JOURNEY TO THE BEGINNING






Edgar Snow

To know that Heaven and Earth are
but as a tare-seed, and that the tip of
the hair is a mountain: this is the
expression of relativity . . , Beginning
and end are like a circle. Growth and
decay are the succession of transformations.
Where there is end there is the beginning.

The Chuang-izu



© Copyright, 1958, by Edgar Snow

PRINTED IN GREAT BRITAIN RY
LOWE AND RRYDONE ( PRINTERS ) LTD., LONDON; N.w.10



For Lois, Chris and Sian == and Pete and Saxe



CONTENTS



PART ONE : THE NOMAD

Into China 3

I Meet the Dead 7

Up from Kentucky 11
Shanghai! 15

Editing the Review 22
Missouri Days 28

Roving Correspondent 30
The Banker's Daughters 35
South China 37
Civilisatrice 42

The Stone Collector 46
Raw-Meat Country 47

Life under Dragon Cloud 51
Caravan Tales 354

On to Burma 60

Batald 63

Theebaw’s Realm 66

First Look at India 71
Gandhi and Nehru 75
Adventures in Bombay 78
“Exquisite Fragment” 82
Christian and Communist 84

O 00 2 O thh W e

[ I ST S R T T e i N
W= O Voo Ik AW ~O

Ching-ling and History 89
Footnote on a Forgotten Battle 95
Nym 102

The Southern Seas 106

On Not Eating Your Neighbor 110

Lo e
IRGR



PART TWO : TO BLOW THE FIRE

(PO SN T NS N SN FCR R

BN DN R R N R e e e e el e el e b el
0O ~] OV Ut B W=D N YW B W N O

At Home in Peking 119

By a Nose! 123

I Try a Headstand 126
Living China 131

“RBetween Fascism and Communism”
We Spark a Rebellion 139
Action 143

“Wu Wei Eth” 147

I Cross the Rubicon 150
And Break a Blockade 153
Chou En-lai 157

Compote with Mao 159
Prophet in a Cave 164
People in a Hurry 170

The Road Out 175

From Sian to War 183

Exit from Peking 188

The Essence of War 192
Carlsont Glimpses the Future 195
We Start Something 197

I Become a Missionary 203
Interlude in Luzon 208
Dynastic Housekeeping 212
Further Disenchantments 219

That “Agrarian Reformer” Myth 225

War within War 230
Massacre 235
Time to Go Home 238

134



PART THREE: THE OTHER SIDE OF THE RIVER

O 0 3 O U bW

B B OB N RN NN NN e e e e e el e el
W oo NN RO WO A WD~ O

Candide’s Return 245

I Meet the Army 250

The Commander-in-Chief 253

End and Beginning 258

Lost over Africa 260

Desert Flight to Delhi 264

Debate with Nehru 268
“Firecrackers, Begin Cracking!” 273
Into Russia 276

A Point of View 280

Stalin’s Guests 284

Cecilia 290

Some Russian People 295
Ukrainian Symphony 300

Youth 303

Dear Mr, President 308

Warning from Litvinov 312

Was It Treason? 318

The “Peaceful Revolution” 324
Tweedledum—and Tweedledee? 327
An “A-Political” Relationship 331
Du Temps Perdu 337

Last Talk with F.D.R. 341

From Mrs. Moses Taylor to Yenan 3435
First in Vienna 350

Hiroshima in Moscow 356

Sweet and Bitter 362

Pros and Cons 367

Farewells Should Be Sudden 369



PART FOUR : LA GUERBRE FROIDE

O 0 3 AU op W R

ey
<

A Lifetime Visa 373

King Ibn Saud 376

Moment in Delhi 382

The New “Imperialisms” 385
Farther East 390

We Stop a Revolution 393
Death of a Giant 398

The Essence of Gandhi 404
Dinner with Jawaharlal 407
New Watches Needed 413

Index 425



PART ONE

T'HE NOMAD

A man is a bundle of relations,
a knot of roots, whose flower and
fruitage is the world.

EMERSON






CHAPTER I

Into China

WHEN 1 FIRST reached Shanghai I was every youth, full of curiosity
and wide open to the world. I could have been anyone of my genera-
tion of America moved westward, like my forebears, by the pull of
some frontier dream, some nameless beckoning freedom, seeking for-
tune or following knowledge “like a sinking star” beyond the sunset.

I was twenty-two and I had picked up a few doHars in Wall Street
speculation which gave me just enough of a stake, I thought, to finance
2 year of parsimonious traveling and adventuring around the world. T
planned to return to New York after the year, make a fortune before
I was thirty, and devote the rest of my life to leisurely study and writ-
ing. It really looked that easy in 1928,

I set out for the Pacific by way of the Panama Canal, spent three
months in Hawaii and Japan, and went on to Shanghai. I had, on my
itinerary, allotted six weeks to China. I was not to see America again
for thirteen years.

At the end of my first year abroad I was about as far from home as T
could get. I was in the baking city of Saratsi, south of the Gobi Desert,
There in the Northwest I saw children dying by the thousands in a
famine which eventually took more thap five million lives. It was an
awakening point in my life and remained the most shocking of all my
experiences with war, poverty, violence and revolution until, fifteen
years later, I saw the furnaces and gas chambers in which the Nazis,
too impatient to wait for mere starvation, exterminated six to seven
million people.

At Shanghai I presented a letter of introduction from Walter Wil-
liams, dean of the School of Journalism of the University of Missouri,
to John Benjamin Powell, editor of the China Weekly Review, and
correspondent of the Chicago Tribune. It was Powell who was to send
me to the Northwest, where seven years later I would write a basic
story about one of the great revolutions of human history, and the
men and women who made it.

“Why don’t you stay in Shanghai and help me put out the Review?”
Powell asked. “I'm publishing a special edition in a few months—

3



4 THE NOMAD

a ‘New China’ edition to show the dichards that the Nationalists are
here to stay. China is about to become really independent and we have
to face it. I want somebody with a fresh outlook to put this edition to-
gether for me.”

My outlook was fresh enough, if fresh meant green. “But I know
nothing about China,” I answered. “Besides, my schedule says six
weeks in China, no more.”

“Well, Shanghai is China, even though there are plenty of people
here who don’t know it,” he laughed, “Spend your six weeks here and
then leave. My guess is that youll like it and stay.”

I thought otherwise; Shanghai looked anything but appetizing to
me after the beauty of Hawaii and the charm and order of Japan. But
1 liked something about Powell: his warm friendliness, his imported
corncob pipe, his wonderful knack of story-telling. I decided I could
learn something from him.

“All right,” I said, “let’s get started. Where does New China be-

in?”

: It took me and my Chinese assistants three months to fill up the
two hundred pages of that special edition with copy and advertising.
I got little co-operation from the American business men in Shanghai
or from the Consulate. They mostly considered Chiang Kai-shek a Com-
munist and looked at the Review askance for defending him. I
crammed prodigiously from Powell’s big library of Orientalia and
shamelessly cribbed background for my reporting. The more I read
the more enamored I became. I discovered what antiquity meant and
the dramatic contradictions it posed for the very young China I saw
struggling to find its place in the modern world. Before my first task
was completed Powell offered me a job as assistant editor of the Re-
view and I accepted.

Then I did a series of article-supplements describing the tourist
attractions of towns and cities along the Chinese railways. Powell
wanted to persuade Americans that it was safe to travel in China again,
and Sun Fo, minister of communications, enthusiastically endorsed
his idea. Minister Sun promised me all possible help.

“Now that the Reds are suppressed,” he told me, “there’s no more
antiforeignism. The revolution is over, the country is unified, and
gou’ll see how peaceful and friendly the people are. Just publish the

acts.”

During the next four months I did the grand tour of China, in so far
as it was accessible to an 8,000-mile railway system, in the best of
style and comfort available, My trip took in every railway town of any
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importance and I came to know the look of the land from Ningpo to
Hankow, from Nanking to Harbin, and from Peking to the Great Wall
and beyond, to Manchuria, and to Korea. For weeks I filled the Re-
view with travel articles, which were later made into “literature” used,
by the Chinese Tourist Bureau. Before my travels were over I also
saw that the country was far from unified, and began to doubt that
the real revolution had begun,

Vastly edifying and almost wholly pleasant days led up to my
macabre journey into the land of death west of Peking. I saw all the
storied places in the lower Yangtze and along the Grand Canal: Lake
Taihu's islands and the mulberry trees and silk filatures around itg
green shores; the temples and the pagodas of West Lake at Hang-
chow; Yangchow’s graceful bridges and Marco Polo’s image in that
town where he governed for three years under Kubilai Khan; Soo-
chow, the Venice of China veined with canals and celebrated for its
pleasure boats and exquisite singing girls; the great Ming walls of
Nanking, and the majestic Purple Mountain where Sun Yat-sen is en-
tombed; and then all the wonders of the north: the sacred mountain of
Tai Shan, the birthplace and temple of Confucius, and the native town
of Mencius. Finally Peking, which I was later to call “home,” city
of golden roofs and marble altars, of wine-colored walls and shaded
temples and palaces, of magnificent acacia trees and perfect vistas.
Beyond the Great Wall I traveled in streamlined comfort on the Japa-
nese-owned South Manchuria Railway and at Mukden interviewed the
young ruler of Manchuria, Marshal Chang Hsueh-liang. I saw Tsarist-
built and Russian-populated Harbin, and in colonial Korea first met a
people living under foreign conquerors.

For these travels Dr. Sun Fo loaned me the services of a diminutive
companion named (something like) C. T. Washington Wu. He was
an American-returned “student,” aged forty-one, and his card an-
nounced him as a “technical expert” of the Ministry. It was the custom
then for Chinese who studied abroad to adopt a Christian name for use
in Sino-foreign society, and Mr. Wu had chosen to honor the father
of our country. I soon discovered that he knew nothing about railways;
he had not traveled much in China beyond Shanghai and Nanking. He
was one of thousands of the hangers-on with whom high officials al-
ways seemed encumbered and had to place in some sinecure, for vari-
ous family or personal reasons. But if Wu took little interest in tem-
ples, folklore or locomotives, he thoroughly enjoyed the sharks fins
provided at their own expense by underpaid minor officials along the
way, awed by Wu's ambiguous title.
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At the end of a hard day of sightseeing Washington would reach
his room in a Chinese hotel and shout for the lao-kuan-ti, or
“old-fix-it.” That omnipresent factotum would appear bearing
steaming water and hot towels. While Washington was still wiping the
dust from his face and hands he would give sharp instructions to the
porter, who would shik-shih (yes, yes) him and leave. In a few min-
utes there would be a knock at the door and in would come a young
girl or maybe two or three together. Washington would look them
over, pinching a behind or two, and make a city-man’s joke. As a rule
he would then reject the first offering. “Old-Fix-It” would be recalled
and rebuked for sending in a flower-face (pock-marked) girl. Eventu-
ally, a rosy-cheeked lass would be found satisfactory. Washington
would do her the honor, and a few minutes later he would be ready,
a technical expert, for the evening banquet.

A veritable army of prostitutes swarmed over the cities of China.
The sale of women was a major industry. Vast numbers of boys as
well as girls were sold to brokers for indentured labor of various
kinds, including apprentices, factory operatives and domestic servants.
Pretty girls were selected for distribution to metropolitan markets
where buyers were always waiting for concubines, singing girls or tea-
house waitresses. The most talented and strongest of the singing girls
sometimes managed to surmount the conditions of the trade and
emerge as independent “house-mothers.” But the great multitude fell
into the category of cheap prostitutes who were simply slaves of their
owners and procurers.

In 1929 the Shanghai International Settlement and French Con-
cession together held 48,000 “piao-tzu.” There were in addition fifty
to a hundred thousand unlicensed women operating on the streets and
sidewalks, accompanied by voracious amahs whom you could see drag-
ging still-bargaining customers into back-lane lairs, There were other
thousands of women in the teahouses and brothels of the Chinese-ad-
ministered part of Shanghai. And these were to increase still more dur-
ing the years of famine, flood and war that lay ahead.

All over China the poorer peasants were being steadily driven from
the land by confiscatory taxes and excessive rents. In the regions of
prolonged drought millions were completely destitute and the sale of
children was common. Foreigners in Shanghai would say, “These Chi-
nese are heartless; they think no more of selling a child than a pig.”
But in a Settlement where a public burial detail was continuously on
duty and in the year 1930 reported that it had “buried or otherwise
disposed of” more than 28,000 corpses found on the streets or floating
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on the canals—mostly victims of infanticide—and where the figure
thereafter never dropped below that, there were worse fates than liv-
ing to be sold into service.

CHAPTER 2

I Meet the Dead

IN THAT TIME of the great famine throughout Northwest China, an
area larger than Texas, political power was in fact or in theory in the
hands of Marshal Yen Hsi-shan, yclept the “Model Governor.” He
held the title of Pacification Commissioner from the central govern-
ment at Nanking and his ally was another old warlord, Feng
Yu-hsiang, the so-called “Christian-General,” who had helped Chiang
Kai-shek during the counter-revolution in 1927. But the Generalis-
simo did not trust either of them now and the famine was looked upon
as a useful weapon with which to bring them into line. Nanking sent
no food to the starving, The International Famine Relief Commission
even had great difficulty getting government rolling stock or other
transportation for the little grain it purchased with privately contri-
buted funds.

Beyond Kalgan, only skeleton trains shuttled back and forth from
Suiyuan and trade had stagnated. Washington Wu wanted to end the
trip over the Peking-Suiyuan Railway at Kalgan. Tourists couldn’t go
farther, he argued. I contended that I had been ordered to see all the
railways, and insisted on continuing into Suiyuan. After much debate
the assistant traffic manager of the line finally put a special car on a
freight train going west and stocked it with provisions and bodyguards.
He said he would take me if Wu would not, Washington went.

Not far out of Kalgan we came to a small station on a hot dusty plain
and drew up beside a gasping locomotive pulling a few broken-down
cars going in the opposite direction. A couple of goods wagons in it
were packed with wan, half-naked, hungry children, nearly all girls,
who seemed to be under the general care of a few old women and men.
From the traffic manager I learned that they were going to work in the
shops or in brothels.

Kalgan was the chief entrepot in this trade along the border of the
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famine area. Sometimes the children fared well when apprenticed by
honest artisans or taken into orderly homes; it was at least a way of
keeping alive. But everything depended upon the purpose and char-
acter or whim of the purchaser. At this time I heard other details of
slavery in China from Rewi Alley, a New Zealander whose red head
suddenly flamed out of a crowd of black-topped Chinese debouched
from one of the cars on our train at a wayside station.

Alley was then employed as factory inspector by the Shanghai In-
ternational Settlement. He had chosen to spend his annual vacation
in the famine region, working with a handful of foreigners who ran a
few soup kitchens and were building the Sa Tao Chu irrigation canal.
Here 1 began a friendship that ripened several years later when Al-
ley and I worked together to start Chinese Industrial Co-operatives.
Now I simply thought of him as a queer duck, but interesting, I asked
Washington to let the red-head sleep in one of the unoccupied bunks
of the private car and share our food. The technical expert haughtily
refused. He didn’t like “imperialists,” especially “missionaries,” and
he had an idea that Alley was one of them. They were “always
talking about China’s backwardness.” They made the country “lose
face,” he thought.

Alley took it good-naturedly. “I've met dozens of the type around
Shanghai and Nanking,” he said. “The lousy peasants are better com-
pany.” And back to them he went, waving cheerfully from an open
gondola.

I felt like leaving the car and joining the better company. But I had
my job to do and I was also beginning to like traveling in comfort.
“Washington” had become Mr. Wu to me again when we pulled into
Kueihua a day later. I went into the city with Alley to explore its
misery and next day we rode on to Saratsi, the end of the line, where
tens of thousands of refugees had crawled up from the stricken plains
below.

To Wu’s disgust I insisted on spending several days riding into the
ghost towns and across deserts which had once been fertile farmlands.
The technical expert hotly contended that this had nothing to do with
rajlways and at first retired to the special car and said he would go back
without me. He changed his mind when some local elders called him
ta-jen (great man), mistook him for a high official and ‘asked him
for help.

We went with O. J. Todd, an American engineer in charge of the
Famine Commission’s canal project, and with Dr. Robert Ingram, a
medical missionary whose special task was to keep the labor gangs and
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the refugee camps deloused to prevent the spread of typhus and plague.
It was a weird landscape swept of every growing thing as if by volcanic
ash from a newly erupted earth. Even the trees had been stripped of
their bark and were dying. In the villages most of the mud-brick houses
were collapsing. Their few timbers had been pulled out and sold for
the coppers they would bring,

Here and there last-ditchers still sat or lay on their doorsteps,
scarcely conscious. In one place I saw a naked twig-armed child, his
belly a balloon from a diet of leaves and sawdust. He was trying to
shake back to life his naked father who had just died on the road. We
picked up the Iad and carried him off to a soup kitchen in town. Again
we came upon a couple of young women as thin as the dried baked
ducks dangling before a Chinese meat shop. They were the same color
and just as naked, with their withered breasts hanging like deflated
paper sacks. They had fainted on a village street where those who
could still walk dragged past, not noticing them. Qur party took that
pair on to a camp. So many thousands were doomed that the salva-
tion of a few lives seemed meaningless. As much as half the population
had perished within the year in two towns we visited. The dead were
so numerous that they were buried in shallow trenches outside the
walls, and it was difficult to find men physically able to do the dig-
ging. Corpses frequently ‘disappeared before they could be interred
and human flesh was openly sold in some villages. J

People in Saratsi were relatively better off than those hundreds of
miles from the railhead and any hope of help. Everywhere the tenants
as well as farmowners had gambled for the third spring and again no
rain had fallen, Now they had mortgaged their last land and labor to
buy seed which never sprouted, and they had nothing left. Having
planted or eaten all their seed grain they faced early extinction. But the
wealthiest landlords could survive and even grow richer. This was a
time when a sack of grain would buy a farm. Even around Saratsi,,
where the canal was being cut to tap the Yellow River and flood 400,
000 acres, a dismal fate awaited those who would live to see the soil:
vield again. The small farmers, tenants and laborers were bankrupt,!
and money-lenders and grain merchants were foreclosing rapidly.
Their profits swollen through hoarding and speculation on grain, a
few rich families were taking over the land for a fraction of its normal
value. Their homes and granaries were protected by well-fed private
police, loyal to their rice bowls, while millions starved.

Of course the problem was too enormous for any extant foreign
relief agency to handle, It needed state or world intervention on a
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huge scale; at least twenty million people were seriously affected: “We

‘ haven’t the money or the means to reach one in_a hundred!” said Dr.
Ingram. “It's shameful that the officials do nott'nng'. They’re too busy
passing resolutions and making new jobs for their friends.”

In the winter of 1929-30 and in the equally terrible year that fol-
lowed before the drought finally ended, vast acreage passed into the
hands of usurers and absentce owners, from the Great Wall southward
to the Yellow River. During my next dozen years in China there would
never be a year when famine or flood did not strike some area of that
sprawling, ravaged land. In every case I would see the same confisca-
tory economics at work, the same exploitation of human tragedy going
unchecked, the same abasement of the farmer and degradation of sex,
the constant growth of the landless peasantry, and the making of re-
cruits for rebellion. By the mid-Forties the deterioration would be so
far advanced that starvation and rebellion would be simultaneous in
Western China. Graham Peck would see swarms of Chiang Kai-shek’s
own troops falling upon the countryside and murdering starving peas-
ants, in the midst of the war against Japan. But few Americans would
trouble to read Peck’s graphic book about it, called Two Kinds of
Time, which clearly told why Communist revolution was inevitable
in China.

More Americans read Graham Peck, however, than read my report
on the Northwest famine in the New York Herald Tribune in 1929,
And whereas America would pour billions into the Chiang Kai-shek
government by 1945, not for famine relief but for a military alliance,
the only response to my 5,000-word story came from an American
schoolboy who sent me a letter and a dollar bill to help feed his starving
Chinese “brothers.”

*“The victims of the Yellow River floods in China amount to hun-
dreds of thousands,” says Ivanov in Koestler’s Darkness at Noon. “Na-
ture is generous in her senseless experiments on mankind. Why should
mankind not have the right to experiment with itself?” That wag the
question I was bound to ask more and more in the years ahead.

But that year, as we rolled southward from Peking through the yel-
low fields of ripening kaoliang and the verdant wet green of the rice,
I was still a long way from realizing that the Nationalists did not have
much time left in which to redeem their promises. Washington Wu may
have been reflecting about that more than I supposed. He was sobered
and chastened by our visit.

“Terrible! Terrible!” he suddenly muttered one day when we dis-
cussed what we had seen. “I had been in America so many years [
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forgot about things like this. What a miserable, miserable country our
China is!”

I felt a bond of sympathy with Wu when at last I heard him con-
cede some evil in China apart from the sins of the white imperialists.
His facade of arrogance and false pride cracked. There was a new
spirit of protest against injustice in his voice, a new sense of humility
and personal responsibility.

“We must, we must do something to save China—quickly,” he
said. “But how?”

“There you sit, with thirty centuries of experience behind you,”
said I. “As an American, I can trace my origins a few generations. How
can I answer that question for Chinal”

“There has to be a new birth,” he said thoughtfully. “It can only
come out of our own body—the body of our own history.”

Why did T begin to share a sense of concern about the process?
Why did China begin to mean something to me? I could not help think-
ing how different a childhood I had had, and how vastly greater my
opportunities as the child of a rich, open, frontier civilization, where
nature laid its bounty before man, asking only that he work to enjoy i,
as compared to the problems of survival in old China, where the strug-
gle had to go on in a society encrusted with thousands of years of tra-
ditional exploitation of man by man on the harshest predatory level.

Wu was silent for a long time, locked by his own thoughts, as I was
by mine.

CHAPTER 3

Up from Kentucky

MY PATERNAL GRANDFATHER was the member of my family most
likely to have understood the kind of urge that had pushed me toward
China and which held me in the East.

Horace Parks Snow would be more than one hundred years old if
he were alive today. He was born on his father’s place in Clinton
County, Kentucky, near Cainey Gap in the Cumberlands. His own
great-grandfather, William Snow, had been the first to settle in the
region, coming up from North Carolina late in the eighteenth century,
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to break new land given to his father “for services rendered” during
the revolution.

By the time my grandfather arrived, the Kentucky farm had be-
come “one of the most beautiful in the state,” according to a Kentucky
writer, J. W. Hall; but in all the fields, the blue grass pastures,
the stables and the orchards, there was no slave to be found. The
Snows were anti-secessionists. My great-great-grandfather, Samuel
Frost Snow, freed his slaves before the Civil War. All Cainey Gap,
though it bordered right on the deep South, was solidly pro-Union.
During my father’s early boyhood in Kentucky his grandmother once
told him that there had been only one open Confederate sympathizer
in Cainey Gap. He had tried to join the rebellion one morning but by
evening his neighbors brought him back home and propped him up on
his own porch “to stay there and protect his womenfolk during the
war,” as they said. “He was deader than a doornail,” my great-grand-
mother Snow added.

Many Snows of Kentucky had moved west with the frontier, and
before the 1870’s “H.P.” had himself ranged into the plains and found
good farmland and pasture in Kansas territory. He had married Louisa
Frances Kella from Petersburg, Virginia, grand-daughter of a cele-
brated circuit rider inspired by John Wesley. He was one of the sources
of the Snows’ firm anti-Papism. In the Eighties my grandfather took
Louisa and their three sons and four daughters to settle near Winfield,
Kansas, where he invested his patrimony in farming and what they
used to call “the mercantile business”—a general store, “H.P.”
boasted that he “never worked a day in his life for another man.” After
surviving the “‘panic” of the Nineties he acquired extensive land hold-
ings in Missouri, Kansas and Texas and eventually made a modest
fortune.

My father, James Edgar, appeared on the sceme about the time
Lenin and Sun Yat-Sen were born and a decade after the Taiping
Rebellion was crushed in China, at a cost of forty million lives.
Years later all three events were to have a deep personal impact on
me. At that time, however, so remote were Americans from a sense
of membership in the Pacific community that a holocaust involving
the loss of forty million lives in China went virtually unnoticed.

What happened in Asia was of little consequence to my father. He
grew up in Kentucky and Kansas unaware of a seething world across
the Pacific. He courted and married Anna Catherine Edelmann, a
Columbus, Ohio, girl of mixed Irish-German descent. Her mother
was a native of Menagh. Tipperary, and her father was the child of
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German immigrants from Silesia who had brought him to America
when he was two years old.

The Snows were somewhat shocked when they learned that Anna
was a “Papist”; she was the first Catholic to marry one of the Snows
“up from Kentucky.” What was more, there were priests on both sides
of her family. My father finally agreed to study Catholic doctrine
with a view to becoming a convert in order to make it possible for the
beautiful red-haired Anna to marry him. He also conceded that the
children should be baptized in and receive instruction in the faith—
a compromise he soon regretted.

My father took a job with a cattle-buying concern, after he left
Southwestern College, and moved to Chicago with Anna. He soon
made a bit of capital and returned to Kansas City, where he bought a
cattlemen’s paper and a small publishing and printing business. By
the time the Snow Printing Company’s best customer was the Kansas
City Star, James and Anna had two sons and a daughter. As if “Edgar”
were not bad enough for the youngest I was given the middle moniker
“Parks,” which was all right for Grandfather but not for me. I dropped
it; in fact I never picked it up.

We children were duly catechised through Catholic communion
and then brought up to confirmation and membership. But my father
insisted that we be educated in public schools. If the local priests had
not made our rejection of the parochial school a sin on mother’s con-
science, and persuaded her to persist in her duty to save my father’s
soul by getting him into the Church, “J.E.” might not have become so
hostile to Catholicism.

As it was, he had agreed to study, and study he did—too much for
a good Catholic layman. He even read the Douay Bible, and pointed
out its inconsistencies. He ended by being better informed, particularly
on the “bad sides” of the Church, than the true believers around us.
He did not interfere with my indoctrination, but when I was old
enough to understand I had to listen, on Sunday afternoons, to well-
chosen lines from Ingersoll or Brand or others on the Index. My
brother and sister were happily spared most of this but by the time
I arrived my father was convinced that it was his duty to keep me
“open-minded about God.”

In the end I lost faith not because of Robert Ingersoll’s arguments,
but because one day I went with an older altar boy to collect the host,
or communion wafers, from a nearby convent. It struck me as strange
when I saw that the wafers were baked in ordinary coal stoves. On
the way back the older boy opened one of the tins and consumed, on
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the spot, a handful of “the body and blood of Christ.” I expected to
see him knocked flat, but nothing happened.

Bill laughed. “They ain’t been blessed yet. They don’t become the
blessed sakament till they been blessed!”

I thought of dear old Father Joseph Walsh, our parish priest, and
all at once I didn’t believe he could turn those flour and water wafers-
into the body and blood of Jesus Christ. I derived no particular joy
from this realization, “Easily may a man become an infidel but hardly
can he be converted to another faith.”

For my mother’s sake I continued to attend mass while I remained
at home. By the time I entered college I was indifferent to sectarian
religion of any kind. Much later I became interested in Buddhism and
Taoism as philosophies, but not in institutionalized worship and cults.

The skepticism driven into me by my father made me a rationalist
in most things and caused me to shy away from degma and absolutism
in any form. Yet Church teaching of my youthful mind had pene-
trated enough to set up a dichotomy between faith and reason which
would persist for many years. The yearning to believe in an external
and personal savior, once inculcated in the child, rather than to accept
personal respomsibility, with all its agony mixed with its satisfactions,
is not easily put aside.

My father would have agreed with Einstein’s idea of God as “the
presence of a superior reasoning power which is revealed in the in-
comprehensible universe” but his methods of opposing Catholicism
were not good for our family unity. Doubtless he won his campaign,
intellectually; he lost it somewhere in the heart. I knew that Mother
was good, unselfish and full of loving kindness. That was enough to
prevent me from becoming a militant anti-Catholic.

In a far strange land now, with Mr. C. T. Washington Wu still be-
side me, I thought of Mother with love and gratitude and of the letters
I would soon be writing to her. It never occurred to me that I would
not see her again. The letter from home which would within a few
weeks report her illness to me did not reach me until two weeks after
a cable which told me of her death,

It is hard to believe that so recently as that it was physically im-
possible for me or anyone else to get home from the Orient in much
less than a month. China seemed as remote as the moon is now. In
terms of current rocket time it was more so. But the time-space lag
between us was already closing up miraculously compared to the
clipper voyage of another Snow who had preceded me when President
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Madison commissioned stern-visaged Captain Samuel Snow to serve
as our first resident consul at Canton. I was one day to fall unexpected
heir to Captain Snow’s portrait, his papers, and the leather-bound
journal in which he described his long voyage around the Cape to India
and China in 1795.

CHAPTER 4
Shanghas!

J. B. PowELL had wired me, when I was still in Peking with Washing-
ton Wu, to return to Shanghai at once. The Chicago Tribune had
ordered him to Manchuria to cover hostilities there following Marshal
Chang Hsueh-liang’s brash attempt to expel the Russians from their
offices, jobs and homes along the Chinese Eastern Railway, in north
Manchuria. Encouraged by the Nationalist hero, Chiang Kai-shek,
the young Marshal had tried forcibly to cancel the agreement which
made that railway a joint Sino-Soviet enterprise, inherited from Tsarist
days, when Russian funds and engineers had built it. The adventure
proved disastrous; Soviet troops invaded Manchuria and restored the
former status quo. Having done that, the Soviet Government invited
the Chinese to Moscow to negotiate a settlement, after which, rather
to everybody’s surprise, they retired their troops to Siberia.

Powell had already left when I got back. I read his letter and found
myself acting editor of the Review, as well as South China corxes-
pondent for the Chicago Tribune. From Manchuria, Powell was to go
on to Moscow and remain there for months, It was thus that I became
a foreign correspondent—and really got acquainted with Shanghai.

In the Nineteen Thirties it took John Gunther only a few days in
foreign-ruled Shanghai to decide that it was “a political ulcer on the
face of China.” Shanghai had waxed fat and corrupt and was soon to
pay a dismaying price for the past its Western heirs had forgotten,
History always collects, and the Chinese had waited a hundred years.

But Western business men who lived there when I arrived in 1928
acted as if the Settlement were real and would last forever. In their
euphoria they felt that they were the continent and the four hundred
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million Chinese beyond were a kind of suburb put there by God for
trading purposes. And yet it was a fascinating old Sodom and Gomor-
rah, at that, while it lasted!

At first T too mistook Shanghai for China. The bizarre contrasts of
very old and very new, the sublime ugliness of the place, its kind of
polyglot glamor (all nations poised for crisis there), and its frank
money-is-all vulgarity held me in puzzled wonder. Initially I also felt
vaguely oppressed by its sheer physical weight of “mass.” I never saw
so very many people (ruled by so very few) and to me they all looked
alike, an agglomerate seeming to lack individual shapes, but consist-
ing of color, movement and contrariness. They read from right to
left, put surnames first and given names last, waved you away when
wishing to beckon, put their hands in their sleeves instead of shaking
yours to say good-bye, pared an apple away from them instead of
toward them, pulled to saw a piece of wood instead of pushing, dealt
cards from right to left, drank soup at the end of the meal, and said
“no” when they meant “yes”! It was hard for a young American to see
at once that these ways had nothing to do with the basic human propo-
sition that “within the four seas all men are brothers.”

The streets of downtown Shanghai likewise seemed a continuous
freak circus at first, unbelievably alive with all manner of people per-
forming almost every physical and social function in public: yelling,
gesturing, always acting, crushing throngs spilling through every kind
of traffic, precariously amidst old cars and new ones and between
coolies racing wildly to compete for ricksha fares, gingerly past “honey-
carts” filled with excrement dragged down Bubbling Well Road, sar-
donically past perfumed, exquisitely gowned, mid-thigh-exposed Chi-
nese ladies, jestingly past the Herculean bare-backed coolie trundling
his taxi-wheelbarrow load of six giggling servant girls en route to home
or work, carefully before singing peddlers bearing portable kitchens
ready with delicious noodles on the spot, lovingly under gold-lettered
shops overflowing with fine silks and brocades, dead-panning past
village women staring wide-eyed at frightening Indian policemen,
gravely past gambling mah-jongg ivories clicking and jai alai and pari-
mutuel betting, slyly through streets hung with the heavy-sweet acrid
smell of opium, sniffingly past southern restaurants and brightly-lighted
sing-song houses, indifferently past scrubbed, aloof young Englishmen
in their Austins popping off to cricket on the Race Course, snickeringly
around elderly white gentlemen in carriages with their wives or Rus-
sian mistresses out for the cool air along the Bund, and hastily past
sailors looking for beer and women—from noisy dawn to plangent
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night the endless hawking and spitting, the baby’s urine stream on the
curb, the amah’s scolding, the high falsetto of opera at Wing On Gar-
dens where a dozen plays went on at once and hotel rooms next door
filled up with plump virgins procured for wealthy merchants in from
the provinces for business and debauch, the wail of dance bands moan-
ing for slender be-jewelled Chinese taxi dancers, the whine of innu-
merable beggars and their naked unwashed infants, the glamor of the
Whangpoo with its white fleets of foreign warships, its shaggy freight-
ers, its fan-sailed junks, its thousand lantern-lit sampans darting fire-
flies on the moon-silvered water filled with deadly pollution.

Shanghai!

But there were large, quiet areas of the Settlement and the French
Concession much like the best residential parts of our Eastern Seaboard
or French provincial towns. Wide streets of stately homes and broad
lawns were sheltered behind high walls topped by broken glass, and
foreign drinking and eating clubs and country clubs and the longest
bar in the world and modern apartment houses were all intended for
the superior race only, no Chinese allowed except as servants. It was
just at the end of that time when the Chinese, who paid most of the
taxes, were excluded even from the city parks and the Bund gardens.
And Shanghai was well policed, by Europeans and by long-haired
Sikh traffic cops who terrorized the ricksha coolies by beating them
with their sticks or—worsel—confiscating the cushioned seats of
their rickshas. The Settlement was still so “secure” then that creak-
ing wheelbarrow loads of solid gold and silver bars were openly rolled
from bank to bank, often only a pompous Chinese clerk as escort, by
muscled coolies grunting and grinning proudly under their rich-man’s
burden.

(In 1949 Chiang Ching-kuo, the Generalissimo’s son, would make
the final days of the Kuomintang’s subsequent brief rule in Shanghai
memorable by the wholesale arrest, torture or murder of alleged
Chinese ‘‘traitors”-—rich men, not Communists—to extract from
them the last of the hidden gold, to carry off to the new democracy in
Formosa.)

Soon after I decided to stay for awhile in this vast, unkempt, excit-
ing, primitive and sophisticated village, then Asia’s largest city, I took
a smail apartment on Seymour Road with John Allison, an American
my own age. John was one day to be our Ambassador to Japan, but as
a clerk at the Consulate in Shanghai he earned no more than I—six
hundred Chinese dollars a month. Yet we both had quite enough to
keep up the white man’s prestige. Qur rent was negligible, transporta-
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tion was cheap, you could go anywhere in a taxi for a flat fee of one
Chinese dollar or about thirty cents, and the best American meal at the
American club or “Jimmy's” cost little more. Hand-tailored clothes
were half the price of ready-made at home. We could easily afford a
cook-houseboy and soon found ourselves with an “apprentice” as
well, whom we had to hire to save I-Sung’s face; for no Chinese
wanted to work in a one-servant household.

It was indubitably an easy life. So easy, in fact, that it would soon
pall. All the leg work, and often most of the brain work, in foreign
business offices was done by Chinese assistants, and office hours were
short, Lunch was called tiffin, and it went on for two or three hours.
After an hour or two back at the office the average American or Eng-
lishman or Frenchman was ready to call it a day and go home or drop
in at his club for a swim or shower and a “peg” or two before his valet
dressed him for dinner. Life was a round of parties, food and liquor
were very cheap even for the very best, and credit was unlimited. Any
European or American resident could sign a “chit” for purchases in
any shop, bar, restaurant or hotel without any identification beyond
his business card.

How had that now vanished way of life come to be? The answer
need not long detain us, for this is personal history. Yet each of us is a
piece of any history that affects our lives, and in this sense Shanghai
became part of the perishable words I was to write about it. The
spirit of Settlement life embodied the essence of our intercourse with
China everywhere for a century and all Americans are heirs to it,
albeit unwitting. Today the legacy lives on in the posture of our fleet,
Ajax five thousand miles from home astride China’s seas.

The moral basis of Shanghai society was traceable to Britain's vica
tories in the so-called opijum wars of the Eighteen Forties and Fifties
which first fully exposed China to major intervention. Originally,
British traders had simply won the right to reside on a smudge of mud-
flat waterfront along the Whangpoo. This they took from the Manchu
rulers, who might have yielded nothing more but for the Taiping revo-
lution. For two decades the Manchus, themselves alien conquerors
from Manchuria, were continuously engaged in that war of suppres-
sion and counter-revolution which altogether dwarfed the death and
pillage of the greatest Western catastrophe of the period, the American
Civil War. Taking a toll of between forty and sixty million lives, the
Taiping-Manchu conflict surpassed in savagery even the twenty years
of violent struggle between the Nationalists and the Communists
which we were to see in our own time.
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The Taipings? Tai-p’ing meant “Great Peace.” Their leader, Hung
Hsiu-chuan, having been converted to Christianity, with characteristic
Chinese political sense declared himself a “younger brother” of Jesus
Christ. His followers sought not only to Christianize the nation, the
Manchus having suborned and corrupted and discredited Buddhism,
Confucianism and Taoism, but to achieve clear and popular aims.
They sought to destroy the Manchus and their puppets, restore full
Chinese sovereignty, curtail foreign privilege, equalize land ownes-
ship, limit the opium trade, elevate the status of women, abolish foot-
binding, and enforce certain other “Christian” reforms. In their social
aspirations the Taipings were ahead of their Asian, as well as many
European, contemporaries, and their means were no more barbarous.

By mid-century the Manchus had been driven from southernmost
China to far above the Yangtze and Peking itself was in danger.
Pressed by the British and the French without and the Taipings within,
the Manchu throne would have toppled from a combined push of the
two. But after a series of stinging defeats at the hands of the Westerners
in 1858 and 1860 the Manchus chose the lesser evil. They fully le-
galized the opium traffic, gave the British control of their customs
stations, granted new treaty port concessions, including enlargement
of the Shanghai Settlement, and conceded extraterritoriality, which
made foreigners immune to processes of native law. They also fully
legalized Christian propaganda and travel rights for the missionaries
who, with a few exceptions, now in turn opposed the Taiping version
of Christianity as a heresy worse than paganism.

At this time “the West” made its Christian decision in defense of
foreign interests, justice, civilization, free institutions and free trade.
The latter then meant chiefly the vnrestricted importation and sale of
narcotics in China. Franco-British land and naval forces now made an
informal alliance with the Manchus which gradually drove the rebels
back from key positions on the seacoast and the rivers. Manchu-Ameri-
can forces under the Yankee adventurer Frederick Townsend Ward,
organized and armed in Shanghai, advanced southward, scoring nota-
ble successes. A Franco-Manchu army cleared the Chekiang coast
and, with the help of British and French warships, bombarded, pil-
laged and reduced many a Taiping garrison to ruins and killed thou-
sands of Chinese civilians as well as soldiers, When Ward himself was
killed in 1862 the Manchus commissioned a British officer, General
Charles George Gordon, to command greatly enlarged mixed forces
which undertook a decisive offensive up the Yangtze Valley, Town
after town, though stubbornly defended, fell to the British commander.
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The American Government, absorbed with civil war at home,
never officially participated in the intervention, but Parliament le-
galized the loan of regular British officers and soldiers, as well as the
traffic in opium, arms and ships on a large scale. Many individual
Americans joined for the high rewards offered. Foreign guns were
vastly superior to Chinese native weapons, and this equipment, to-
gether with foreign training and leadership, resulted in heavier and
heavier Taiping defeats. Soochow fell. General Gordon captured most
of the Taiping imperial family, who surrendered on his personal prom-
ise of sanctuary. Gordon reluctantly turned them over to the Manchu
prime minister, Li Hung-chang, who beheaded them forthwith, along
with hundreds of their followers. At first miffed by Li’s unseemly
haste, Gordon was soon reconcited and resumed his march at the head
of the victorious allies, They thoroughly shattered the Taiping hold
on the lower Yangtze Valley and completed the encirclement of the
capital at Nanking. Alarmed at the potential threat of the loot-laden
freebooting foreign army to the Manchu power itself, if Gordon occu-~
pied Nanking, Li Hung-chang now insisted that Gordon disband his
forces. When he faithfully did so they were richly rewarded and Gor-
don returned to England, covered with honors, to await his later des-
tiny as the hero of Khartoum. With the conquest of Nanking by the
foreign-trained and foreign-equipped Manchu forces, now under
Manchu command, the “Heavenly Peace Emperor” committed suicide,
the “Christian Rebellion” collapsed, and final breakup of the Tai-
pings everywhere soon followed,

Thus “the West” preserved and enlarged its civilizing influence in
China, for the Manchu Dynasty never afterward could redeem full
independence from its saviors. And thus was the first Chinese national
revolution postponed for more than a half century. 1§ this ancient his-
tory with no bearing on China’s present policies? Perhaps the West did
rob and murder a few people in Asia, but that is all past now and
forgotten. Times have changed, this is the atomic age, imperialism is
dead.

But the past is father and mother of the present. One generation
feeds upon the carrion of dead fears and hates which yesterday were
live enough. That is the great factor of subjectivity in history which
at all times and places is the unwritten part of the “objective” report
of the present, and the unseen element of fantasy in every foreign
policy. Neither the expropriated master nor the liberated slave forgets
what recently lay between them, and it is that which they fight about
more often than living questions or the future, No doubt we now un-
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derstand something besides force; perhaps we even believe that the
Oriental understands something besides force, but should we be sur-
prised if the West’s most successful students of might makes right
have been slow to believe that we have now abandoned it?

Every Chinese nationalist from Sun Yat-sen to Chiang Kai-shek to
Mao Tse-tung relived the Taiping revolution, and the counter-revolu-
tion. As a correspondent in China I discovered that, particularly
among those Chinese revolutionists who were finally to emerge trium-
phant, the Taiping revolution never ended. Its martyrs were childhood
heroes of Chu Teh, P’eng Teh-huai, Mao Tse-tung and Chou En-lai,
the enemies of the Taipings became their enemies, and in place of
a Christianity discredited by Christian interventionists they were to
seize upon and glorify a new “universal faith” of the West called Marx-
ist Communism,

Seventy years after the last of the Taipings were surrounded and
massacred on the Ta Tu Ho, in Western Szechuan, Chinese Commu-
nists who fought and won a decisive battle of survival there against
the forces of Chiang Kai-shek (the Methodist) would shout, in the
same breath, “Shih Ta-k'ai, wan suil” and “Chung-kuo ké-ming, wan
suil” “Long live Shih Ta-k’ai” (the Taiping hero who perished on the
Ta Tu) and “Long live the Chinese revolution!”

A few years before that, by the early Thirties, the pretensions of
Shanghai were destined to be first punctured by the Japanese, re-
vealing to everyone that the myths of racial superiority were no more
substantial than the momentary superiority in technique on which they
rested, But for the present the Shanghai taipans were still in charge.
Shanghai means “above the sea,” and economically and politically it
was then above the nation. Through its portals poured half the entire
imports and a third of the exports of the whole country. The heart of
the city was the International Settlement and the French Concession,
only 10,000 acres in area, yet here lived three million Chinese and
more than half the skilled industrial workers of China. All real power
was in the hands of a few thousand British, French, American and
Japanese residents and their consuls.

The French Concession was run as a closed monopoly by a handful
of French propriétaires and the Settlement by an equally narrow oli-
garchy. Though Chinese paid nearly all the taxes they could not own
land in their own names and had to hire foreigners to serve as dum-
mies in the land register. Even among the few thousand foreigners
only substantial property owners could vote—-never more than three
thousand. Only toward the very end were the Chinese “ratepayers”

B
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given some representation on the Settlement Council. Before the
Japanese period the Council was always controlled by the British land-
lords, banks, insurance firms, oil and shipping companies, textile mills
and their brokers, and to a lesser extent by American counterparts.

Of course it was the admirable British law, order and protection of
property backed by foreign diplomacy and foreign troops, and war-
ships lying in the Whangpoo, that had made Shanghai stable and at-
tractive to Chinese and foreign capital. When this was undermined
by Japanese attack, first in 1932, again in 1937, finally in 1941, the
sanctuary itself was doomed. But always implicit, beyond that, had
been the knowledge by all that whenever any Chinese government
succeeded in effectively uniting the entire country, the day of the
foreign interventionist and the taipan would be over.

Long before that could happen I would realize that the Nationalist
Government was not likely to complete that task. For its Kuomintang
leaders were not so much dissatisfied with the way people in Shanghai
were being “eaten” as by the fact that it was the foreign devil who
was doing the eating. A mere change of masters would not suffice to
appease the pent-up energies of the revolution. For the sons of the
Taipings, whose doctrines had been proclaimed by a Chinese the
brother and equal of Jesus Christ, no less than the founder of an
Eastern branch of a new religion was required. And with that fact
my own fate was to be knotted, when I came to meet and know the
new messiah, whose name was Mao Tse-tung,

But still ahead of me lay a long apprenticeship which, as editor of
the Review, I was only now beginning.

CHAPTER 5
Editing the Review

A TALL, OPEN-FACED, long-jawed intelligence officer in the fourth
regiment, U.S. Marines, dropped in once a week to exchange informa-
tion with me at the Review. His name was Evans Fordyce Carlson.
Increasingly I found myself anticipating his visits. This was a man
who would three times win the Navy Cross, cover himself with glory
during World War II, and die of wounds suffered at Saipan—Ieaving
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behind him that unique contribution in combat training and organiza-
tion, the Marine Raider battalions. .

Carlson was a rare combination of idealism and practical ability, as
warm-hearted as General Joseph Stilwell, whom he admired, and
an equally tough soldier. (It was characteristic that Carlson temporarily
resigned from the Marine Corps in 1938 in order to protest America’s
continued arming of the Japanese after they began their conquest of
China, and that he then went to work for Chinese Industrial Co-opera-
tives.) The basis for our mutual confidence was laid in the Review
office, probably on the day he showed me a copy of a dossier about
myself prepared by Pat Givens, an Irishman who was chief of the
political department of the Shanghai International Settlement police.

According to the dossier my real name was something like “La-
vinsky”—some ex-convict wanted by the Los Angeles police. This
“Snow” was a dangerous agitator who'd served a jail term for some
alleged connection with the Tom Mooney case. Now I was said to be
traveling on a bogus passport and “believed to be an agent of the
Third International.”

“Very funny,” I said, handing back the papers to Evans. “The pic-
ture is flattering but it so happens I was a twelve-year-old Boy Scout
in Kansas City during the Tom Mooney affair, As for the Third In-
ternational, I'm just studying the Second.”

“I know,” he grinned. “All the same it would be a good idea to
provide Givens with the facts. These things circulate, you know.”

I was young and naive and too proud to think it mattered. When not
long afterward I wrote an article for Current History about Chinese
communism, I went to the Irish cop for information. Givens ques-
tioned me briefly about myself and I answered laconically. My re-
plies evidently made little impression, for I would hear about that
dossier, embellished by further lies, for many years and in far places.
We found out that the source was a White Russian informer paid on a
piece basis who had been hanging around the Review. J. B, Powell
literally kicked the Russian out of the office after he admitted that he
had concocted the entire fable “as a joke on Pat.”

Givens was undoubtedly responsible for the arrest of more Chinese
students and workers in Shanghai than any other officer. Many thou-
sands of them picked up as Communist suspects by the Settlement
police were turned over to the Chinese garrison at Lunghwa, where
the rate of executions was high. Givens eventually retired with a good
pension from the Shanghai Settlement Council and the Order of Bril-
liant Jade and other rewards from Chiang Kai-shek,
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Review policy was strongly anti-Communist and anti-imperialist in
the best liberal tradition. It supported Chinese Nationalist demands
for an end to unequal treaties, peaceful return of the International
Settlement and other foreign concessions, and abolition of extraterri-
toriality, J. B. Powell was a warm admirer of Chiang Kai-shek and
from the start he supported him as a leader of the Nationalist revolu-
tion against the old Peking Government. Shanghai’s elite balefully dis-
missed his views as “pro-Chinese,” a cardinal sin in pukka British eyes.
I was soon found guilty by assaciation.

Most American business men also thought Powell “too radical.”
Before the Nationalist revolution he had been the popular young secre-
tary of the Shanghai Chamber of Commerce. After the Review came
out for Chiang Kai-shek, “J.B.” was fired. Our then Ambassador,
John Von Antwerp MacMurray, and American business leaders pre-
ferred the corrupt and weak old Northern warlords. Powell was con-
sidered “a traitor to his class and color.” Although the Review was
easily the most influential American journal of fact and opinion in
China, it could not have survived except for Chinese advertising and
subscriptions. Foreign business men saw little difference between
Chiang Kai-shek and the Communists; many were genuinely con-
vinced that Chiang was a Communist. They hadn’t seen anything yet!
They didn't begin to until the Japanese invasion, when the more
astute conceded that Chiang might be the “lesser evil.”

“J.B.” was the most generous of men and editors. His readily ex-
tended friendship was an invaluable asset to a novice. Though we later
differed about China I fell in with his opinions initially because of his
manifest integrity, because his decade of experience was impressive,
and perhaps simply because we were both from Missouri. He was more
patriotic about China than many Chinese. Once he was kidnapped
from the Blue Express by bandits and held for ransom for many days
in the Shantung mountains, along with Miss Lucy Aldrich, sister-in-
law of John D. Rockefeller, Jr., a story told in his autobiography,
Twenty-five Years in Chinag, But, characteristic of his modesty, he
did not mention that he was offered decorations and a sizeable sola-
tium by the Chinese Government and refused both. He was destined,
in fact, to die for China. As a result of cruel punishment inflicted on
him by the Japanese in retaliation for his “pro-Chinese” policy he con-
tracted a fatal infection in a Shanghai prison during World War II.

“J.B.” was himself the protégé of a rather more sophisticated Mis-
sourian who also took me under his wing: Thomas Fairfax Millard, a
senior correspondent of the New York Herald Tribune and for years
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the best-informed newspaper man in the Far East. Millard also hap-
pened to be a Beta Theta Pi fraternity brother of mine. Powell and Mil-
lard doubtless found in me some sentiments latent in many Midwest-
erners, among which was an easy identification with the underdog in
any struggle with the still mighty British Empire. My estimate of the
English was to be modified as I came to appreciate the contribution to
orderly progress toward world unity which British political genius has
made, along with certain evil done. My education in that respect prop-
erly began with a friendship with Sir Archibald Clark-Kerr; but in
the years before Pearl Harbor British virtues were obscured by con-
sistently retrogressive policies in Asia, as the best Britons were guick
to admit. It occurs to me also that the harsh talk about British imper-
ialism I heard in childhood from Irish relatives, strong sympathizers
with the Sinn Feiners, must have helped prepare me to believe that
morality always lay on the side of rebellion, and divinity as well, where
Britain was the overlord.

The Review likewise fought social discrimination against the Chi-
nese, particularly in their own country, and ridiculed the Colonel
Blimps of the Superior Race. It was partly responsible for ending the
exclusion policy in the clubs, the parks and the Bund gardens. Some
office buildings even required Chinese to use separate entrances, as
in the Cable Building where the Review was located. One day while
I was acting editor a Chinese official visitor was denied passage on the
front elevator, reserved for white men. I wrote a satirical editorial
about it and the British owners of the building changed their elevator
policy. But when the Review’s lease expired Powell couldn’t get a
renewal and had to move. Although he knew the reason, he never
uttered a word of admonition to me.

No one was more amused by such crusading than our copy editor.
He was an eccentric American individualist named George Missemer,
who had taught himself Chinese and half a dozen other languages. He
had been all over the world, paying his way by taking along either a
small cargo of old newspapers or some used printing machinery,
items he claimed could instantly be sold at a profit anywhere. George
was an entertaining and ambulating encyclopedia of information and
could have been a business success, but he preferred his kind of semi-
hobo existence, rejecting all serious responsibility. Although I couid
not have run the Review without him, he would have nothing to do
with editorial tasks beyond a few hours a day devoted to make-up
and copy reading, after which he would go off to quarrel happily with
his Russian mistress.
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It was mystifying to me how Chinese typographers who did not
know a word of English could set up the paper, much less read Misse-
mer’s scrawling corrections, but while he was there the Review had
few typos. When there was a bloomer it was often sensational. There
was the time Mmes. Darling, Estes and Wolfe, who ran the de-luxe
American brothel on Soochow Road, sent out a discreet announcement
of a reopening, after a holiday and redecorating. Somehow the Chinese
typographer got hold of it and it slipped into the society column. No
great damage was done to Shanghai’s morals but several missionaries
cancelled their subscriptions,

Missemer was completely cynical about the Kuomintang (the
Nationalist party), which he called “the same old set of gangsters with
new titles.” He first pointed out to me that Tu Yueh-sheng, a leader of
the Shanghai underworld’s most powerful secret society (the Ch'ing
pang), which controlled the opium traffic, had worked for the Northern
warlord, Chang Tsung-chang, before transferring his affections to
Chiang Kai-shek.

From our Chinese editor I also learned how Tu Yueh-sheng had
saved Shanghai from the Communists. In March, 1927, before the
Nationalist-Communist split, the Nationalist revolution leftist orga-
nizers staged an insurrection and forced the Northern warlords to re-
treat from the Chinese-ruled parts of Shanghai before revolutionary
troops reached the city. The workers had only 300 rifles but nearly
the whole working class was organized and ready to welcome Chiang
Kai-shek. Upriver, however, Chiang was about to expel the Commu-
nists from the Kuomintang and civil war threatened. At this point
Sterling Fesseden, an American city manager hired by the Settlement
Council, secretly conferred with Tu Yueh-sheng at his headquarters in
the French Concession. He offered him 5,000 rifles, armored cars and
safe conduct through the Settlement, to attack and destroy the “com-
mune” that had taken over the surrounding area. Chiang Kai-shek’s
supporters among the Chinese bankers in Shanghai financed the oper-
ation, which was highly successful. Escorted by foreign police, Tu’s
gunmen poured into the workers’ homes and factories in a surprise
night attack, Between five and ten thousand youths were slain, includ-
ing many Communists and Socialists (Left-Wing Nationalists). It
would be more than twenty years before Chou En-lai, who escaped
death in that Shanghai massacre by sheer luck, returned to settle ac-
counts. By that time Mr. Tu was safe in Hongkong and the Gener-
alissimo safe in Formosa.

The Chinese are not without a sly sense of irony. I think it was
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Lin Yu-tang who first pointed out to me the humor of the situation
when Chiang Kai-shek made Tu Yueh-sheng, who held a virtual mo-
nopoly of the opium business in the lower Yangtze area, his “chief of the
bureau of opium suppression,” and decorated him with the Order of
the Brilliant Jade.

Tu Yueh-sheng and his gangsters ran the underworld in both for-
eign and Chinese parts of Shanghai so closely that not a brothel could
solicit trade, not an opium smoker could dream in peace, not a shop-
keeper could turn an honest profit, without the pang collecting tribute.
By the mid-Thirties, kidnapping, assassination and procurement each
had its price. These gang leaders sat on boards of directors and were
prominent in charitable activities. Mr. Tu was also a patriot. During
the war against Japan he went to the interior after Shanghai was lost,
leaving behind him a lieutenant who worked for the Japanese; thus
tribute could be collected on both sides of the smuggling trade con-
ducted between Free and Occupied China.

In the Thirties we foreigners and respectable Chinese alike felt
that Mr. Tu and Mr, Chiang had saved China from ‘“‘the mob.” Talk~
ing it over with business men and with J. B. Powell, I concluded that
the sacrifice had been necessary, and that the Review’s policy was
right. Powell believed that this one quick firm action had “saved China
from the Communists.” By China we meant, of course, Shanghai.

Alas, it turned out that it had been saved only momentarily and for
the Japanese. I was then as convinced as Mr. Dulles was thirty years
Jater that morality lay on the side of Chiang Kai-shek. I had yet to
learn that in politics as in medicine one must diagnose before prescrib-
ing, that the patient here was China, not the Outsiders, and that a
natjon’s political behavior is not finally determined by moral judgments
from abroad so much as by practical demands of the deepest internal
hungers which motivate it from within,



CHAPTER 6

Missouri Days

I xNEW ONLY one Chinese in my boyhood in Kansas City. He owned
a tiny laundry near our local grocery store. We children would creep
up and yell a ditty we had learned from Crazy Maty, our Negro wash-~
woman, who disliked her slant-eyed competitor:

Chinaman, Chinaman,
Eat dead rats!

Chew them up

Like gingersnaps!

If we could get the poor fellow to come dashing out, his queue swing-
ing, and hurl inhuman curses at us, we were successful. When he
learned to ignore us the game lost its zest. Years later I would think
of him when, in the village streets of China, small boys would some-
times run after me to shout, “Foreign devil! Foreign devil! Big, big
big-nose!” It rhymed better in Chinese and had the same effect on
the small braves who thus challenged the different and the terrifying.

That laundryman probably played no part in my going to China,
but two experiences I had when I was fourteen seem to link me to that
certainty. I left home that summer, to go to California; and I read Les
Misérables.

My father believed in making my brother and me work, on Satur-
days and during vacations, “to learn that money represents labor.”
‘When I was nine I began to help carry packages from the Snow Print-
ing Company to the Kansas City Star, a glamorous building with a
great living heart in its pressroom. There I worshipped the editors
from afar: George B. Longan, Henry Haskell, Earl McCullum, and
Roy Roberts. MeCullum said I “carried my load better than most news-
paper men.” I stopped working for Dad when 1 was offered higher
wages, twelve and a half cents an hour, as a soda boy in Worthman’s
Drug Store, The next summer I was an office boy for the “Katy” Line,
where I acquired week-end passes for trips to the Ozarks, and became
interested in “travel.”

The summer I was fourteen I worked for several weeks shocking

28



MISSOURI DAYS 29

wheat in the Kansas harvest fields and used the money I made to go to
California. My schoolmates, Robert Long and Charlie White, were
driving there in Bob’s new Model T touring car, an adventure of
which I managed to keep my parents in the dark until we were well
along the way. It took us two weeks, as I remember it. For most of
the trip we followed the then unpaved Santa Fe trail, which over long
stretches disappeared altogether in the sand and the boulders. Bob
joined his parents in Santa Monica; Charlie and 1, having spent all our
money, had to bum our way home. If I had not seen the Pacific that
summer I might never have fixed so firmly in my mind the ambition to
sail across it. And if I had not bummed my way on freight trains up
the coast of California, and through the Feather River Canyon and
the Royal Gorge of Colorado, I would not have known, so early, the
taste of rough adventure, the infinite variety of nature and man, and
the kindness of strangers to an adolescent just discovering that he had
the muscle, if not the brains, to do a man’s job in the world.

I learned something else: the importance of luck—and mental and
physical co-ordination—in the miracle of human survival, How many
lives some of us are given! Standing on a moving train I straddled a
coupling between freight cars, holding onto the two iron ladders, and
fell asleep. When I awoke I was wet with sweat and lying under the
wheel of a car where I must have fallen when the train stopped. On a
dark night T was chased from the blinds of 2 passenger express at a
railway station. I came out after it again as it started off but it moved
so swiftly that I was just able to latch onto the rear platform of the tail
car. Immediately afterward we shot across a high trestle and I looked
down into a deep abyss where in another moment my run would have.
tumbled me to extinction, Then I was in Kansas again, asleep on a
pile of scrap iron on a flat car, when I was prodded awake. Two guns.
were held on me by “harvest bandits.” They robbed me of only fifty
cents (I had five dollars in my shoe!) but looted more than a hundred
migratory workers on the train of their entire summer’s earnings. To
me they were the meanest kind of thieves, robbing the poor. I realized
that under these circumstances I would shoot a man if I could.

Jack London had been my hero. That autumn when I went back to
high school I discovered in Les Misérables some “foreign” characters
who reminded me of some of the workers and unemployed—just
“bums” to respectable people—whom I had met and come to like
during my summer’s adventure. Hugo opened up a strange new world
of ideas and great moral and political issues for me and involved me in
history in a faraway and stirring time. Before this, books like Robinson

B*
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Crusoe, The Swiss Family Robinson and Treasure Island had prob-
ably infected me with an itch to see strange lands. It was only now that
reading became vicarious travel for me and the second best thing to
action. My early Wanderjahr and its consequences probably did more
to shape my life than all my formal education. “A man’s life,” says
the Chinese proverb, “is a candle in the wind.”

CHAPTER 7

Roving Correspondent

WaiLe PoweLrL was in Manchuria and Russia I was the Chicago Tri-
bune in China. This wasn’t as disastrous as it might have been, in
spite of my extreme youth for the job, because I had the constant ad-
vice of Tom Millard, and frequent help from Morris Harris, bureau
chief of the Associated Press, and Frank Oliver of Reuters, next door.
Their kindness to me as a beginner was part of a newspaper man’s
tradition in the Far East.

Besides giving the Tribune daily spot news coverage I wrote
“mailers,” which were seldom used. The paper was not interested in
background material that would help make sense out of the laconic
cabled dispatch. Its dish was strictly of the after-birth category, the
cataclysm itself but never the causes. What I chiefly learned from my
brief Tribune experience was that any correspondent could make a
living by specializing in reporting the worst about a foreign country
for newspapers which wouldn’t dream of publishing the worst about
ourselves.

The approach of the “world’s greatest newspaper” to China during
that period of vast awakening was illustrated by a message from Colo-
nel McCormick to Powell during the Nationalist revolution. “Send us
a few sticks,” he wrote, “about this laundryman Chiang Kai-shek.” His
contemptuous attitude would persist down to Pearl Harbor, Only a few
months before that blow he decided that his important but capriciously
managed newspaper, which millions of Midwesterners read as gospel
truth, was getting clogged up with too much “pro-Chinese propaganda.”
He closed down the China bureau entirely and thereafter depended
solely on his correspondent in Japan, a Japanese, to cover the events
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leading up to the attack on Hawaii. After more than fifteen years of
distinguished service Powell found himself without an outlet for his
abundant knowledge and without even a thank-you from that ridicu-
lous flag-waving buffoon who hated King George but mistook himself
for “one of the kings of the earth,” Doubtless that wouldn’t happen to-
day on the Tribune, which displays far more sense of responsibility
toward both its staff and its readers than during Bertie’s reign.

While I was still filing to Chicago I found a place for more informa-
tive reports in the New York Herald Tribune’s weekly magazine,
which published fairly long, serious articles on foreign countries. I
contributed to it for years. The Herald Tribune daily then had a
broad, liberal interest in Asia and favored recognition of the Xuomin-
tang regime long before our own ambassador of the time had given up
hope of restoring the Northern warlords to power. Tom Millard, its
chief correspondent in Asia since the Russo-Japanese war, had a
major influence on his paper’s editorial policy.

Millard founded the Review and the China Press, for long the best
American daily in Asia. He also became mentor to a host of Missouri
School of Journalism products in the Far East, both American and
Chinese. They were so numerous that competitors used to complain
of “the Missouri news monopoly.” For years representatives of the
chief wire services and many American newspapers, as well as the
editors of the principal English-language newspapers and magazines
from Tokyo to Bangkok, were Missourians. Most of them also re-
flected Millard’s vigorously expressed views: anti-colonial, anti-
imperialist, pro-independence, pro-equality-of-nations, pro-republican,
pro-self-determination—and pro-American. Any resemblance be-
tween his opinions and my own is not, therefore, purely coincidental.

One night as I was finishing an editorial for the Review Millard
dropped in. He pulled one of his books off the library shelf and said,
“Listen a minute.” He read a passage aloud. Then he smiled and
said, “I wasn’t much older than you when I wrote that. I wouldn’t say
it just that way today but it was right at the time. Nothing is true for-
ever but anything that was true once has a seed in it that finds life
again in another truth.”

I nodded, remembered it, and went back to typing.

“Still thinking about going to Madras or wherever it was?”

“Madagascar. Eventually. I'd like to see what’s in between, first.
Central Asia, India, Persia.”

“Wouldn't a job as foreign correspondent keep you here?”

“The Tribune? ‘T.B.” will be back from Russia next month,”
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“I'm talking about the New York Tribune—the Herald Tribune.”

I stopped typing. Was Tom offering me a job as his legman? That
would be all right.

“P've got a cable here from the boss,” he went on, “authorizing me
to pick my own successor. You can begin as soon as ‘J.B.” gets back.”
He folded up the cable and smiled as if the matter were settled.

“What do you mean, successor? You aren’t quitting?”

I looked at him closely now: immaculately tailored, silver-haired,
wise, worldly, and, I noted for the first time, old. Suddenly I realized
he must be nearing seventy. I had always thought of him as much
younger because basically he was, and remained, a modern man.
But take his place? How could I?

“Pm getting along and I’ve seen too many of my colleagues hang
on after they’ve lost their reporter’s legs,” he said. “I had been think-
ing of retiring; I'd like to travel in Europe for a while; but C. T. Wang
has helped make up my mind for me. He’s offered me a post as his
adviser in the Ministry of Foreign Affairs and I've taken it. I've been
watching your work. You'll learn. So the job is yours. The only con-
dition is that you'll have to agree to stay here at least three years.”

Three years! It seemed a lifetime. I asked for two days to think it
over, and for two nights I did not sleep. Aside from the fact that I
wasn't qualified I had to have freedom to move, to see the world, to
write about whatever interested me. After two years in Shanghai and
mostly on the Review desk, I knew that I had to travel more, study
more, feel more, sense more, get inside the picture somechow. I could
not do all this by rooting myself in Shanghai. And that’s what it meant
in those days because that's where the cables were,

“I think you're making a mistake,” Tom said, after he’d heard me
out patiently. “What happens in China in the next twenty years will
be the most important story in the world. But if you've still got the
wanderlust in you, go ahead and good luck. You'll be back.”

I would be back, and back with the Herald Tribune eventually, too.
But now I had no idea what I was going to do next. I did not have time
to regret my decision; in a few weeks an offer of another job came
unexpectedly, and tailored to my needs,

Drew Pearson and David Lawrence cabled to ask J. B. Powell to
find a Far Eastern representative for the Consolidated Press Associa~
tion, a new foreign service set up to serve a dozen metropolitan news-
papers. Its chief backers were the New York Sun and the Chicago
Daily News. They wanted an unmarried man, somebody free to roam
Asia, jgnoring routine spot news and cabling about events of magni-
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tude only when he happened to be near them. They wanted, in other
words, a roving correspondent. They wanted me, 1 decided. The pay
was small compared to the Herald Tribune job, but it promised time
for study, freedom to travel, and release from hours wasted reading
handouts, propaganda and agency material. I read the cable and wired
Powell (he was still in Moscow) to recommend me. I got the “ap-
pointment.” At the same time my friend Edward Hunter became the
Consolidated Press representative in Peking and thus began his event-
ful career as a correspondent.

The new job went well. After Powell’s return I traveled around
central China for several months, covering a few skirmishes. Then I
planned an ambitious trip to Russian Turkestan. The home office
gave approval; I lacked only a Soviet visa. As diplomatic relations
between Nanking and Moscow were still severed, I had to go to Tokyo.
The Russian Ambassador welcomed me cordially, questioned me
two hours about Chinese affairs, took my twenty dollars to cover cable
cosls to Moscow, and promised me a speedy answer. He kept his
word; that was the promptest reply I would ever get from a Soviet
embassy. Within a week my application was refused: mainly, be-
cause of my association with the Review when we published Powell’s
extremely anti-Soviet reports after his return from Moscow.

Thwarted by Mr. Stalin, I turned south and mapped out an jtinerary
covering Formosa, the China coast, Indo-China and Yunnan. T hoped
to walk from China to Burma, cross the Mekong and the Salween
Rivers, see the eaves of Tibet, and go down the Irrawaddy into Burma,
Then, to India, and on, and on. The New York Sun and the Chicago
Daily News again approved, They had a long feature called “The
World Today” which was syndicated widely through the Consolidated
Press. My “expedition” was to fill that column for many months.

Just before I left Shanghai I was standing on Bubbling Well Road
with a young Shanghai-born American girl, waiting for a taxi. There
came a loud clamor from a side lane and we ran over to look. Chinese
poured out of a building, followed by big puffs of smoke. Suddenly a
burning wheel shot out and I saw it was a man on fire. He collapsed
almost at my feet. Immobilized by horror or curiosity, nobody in the
crowd made a move.

There was nothing to do but wrap my new camel hair coat around
him quickly, and that I did, mourning it but having no choice. Soon
the fire was out but he still smouldered. “Shui! Shui?” 1 yelled; finally
a coolie appeared with a bucket. I splashed the water over the
ruins. The crowd closed in and there was excited talk, Fire engines
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roared up and an ambulance at last carried off the still breathing body.

My hands were only slightly blistered but the coat lay in black
shreds. When a ricksha coolie asked for it I threw it to him. Then the
coolie who had brought the water tugged at my sleeve. “You pay me
watah, mastah, you pay me watah!” Disgusted, I wrenched myself
free. Money—for water to put out a burning man! Half a dozen others
tagged after me yelling “Kumsha!” for alms. Among them was the
man who had the charred tatters of my camel hair coat. He so annoyed
me that I grabbed the rag back, cursed him and cursed them all. They
laughed and turned away and I went on but not in peace. They had
lost face but so had humanity, I thought, and I was part of it and at
that moment hated it.

Back on the corner I found the American gir]l withdrawn, waiting,
with a slightly bored expression on her pretty face. “What a miserable,
miserable country China is!” I exclaimed, before I realized they were
the exact words of Washington Wu.

“I could have told you that and saved you the trouble,” said the
girl, conditioned to such lack of feeling from childhood in Shanghai.
“That’s what always happens when an outsider tries to interfere with
fate in China,” she added good-humoredly. “They let you burn your
fingers, take your coat, and then want to be paid for it.”

“Very smart,” I said in fury, “but I hope that I never get that cyni-
cal.” I never saw her after that night.

Of course what angered me was that she made me feel like a sen-
timental fool and I suppose I had expected to be a hero. I had not
been in the East long enough to know that anyone can become so
inured to commonplace suffering in others that he no longer feels it.
Part of the white Shanghailander’s defense was his conviction that the
two races didn’t belong to the same species.

Later I thought of the obvious answer. It didn’t matter what others
felt. What mattered was how I would have felt if I had let that neigh-
bor burn. And this feeling of concern for one’s neighbor was not, I
would yet discover, any monopoly of the Christian white man.



CHAPTER 8
The Banker’s Daughiers

I crosSED OVER from Shanghai to Formosa on a small but well-run
Japanese ship of the O.S.K. Line. Among the passengers was a Japa-
nese business man and his wife, accompanied by their rather attrac-
tive daughter. She was in her teens, very demure and modest, and
invariably kept her eyes cast down or averted, as was expected of a
properly brought-up young Japanese woman of the time.

The purser, noticing me eyeing her one day, grinned and said,
“She not like Japanese modan garu, sodesu-ka, ne? Not looking at
any man.”

“No, she certainly is not. But she’s very pretty.”

“You know any modan garu in Japan?”’

“Know any? Why, yes.” 1 surprised him by saying. “I met some on
my first visit to Japan two years ago. They were banker’s daughters.”

“Sa-a-h?” He looked skeptical and waited for more. I said, “Yes,
they were very nice girls,” and left him wondering . . .

It was Larry J. who had introduced me to the banker’s daughters.
He was a newspaper man I'd met soon after my arrival in Japan.

“Have you ever had a date with a Japanese girl?” Larry asked. “I
mean a nice girl, a family girl?”

“] haven't had a date with any kind of Japanese girl,” I replied.
“How do you start?”

“T know a couple who will knock your eye out. They're daughters
of a respectable banker. One speaks very good English.”

“T’'ve always heard family girls here are much too strictly watched
to permit any running around with foreigners.” (They generally were,
too, in those days.)

“You don’t know there’s a rebellion on? It’s led by what they call
the modan garu. That means ‘modern girl’ to you, son, Different arti-
cle. Emancipated. Bobs her hair, wears rouge and lipstick, crazy about
jazz and dancing. Got the old folks up in arms, What do you say,
shall T call them up?”

“Why not?” I listened, awed, as Larry spread considerable hai-hai
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moshi-moshi over the telephone. He was about five years older than
I and had been in Japan several years, long enough to know his way
around and to enjoy impressing a novice to the Orient.

“Jt's okay,” he said after he hung up the phone. “I'll get them and
bring them over here. Wait for me.” He drove off and an hour later
returned to his apartment with Chiyeko and Seiko.

They were all Larry had promised: exquisite doll-like creatures
whose gorgeous kimonos, flashing obis and enameled hair-do’s were
indeed style such as only a banker could afford. We had tea and then
danced to some obsolete American records. Seiko’s English proved
to be sharply limited but she made astonishingly expressive use of it.
I had never seen girls who could so easily and so charmingly cover
confusion with laughter.

Late in the afternoon Seiko invited us to her home for supper. We
got into Larry’s car and drove out of Yokohama along a road that
skirted a rugged coast fringed with Japanese evergreens and alter-
nately dipped back into a countryside gay with iris in full bloom. To-
ward dusk the car turned into a copse of cedars and cryptomeria trees
beyond which I glimpsed a white beach.

“Come into my house, please,” said Seiko, bowing. “Now you are
my guest.”

We followed her and Chiyeko up a lanterned way that led through
a hedge and into a well-kept garden in the center of which lay a small
sunken pool where golden carp darted among wide lotus leaves. On
the tatami of a paper-windowed cottage within sound of the surf we
ate dinner served by a neisan who giggled at my awkward use of chop-
sticks. At the end of the meal Larry spoke to her in Japanese to which
she said “Hai” and looked at me and once more giggled politely. Then
Larry excused himself, saying that he and Chiyeko were going for a
walk. He never did come back.

Left alone with Seiko and some sake cups in whose tiny chambers
floated flakes of real gold I made desperate use of my pocket diction-
ary, as I tried to interest her in the wonders of America. But who
wished to discuss America now? For the neisan had returned, touched
her head to the floor, and deposited two thin cotton kimonos there.

“Ofuro wo kudasai, suki desuka?” she said, and Seiko added
sweetly, “Basu ready now.”

After we had changed to the light kimonos and straw sandals Seiko
led me into the garden again. We followed another lantern-lit path that
opened onto a red pavilion wherein stood a large glassed-in tiled pool
within sight and sound of the surf. Half a dozen high-piled shining
black coifs dotted the poo!, crowning the heads of dignified-looking
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young Japanese women who steamed contentedly while chatting with
Japanese gentlemen immersed beside them. I wondered if Seiko’s
father was one of them, But she made no move to introduce me.

Instead, she dropped her kimono and sat on a low wooden stool
while a bath boy poured water over her and vigorously scrubbed her
back. As she rose and entered the pool she beckoned me to follow.
Then did I conform to the customs of the land, submitting to the scrub
and the cold douche before solemnly committing myself to the deep.
After a suitable period of pleasant parboiling Seiko led me back into
the enchanted night. We walked in silence through the fragrant woods
and then down to the rocky beach, where we stood and tossed pebbles
into the restless Pacific. The night air grew chill and soon we hurried
up to the rustic cottage where we had dined. Padded comforters were
now spread upon the tatami and a teapot simmered cheerily over a
glowing hibachi.

And all that too was like a dream of a far land which would never
again be the same, but only for this once was real.

The next morning I saw that there were a half dozen other cottages
discreetly hidden along the artfully landscaped waterfront. Larry had
handled all the details in a conspiracy in order to sustain in me the il-
lusion of his practical joke, so that I might appreciate the Japanese
courtesan at her best, an artist in an ancient profession recognized
there as worthy of a glorious setting. Seiko and Chiyeko were bankers’
daughters, not of any banker in particular, but of what was then a cele-
brated and novel geisha garden. Of course the difference between
them and the Twelfth Street bordellos of Kansas City was merely a
matter of time, space and culture, the fundamental laws of economics
remaining the same. That thought did not trouble me at the time.

CHAPTER 9

South China

WHEN I FIRST visited Formosa (Taiwan) it had been in Japanese
hands for thirty-five years. It was a colony, of course, but the adminis-
tration seemed free of graft and people seemed secure in their homes
and property as long as they obeyed the law. The land was clean and
prosperous, beggars were rare, public services including sanitation
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and health were good, there were numerous schools, and Formosa had
a higher standard of living and a higher percentage of literacy than any
province of China,

I have seldom seen a more tranquil, pastoral country than the low
hills of sugar cane in central Formosa through which our train crept
up to Lake Jitsugetsutan, surrounded by rainbow-shrouded peaks
quite like the beautiful Igorot mountains of Northern Luzon. In fact the
aborigines thereabouts were close relatives of the Igorots but more
primitive. They offered me a weird concert with what surely must
be one of the earliest of man’s attempts at orchestral music, their in-
struments consisting simply of poles of different weights and lengths
held by players who dropped them alternately, ensemble, on flat stones
of varying sizes placed over holes in the ground.

Yet that very peaceful frontier town on the edge of the reservations
in which the Japanese had confined those wild men of the mountains
would, within a week of my visit, be the scene of the bloodijest aborigi-
nal uprising of a decade. Nearly every Japanese in Jitsugetsutan was
murdered in his sleep. Appearances are on briel acquaintance with a
land deceptive.

From Formosa I proceeded leisurely along the South China coast
toward Canton.

The Nationalist regime at Nanking was three years old, but the city
of Canton and Kwantung province had been under Kuomintang rule
much longer. “In Canton,” Dr. Sun Fo had told me, “you will see how
a progressive and modern city can be run by our party.” Sun’s father,
Sun Yat-sen, had seized power there in 1920. From Canton Chiang
Kai-shek had launched the Northern expedition in alliance with native
Communist, and Russian, support. But the Communists had long since
been driven to the mountains and the Kuomintang flag now flew across
most of China. I knew that much of the central government authority
was fictitious but I had yet to learn to what extent the “revolution” had
ended in compromises with old and new warlords and gangsters by
means of which the Generalissimo held recognition as chief of state.

In brief stops at Foochow, Amoy and Swatow I listened to our con-
suls and other foreigners talk of bribery, corrupt officials, illegal con-
fiscations, imprisonment and executions without trial, the suppression
of labor unions, and officially fostered xenophobia, as routine matters.
But I told myself that my informants were prejudiced against a govern-
ment pledged to end their special privileges. In Canton, birthplace of
the Nationalist revolution, I would stay longer, and get a different story,
I thought,
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In that great clamorous port at the mouth of the Pearl River I was
met by Kan Teh-yuan, a Honolulu-born Chinese who had known Sun
Yat-sen and Sun Fo in Hawaii. Now he was publishing a paper called
China Truth, subsidized by the Kuomintang through Dr. C. T. Wang,
Minister of Foreign Affairs at Nanking.

“Dr. Wang,” he explained at a dinner after many cups of wine, “told
me to write against foreign aggression and imperialism but not about
our own government. Sometimes the journalist in me takes over and I
get into hot water. They have had arrest warrants out for me four
times.”

“Three protections™ saved him. First, he could appeal to Dr. Wang
to intervene. Second, he could seek asylum on the tiny island of Sha-
meen, then a foreign concession connected to the Canton waterfront
by a bridge. In a really serious situation he could always take an over~
night trip by river steamer to Hongkong, to live under the British im-
perialists for awhile. Now in a quiescent period, Mr. Kan inwardly
seethed against the corruption in Cantonese politics and insisted on giv-
ing me facts to expose it.

“Every official here is getting rich off the tax racket,” he complained.
“It hasn’t improved a bit since Sun Fo was mayor.”

“Sun Fo? I thought his was the ‘model administration’?”

“Model for get-rich-quick! He disgraced all Honolulu-born Chi-
nese, don’t you know? His own father removed him from office for
bribery and embezzlement. Why, he even managed to make money
out of the anti-superstition campaign! Had temples confiscated and
torn down and then sold the land and kept the money! He arrived pen-
niless and left a millionaire.”

I was disappointed, for in a minor way Sun Fo had been my sponsor.
But Mr. Kan’s facts, I learned from our consul, Mr. Joseph Ballantine,
were all too true.

Kan educated me concerning the devious tax system in a city where
the collectors’ duties were taken over by private syndicates consisting
of officials, merchants, bankers and gangsters. Concessions for taxes
on land, transportation, salt, tobacco, wine, prostitution, and other
amusements, were all farmed out. Among the more lucrative was the
restaurant tax. Kan showed me published reports that it had sold for
$600,000 a year, but now the restaurant owners association was pro-
testing that the syndicate was making a two-hundred-percent profit.

There was also a novel monopoly granted for what the British eu-
phemistically called “night-soil”—as if bowels moved only in the dark.
The government sold the collection privilege to hongs which made
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good profits out of marketing the product to surrounding truck gardens
where it was in demand as fertilizer.

“A man can’t even have a ta-pien* here,” as Mr. Kan put it, “with-
out some official making graft out of it.”

This information was confirmed by a young American, G. Edward
Lyon, the only foreign attorney recognized by the Canton bar associa-
tion. He spoke fluent Cantonese and knew Canton inside out. Accord-
ing to Lyon the bidding for the syndicates was not even competitive.
Officials and militarists first had to be bribed to make sure of a success-
ful bid.

“Of course the tax monopolists get back the bribe-money by squeez-
ing as much as they can from the taxpayers.”

“Don’t people ever contest assessments in court?”

“You might, if a collector gets too greedy or if you have influence.
Otherwise it costs you more in the end. Most disputes are simply set-
tled by the police. And the police are paid by the collectors.”

1 then supposed that the system was unique to Canton, but in later
travels found that variants existed throughout China. In most hsien
(county) governments payment of the land tax and other levies was
traditionally a matter of bargaining between the peasants and the col-
lector, and Kuomintang rule did not change that. Keeping a generous
share for himself, the collector split another part with the Asien magis-
trate and other officials. By general agreement the balance was re-
corded as the official tax.

Delinquent taxpayers were often re-arrested and kept in jail even
after being acquitted, and still more were held without formal charges,
I discovered. Lyon was friendly with the city’s high officials, who per-
mitted us to visit the Hon Sao-so, a lower court “model prison” for
women, where we questioned inmates. Three prisoners there were ac-
cused of soliciting without a license, several were wives jailed on com-
plaints of infidelity, one was a concubine who had run away from a man
twenty years her elder, three were alleged Communists, and the rest
were in for defaulting payment of taxes. The “Communists” had been
there three years but had not been brought 