dedicated to “peace.” A bulletin board displays the photos of
prisoners who have fulfilled their workshop norms, their example
presumably an inducement to other prisoners to work harder and
enjoy reduced sentences. Some Chinese are still executed, but only
those, according to the Communists, who are parachuted into the
mainland by the Nationalists, purposefully, to perform as spies or
saboteurs. Force, of course, is kept in reserve, to be applied if need
be, on a wholesale scale. Meanwhile, the binding atmosphere of the
nation as a whole is reflected, in minute form, by Peking Prison.
Whatever its tender methods, the Chinese Communist experiment
in persuasion is likely to prove the most successful example in
human history of conformation and mass brainwashing. Side by side
with indoctrination, the warning against outside danger is designed
to spur the people into greater output. At the prison they produce
knitted nylon hose, for export through Hong Kong, and nowhere
have I ever seen men work more quickly, darting from spindle to
spindle like agitated robots. In keeping with the “leap forward,”
prisoners even began to build their own knitting machines.

Their schedule includes nine hours a day for work, two hours for
“learning.” Director Sun pointed to the opinion box and said it was
surprising how quickly prisoners learned to express the opinion that
they had been short-sighted in not seeing earlier the virtues of com-
munism. I asked: “Does anyone ever write, ‘I am of the opinion
that I should be released’?”

Director Sun smiled. But he made no comment.



5. CHENG FENG AND THE
INTELLECTUALS

IF THE masses of Chinese are succumbing to the slow and
methodical process of persuasion, what about the impact on the
intellectuals?

My visit to Peking Prison, where the most dangerous political
thinkers are incarcerated, was preceded by a talk with Chang
Hsi-jo, one of the most cultivated men in China. Chang, a graduate
of Harvard University and the London School of Economics, speaks
impeccable English, dresses in Western style, and instinctively
knows how to translate Chinese attitudes into a meaning compre-
hensible to the foreigner. Now in his mid-sixties, he fills a dual role
in New China. A revolutionary at the age of nineteen, under the
leadership of Sun Yat-sen, who plotted the overthrow of the
Manchu dynasty, he is a link between the old system and the new.
Now, as chairman of the Committee for Cultural Relations with
Foreign Countries, he is also a principal spokesman for the govern-
ment. One wonders, in view of his urbane background, how much
he really believes of the recitation he gives the foreign visitor.

He had a ready answer when I asked him about the fate of the
intellectuals who, during the “rectification” campaign of 1957,
openly criticized a one-party system.

“They had seized the occasion to preach things that were against
the socialist interests,” said Chang. “Of course we had to be serious
about this.”

“Were any put in jail?”

“Not to my knowledge,” said Chang, glancing at the ever-

present third man who sat opposite us taking notes.
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“Can people express themselves freely?”

“Of course they can,” said Chang. “But when they intrigue, that
is different. It becomes a political affair, not an intellectual one.”

“What happens to those guilty of intrigue?”’

“We try to persuade them that they are wrong and we are right.
Some go to voluntary labor camps. If there is insufficiency of
understanding about socialism, we give them a chance to learn and
study. But there is no use putting them in jail. This is fundamentally
a mental problem.”

Despite the fact that I later met schoolteachers in Peking
Prison, Chang was basically truthful about dissident intellectuals.
Most do go to corrective labor camps instead of jail, for relatively
short periods of a couple of years; there they unlearn their former
decadent “bourgeois” ways and study afresh according to party
dictates. In company with the masses, they also perform what the
Chinese consider a constructive task of manual labor. In the proc-
ess, what promised to be a fairly flourishing intellectual life, even
under communism, is being strangled. Except for formal occasions,
such as my interview with Chang Hsi-jo, the intellectual no longer
meets the Westerner. Gone are the days, which existed up to two
or three years ago, when visitors were received in Chinese homes
and conversations were reasonably frank considering the pervasive
atmosphere of an oligarchic regime.

Ironically, it was the intellectual class, as much as the peasantry,
that was initially drawn to communism by its promises, although
for different reasons. For the tenant farmers, communism meant
a release from oppression by landlords. For scholars, it meant a
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