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PUBLISHERS' PREFACE

In the short space of time since Anna Louise Strong

completed this book and sent it to the press, Tomorrow's

China has become today's.

The events in China at the end of 1948 will surely

stand in history with the victories of the American,

French and Russian revolutions. Speaking "globally,"

the gigantic change in China proves that the onward

march of the common man did not end with the allied

triumph over Axis fascism and national oppression in

World War II. The people themselves have taken over

the battle where some governments left it off or changed

sides. In international politics in the diplomatic sense, we

shall soon see the government of the new China laying

claims to the permanent seat on the Security Council of

the United Nations which the Chinese people earned by

their sacrifices in World War II.

In Sino-American relations, many progressive groups

and students of the Far East in this country have come

to see that these developments are good, not bad, for the

people of the United States. As this is written, the vic-

torious forces in China have offered America friendly

relations on equal terms. The offer has been endorsed by

other groups which will participate in China's new gov-

ernment such as the Democratic League and the anti-

Nanking Revolutionary Committee of the Kuomintang.

On the other hand, the same offer clearly warns of

what will happen if any form of intervention continues

of more U. S. troops landing on Chinese soil. "This," says

the North China radio statement of November 22,

"would constitute armed aggression against the sacred

M720553
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territory and sovereignty of China, all consequences of

which would have to be borne by the American govern-

ment." The non-Communist components of the new

coalition have associated themselves with this warning

too.

For their own future and that of world peace, there-

fore, the American people clearly have a job to doâ€”to

press for complete withdrawal of intervention in Chinese

affairs, break any projected blockade of the new China,

secure full diplomatic recognition of the new China for

mutual benefit and wipe out the blood-guilt of the

United States toward the Chinese people. Formal "recog-

nition" with economic pressure and activities to harass

the new coalition regime will not endear America to the

Chinese people any more than U. S. bombers did.

Even before the decisive liberation offensives, Chinese

workers in both parts of the country joined, in August,

1948, in the mighty All-China Federation of Labor. The

joyful forebodings of some U. S. "experts" that the new

China will not be able to cope with city problems, and

therefore collapse, will be proved wrong by this and

other non-military developments.

Writers, like Anna Louise Strong, who early reported

what they saw and took the side qf the Chinese people

^ are fully vindicated. If reaction were not reaction, even

today's Washington would realize that those who served

America's interests best were those, in the government

and press, who told the truth despite slander. Those who

ignored the truth in favor of their own prejudices led

the United States into wastage of $6 billion and pro-

vision of arms to kill Chinese, earning only hatred and

defeats which no force could avert.

Tomorrow's China describes a big accession, as big as

one-fifth of mankind, to the forces and future of the

common man. It describes a development that contrib-

utes to world peace and can contribute to the prosperity

of all people in all countries. It is a boon, further, to all

who want to know the truth and do not fear to steer

their own course by its light.

December 18, 1948
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Chapter I

CHINA-ALLY OR TARGET?

The propaganda of American planes and bullets is destroy-

ing inâ€¢China a century of good will.

When Dr. Magdalen Robitzer, the staid and kindly

UNRRA dentist, went into a nursery in North Shen.si to

prepare the children's teeth before the evacuation into the

deeper hills, her white skin started a panic. "The American!

The American!" shrieked the youngsters, clinging to their

teacher or rushing into the cold winter outdoors. They were

finally calmed by the assurance that the doctor was not an

American, but a Czech. They had never heard of Czechs but

the neutral word soothed them. At least the dread "Ameri-

cans" had not arrived!

What has made "America" a name that frightens children?

What do those six-year-olds in the far northwest on the edge

of Mongolian deserts know of America, anyway?

They know that they run to the air raid shelter for safety

from that "American plane." They knew that last night, in

the narrow cave that to them meant security and home, their

fathers said goodbye to their mothers and gave them the last,

long hug. They knew they were setting forth, women and chil-

dren first, into the unknown winter of the hills. They knew

that they travelled at night, because those "American planes"

swooped so low by day.

All their last goodbyes, all their terror and loss, are tied

in their childhood minds with the word "American." Let

diplomats and merchants of death explain that by some

alchemy of words on paper those planes are now Chinese,

sent to "aid China." Chinese children and peasants,* who

know that China never made planes, will not cease to call

them "the Americans" when they come to kill from the air.

* Chinese soil-tillers are at present largely "peasants" (feudal tillers),

but after the land reform they begin to become "farmers," i.e., free en-

terprise producers with an understanding of a market. I use either word

in this book, depending on the situation.â€”A.L.S.
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China never made them, China never paid for them, no

democratically elected representatives of the Chinese people

ever asked for them. They come from America, and they kill!

The UNRRA workers can give you plenty of examples.

Their stations, their ships, their trucks, were constantly strafed

in Shantung. There was first of all that civilian hospital given

to the people of North Kiangsu by Madame Sun Yat-sen's

China Welfare Fund. Since the people of North Kiangsu had

suffered more than most from the Japanese invasion, and

were ridden with every kind of tropical disease, the hospital

was gladly taken to its destination by UNRRA. It was

UNRRA which' officially informed Chiang Kai-shek's mili-

tary authorities of its route and location, that it might be

protected as civilian relief. Then the planes came over, sweep-

ing low on the first day as if to identify it, and returning the

two following days for a "careful, methodical strafing," in

the UNRRA doctor's words. The hospital had to move and

hide, as the locally elected people's governments were hiding,

as the farmers in the fields were hiding, when the planes

passed above.

One UNRRA worker returned from Shantung saying that

there would be famine there since no peasants were plough-

ing, for fear of the air attacks that strafed "even individual

ox-teams." He overstated, basing his report on the small area

where the UNRRA relief station was. It was true that thou-

sants of acres of Shantung's most fertile land remained un-

ploughed, because it was flat land, without shelter, and be-

cause it was near the American naval and air base of Tsingtao,

from which the planes took off to raid the countryside. But

peasants in the hilly country had a signal system to warn them,

and air raid shelters bigâ€¢ enough to drive an ox team into.

Those peasants joked with their unconquerable Chinese

humor. They said there was one good thing about the Amer-

icans training at Tsingtao. Those Americans "kept such

regular meal times" that a peasant could count on ploughing

"before nine in the morning, after five in the evening and

between twelve and two at noon!" It was a joke that cut deep

into the old goodwill for Americans.

A little more than a year earlier in that same Shantung the

peasants turned out by thousands to rescue the American

marines' Christmas mail. I was told about it by the American
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colonel who was head of Intelligence in Tsingtao. An Amer-

ican transport plane, flying from Tsingtao to Tientsin, had

had motor trouble and had thrown out twenty-two sacks ol

mail over twenty-two miles of Shantung. The colonel flew

down to "that Communist capital, Linyi" about it, and the

"Communist government" called on the peasants and they

turned out in winter to hunt the mail. They found "not

twenty-two sacks but twenty-four," bragged the colonel, be-

cause some sacks broke open and had others inside.

"I don't think a single letter or package was lost," he added.

"It's a sample of honesty you couldn't beat anywhere in the

world! They dug those bags out of swamps; you could tell by

the mud on them. They found them on cliffs and in trees."

The peasants had refused money because "we are allies"!

Those peasants aren't friendly any more, according to the

same colonel. The last time he went to Linyiâ€”just before it

was taken by Chiang's armyâ€”he found the atmosphere grim.

"They had been shot up the day before by some of those

planes we gave to Chiang," he said. "They made me go round

and see the results. They had four dead and several more in

the hospital dying and a lot of buildings smashed. They

showed me the spent ammunition. It was American stuff.

They said: 'That's not the way for America to help China.'

They were distinctly uncordial. They didn't ask me to come

again."

THIS 1s especially serious because it is precisely on "To-

morrow's China" that the American bullets and bombs are

falling. This China of the north holds tomorrow in its hands.

We call it "Communist China" but the people there call it

the "Liberated Areas," and claim their government as demo-

cratic. Already it is no negligible land. Its areaâ€”even at the

date of the "Cease Fire" order to which George C. Marshall

was signatory in January, 1946â€”is as great as the United States

east of the Mississippi, its population greater than that of the

entire United States. After two years of civil war in which

America gave close to six billion dollars to destroy this China,

the "Liberated Areas" are bigger than ever. Instead of their

previous 140,000,000 population, they claimed 168,000,000 in

June, 1948.

Already they move to establish a federal coalition govern-

7

G
e
n
e
ra

te
d
 f

o
r 

D
e
b

ra
 A

n
n
 G

ie
rk

e
 (

M
ic

h
ig

a
n
 S

ta
te

 U
n
iv

e
rs

it
y
) 

o
n
 2

0
1

2
-0

7
-2

3
 1

1
:3

2
 G

M
T
  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/h
d
l.
h
a
n
d
le

.n
e
t/

2
0

2
7

/u
c1

.b
2

9
4

8
5

8
P
u
b
lic

 D
o
m

a
in

, 
G

o
o
g

le
-d

ig
it

iz
e
d

  
/ 

 h
tt

p
:/

/w
w

w
.h

a
th

it
ru

st
.o

rg
/a

cc
e
ss

_u
se

#
p
d
-g

o
o
g
le



mem, which will speak for all China, which will challenge

Nanking. As Nanking goes down in inflation and corruption,

the young men, the energetic, the progressive, the builders of

Tomorrow's China, make their way across battlefronts to the

interior. The provincial governments of the Liberated Areas

have shown themselves stable, honest, able to pay their way

without foreign help. Around them already assemble the dele-

gates coming underground from Chiang's China, to organize

â€”on a nationwide scaleâ€”the government for Tomorrow.

It is precisely this China that America's warlords have

chosen, not as ally, but as target todayl

Must America shoot up China to smash the Communists?

Must America proceed to total war to kill this China of the

North? Even that might not avail against it. These Chinese of

the countryside, with their mobile armies and their hidden

governments, do not even fear the atom bomb!

Or is it time to learn what they are doing? What is their

program, what their successes? No one has fully told. For a

decade these areas of the North that the outside world calls

Communist and that call themselves democratic have been

hidden behind a curtain of whistling steel: the Japanese war

and Chiang Kai-shek's blockade. At times the blockade wore

thin and daring reporters penetrated part of their territory.â€”

But even Edgar Snow, in his classic Red Star Over China,

was only able to picture the Yenan district in northeast Shensi.

The other, greater territories were unreached. Since Ed Snow's

day the Liberated Areas have grown mightily; they are twenty

times as large as then, and one hundred times as populous.

To picture them now on the basis of the barren Yenan area

is like picturing the postwar lands of Eastern Europe on the

basis of Albania alone.

These were the thoughts I had when I went to China in

1946, the year that has since been known as the year of the

"Marshall Truce." A chance had suddenly and blazingly ap-

peared in Peiping to view in detail this China of the North.

A kind of super-government called Executive Headquarters

had been set up under American chairmanship to implement

the "Cease Fire" order. This Headquarters operated American

Army planes to nearly forty points of North China and Man-

churia where "Truce Teams" functioned, also under American

chairmanship. This gave the American air force the right to
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cover all China to the Soviet border. It also delivered North

China to correspondents, if they had time and the will.

The chance was superlativeâ€”and temporary. For civil war

expanded steadily; nobody knew how long this Executive

Headquarters would remain. I seized the chance: I flew to

Yenan, to Kalgan, Shantung, Hopeh, to Manchuria. I remained

nine months in the Liberated Areas, covering them more com-

pletely than any foreigner has done. I came out with one of

the last planes when Executive Headquarters dosed down in

early 1947.

It may be difficult now for outsiders to visit and see for them-

selves this inland China behind the barriers of civil war. But

the lines of its growth are already clear. In late 1948, as I watch

from America through vagrant newspaper comment the growth

of that northern China, which has reached now to the Yangtze

River and beyond it, which is projecting a federal government,

I know that the predictions they made to me more than a year

ago in Yenan are slowly coming true. Here is no copy of the

West, no copy of the Soviet Union. Here is a new democracy

springing from the soil of China, transmuting an ancient

people into a modern nation.

All Asia, I know, is watching this new China. For these

Liberated Areas seem to be proving unconquerable. Japan

could not beat them; the Liberated Areas grew by fighting

Japan. Chiang Kai-shek could not beat them; he has tried for

twenty years and failed. America tried to extinguish them by

the "war policy" of Ambassador Patrick J. Hurley and Gen-

eral Albert C. Wedemeyer, and the "truce policy" of General

George C. Marshall. Both failed.

The "Liberated Areas" keep spreading. And the peoples of

South and East Asia, who are half the human race, keep watch-

ing. For all Asia is in birth-pangs of the democratic revolution.

And the first-born of that new Asia seems already here!

America's choiceâ€”to make of that China an ally or a target

â€”will determine more than the future of China. It may deter-

mine the future of America, too.
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Chapter II

THE CITY OF CAVES

Our plane flew west from Peiping. Yenan, for twelve years

the Number One Capital of the Chinese Communists, lies in

the arid hills of northwest China on the edge of the Mongolian

deserts. During our three hour flight the mountains grew

steeper and the valleys narrower until the naked slopes seemed

like the barren mountains of the moon. From the air few

settlements were visible for the people live in caves in the sides

of cliffs.

Our plane turned sharply down, raced dangerously between

rock mountains and struck wild grass where sentries stood on

guard. We emerged on a rough field that was used as an air-

port. Two trucks and some jeeps appeared. One truck came

from the military headquarters of the Chinese Communists,

the other from the Liaison Group of the U.S. Army, which

had been here since Colonel Joseph P. Stilwell established it

to rescue American airmen shot down over China by the

Japanese. I was to stay in the American compound, which was

now a kind of guest house for foreign visitors.

We jolted, by rough road, above a shallow river and saw

beyond it the ruins of a town. Once Yenan had been a walled

city, but when the Japanese had finished bombing there was

no structure of that city left. So the people left the heaps of

rubble and dug themselves caves in the loess soil of the cliffs,

such as the farmers in this part of China have lived in for

generations. Yenan's population now was sunk in the scenery,

scattered over ten square miles of rugged hills. Smoke curled

from stove-pipes stuck in the mountains. The mouths of the

caves gaped out at all levels. Up every valley one saw blue-

trousered people, jumping the gullies, climbing home by their

steep, carved trails.

Bumping over the bed of Yen River our truck dumped us

into the American Compound, an enclosure containing sev-

eral buildings surrounded by an earthen wall. Whittelsey Hall,

the largest structure, built in memory of Lieutenant Whittel-
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