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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 Committce of the Kuomintang.

On the other hand, the samc 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
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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 do—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 of 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



Chapter I
CHINA—ALLY OR TARGET?

The propaganda of American planes and bullets is destroy-
ing in-China a century of good will.

When Dr. Magdalen Robitzer, the staid and kindly
UNRRA dentist, went into a nursery in North Shensi 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.—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’ 0fﬁc1ally 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, betause 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 big-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 ot
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 Linyi—just before it
was taken by Chiang’s army—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 15 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 area—even at the
date of the “Cease Fire” order to which George C. Marshall
was signatory in January, 1946—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-
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ment, 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
—on a nationwide scale—the government for Tomorrow.

It is precisely this China that America’s warlords have
chosen, not as ally, but as target today!

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.—
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 superlative—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 closed down in
early 1947.

It may be difhcult 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 choice—to make of that China an ally or a target
—will determine more than the future of China. It may deter-
mine the future of America, too.



Chapter 11
THE CITY OF CAVES

Our plane flew west from Pelpmg 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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sey of the U.S. Air Force, who was killed in North China in
the joint war against Japan, contained a social hall and din-
ing-room. A long row of semi-caves, only partly built into the
cliff, formed officers’ quarters. These also accommodated occa-
sional correspondents now. There was also a weather station,

a radio transmitter to connect with Executive Headquarters'

and a dynamo supplying light.

The compound had originally been built for an American
Liaison Group of ten to twenty men, who, during the war
with Japan, collected for the U.S. Army the military intelli-
gence supplied by Communist-led armies all over North China
and also handled the rescue of more than one hundred air-
men, shot down by the Japanese and saved by Chinese peas-
ants at considerable risk to themselves. The place was almost
empty now. One lone American major was on duty as “Ob-
server.” He supplied intelligence to Executive Headquarters
but complained that it was disregarded.

“On my last trip to Peiping I actually found that they were
displaying a ‘Yenan air force’ of twenty planes on their official
map! Why do they take that propaganda dope from Nanking
instead of asking their own Observer here? I'm in radio con-
tact with them every day. I could have told them that there is
no Yenan air force and never has been. . . . There’s just one
lone plane that deserted from Chiang as a protest; it stands
as an exhibit for there is no gasoline. But it seems that Execu-
tive Headquarters doesn’t really want to know.”

This officer was soon transferred. American observers to
Yenan were changed very often. Perhaps because they so soon
began to like the Chinese Communists, or perhaps because
none of them were ever able to find that “Russian connec-
tion” in Yenan that they were all told to get. The only Rus-
sians around Yenan were two doctors—a surgeon and a medical
man—flown in with two airplane loads of Red Cross supplies
with official permission from Chiang Kai-shek when the Rus-
sians were in Manchuria. They were busy with medical work,
talked no politics, and had no way of contacting Moscow or
even of getting home. There were other foreigners in Yenan
—the Friends’ Ambulance Unit of Australians and Americans,
and a Czech doctor sent in by UNRRA; they used Americap
planes to reach the world.

There was no red flag over Yenan. The same flag flew here\
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that {lew over Chiang Kai-shek in Nanking, the flag of the
Chinese Revolution—white sun on blue sky. I noticed it the
first week of my arrival, when 1 came downhill from an air
raid shelter-cave after eight of Chiang’s planes had been bomb-
ing and strafing the town. There the flag was, the flag that had
sent the attacking bombers, flying also against the dazzling sky
of these arid regions, mute symbol of a Chinese unity that
Yenan fought for, through and beyond the civil war.

YENAN’s cAVEs were in clusters, up some two score different
valleys. They were of many types and sizes, some small and
primitive, some large, with stone facing and floor. The advan-
tage of a cave is, of course, its cheapness, not only in money
but in wood and metal. Timber is scarce in northwest China,
whose eroded hills are long denuded of forests. Metal is still
scarcer. So for generations the people here dug caves in the
firm soil of cliffs, with front walls of lattice-work, in which
hung windows and doors. A Yenan cave cost barely ten dollars
for materials, besides labor. I saw a peasant’s two-cave home
that he bought with five bushels of grain.

There was neither running water nor sewage system. Water
came from wells; it was advisable to boil it. Light was sup-
plied by candles or by small kerosene lamps no brighter than
candles. The American compound had a generator which gave
electricity till 10:30 P.M., but only to the nearest houses.
Chinese peasants found candles too expensive; they used
home-pressed vegetable oil in tiny jars, with a hanging cotton
wick which gave only enough light to prevent stumbling in
the room. Public halls in Yenan were lit by big oil lamps
hanging from the ceiling; they were bright but fluctuating
and sometimes exploded, causing merriment.

There was no sense of hurry in Yenan. There was a sense
of the ages, of time and space. There was a sense of the earth
and the slow rhythm of the seasons, of the wide, difficult ex-
panse of the Chinese land and the wheeling of the sun above
it. bringing seedtime and harvest. Even in the midst of the
winter battles, people noted the new fall of snow that would
be “good for the crops.”

So Yenan, despite the war, remains in my mind as a haven
of peace. My health is better and I expect to live longer be-
cause of the six months that I spent there. The Chinese com-
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ing to Yenan from Nanking, Peiping, Shanghai also felt, I
noticed, this sense of rest.

When 1 commented to Mao Tse-tung, chairman of the
Chinese Communist Party, about the restfulness of Yenan,
he told me, half-jokingly, to contrast General Chu Teh, com-
mander-in-chief of the “People’s Armies,” with Generalissimo
Chiang Kai-shek. “Both have just celebrated their sixtieth
birthdays. Chiang’s hair is all white but Chu Teh has only a
few gray hairs!”

I took him too seriously. “Yet Chu Teh has led a hard life
in the field,” I added, “while Chiang sits easily in Nanking.”

“I do not think he sits so easily,” dissented Mao with twin-
kling eyes. '

PEOPLE came to Yenan from all the Liberated Areas for
consultation or to make reports. I met people there from
Shantung, North Kiangsu and Manchuria as well as from the
nearer Shansi, Hopei and Chahar. It was for them no half
day’s jaunt, as when one goes from Shanghai to Nanking or
from New York to Washington. It took them weeks, perhaps
months, to make the journey, as once it took Americans to
ride by horse from Maine to Washington. So when they came
it was for no brief interview but for discussions lasting many
days.

A few modern facilities had been brought by the Commu-
nists into this cave-dwelling region: a half dozen jeeps and
trucks that ran on low grade gasoline from a local oil well
and handicraft refinery, a field telephone that jumped Yen
River to important places, a newspaper and a radio to connect
with the world’s life.

The life on Radio Hill was an odd blending of primitive
and modern. In a deep cave at the foot of the cliff a printing
press turned out the Yenan Emancipation Daily on a thick
brownish paper made by handicraft from local grass. Five
hundred feet higher up, by paths that were steep and slippery
in wet weather, the staff of newspaper and radio lived on suc-
cessive ledges, with their aerial wires waving against the sky
high above. The caves were small, barely six by twelve feet in
size, heated poorly by charcoal braziers and lit only by tiny
lamps. _

In these dim caves well educated young people from manv
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lands and knowing many languages monitored the news of
the world. Here sat a youth with ear-phones, taking down
Associated Press reports by the weak light. Near him another
took down United Press. Central News of Nanking—Chiang’s
official agency—was monitored twenty-four hours a day. Only
a fraction of this news could be printed in the limited size of
the Yenan Emancipation Daily, but it was made available in
digests for the Central Committee and for anyone who took
the trouble to know. I could get better world news in Yenan
than in Peiping. There was also radio contact with the regional
governments of the Liberated Areas, and with field headquar-
ters of the various armies all over North China and Man-
churia. The dynamo cherished for this radio was far too
precious to be used for lighting the caves of the radio workers,
or even the cave of Chairman Mao Tse-tung.

THERE was good company on Radio Hill; it attracted in-
tellectuals irresistibly. Everyone there was a personality with
a story. Editor Liao had been diplomatic representative for
the Eighth Route Army in a southern city, with presumable
personal immunity, till one day an official of Chiang’s political
police said to him: ‘““The Generalissimo invites you,” and took
him to jail for several years. Editor Yu was an engineer with
a degree in railway transport; lie was eventually sent to Man-
churia to help run railways. Half a dozen young Chinese ran
the English language broadcast; they had come from overseas,
from Hong Kong, Singapore, Java, and even America, to fight
for their country against the Japanese. Among them was
gentle-mannered Chen Lung, from Java, whom they called
‘““The Dragon,” because that was the English of his name.

Steepness and elevation made Radio Hill a wild region
right in the heart of Yenan. There was a view down three
valleys that was breath-taking on a night of full moon. On
darker nights the hill was inaccessible and dangerous. One
winter night in the dark of the moon Editor Liao’s pet dog
ran out of his cave and disappeared yelping between the cave
and the outdoor toilets, carried away by a wolf into the dark-
ness too swiftly for the sentry to act. I remembered this a year
later when I read how Chiang’s sentries were disappearing on
dark nights right in the heart of Yenan on the wild slopes of
Radio Hill!
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SociaL LIFE in Yenan was friendly and informal. There were
all the familiar recreations—dinners, dancing, card games,
theater—but they had a quality of their own. Dinners com-
monly included fifty or sixty people at several round tables
in one of the mess halls. Jokes were many and laughter hearty.
A virulent liquor, called *beigar,” was served but only in
thimblefuls. In cards some played bridge but more indulged
in a game called “one hundred,” which had two jokers and
was more peppy than bridge. General Chu Teh was a devotee
and had a childlike passion for winning. One of my few sad
moments in Yenan was when he accepted me as partner and
my inexperience made him lose.

The theater had expert actors; its costumes were as gorgeous
as Peiping could show. We saw the classic Chinese opera, short
vaudeville skits known as “Yang-kes” and regular modern
dramas in three acts. The American Army also made its con-
tribution to Yenan recreation. The American Observer, as
social repayment for the dinners and dances to which the
Chinese invited him, showed Hollywood movies that were
sent out for G.I’s. There was an epidemic just then of psy-
chiatric dramas of soul-tortured women. Yenan's notables
stared politely at the uncanny emotional habits of Americans.
Documentaries of World War II came as profound relief.

Nobody dressed up for any of these occasions. Nobody had
a change of clothes. A suit of strong blue cotton of govern-
ment issue was universal wear. It faded to various tones of
gray blue according to length of wear and exposure to weather,
for Yenan had no good dyes. In winter it was replaced by a
cotton-padded suit of similar material. Women wore trousers
as is customary in rural China. Shoes were of heavy cotton,
also padded in winter, with soles of home-grown hemp.

Chief social event of the week was the Saturday night dance,
attended by many of the party leaders. Chinese musical in-
struments mingled with Western, making dance rhythms of
such ancient favorites as “My Old Kentucky Home.” There
were waltzes and two-steps and one-steps and a four-step to
“Yang-ke” music, like a fox-trot but with more swing. People
expressed themselves with easy freedom. Those who wanted
to stamp, stamped; those who wanted to glide, glided. Some
professional Yang-ke dancers of the theater brought the
agility of an acrobat to the floor. Among the leaders of party
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and government the “little devils” who served as orderlies—
what the rest of the world would call coolies—also whirled
gaily. The surroundings were crude but the dancers’ easy
fellowship turned crudities into fun.

Dance hall windows were left open even in winter since
folks danced in the padded clothes they wore everywhere.
Once when they sprinkled the floor to keep down the dust,
water-drops froze near the windows, causing merriment when
the dancers slipped. I recall another occasion when they gave
out peanuts with the admonition: “Throw your shucks behind
your chairs and not on the dancing floor!” The evening
usually ended with a free-for-all “Yang-ke,” a circular folk
dance that went ever faster to a final bang.

Meet, then, three of the leading Communists as they ap-
peared in the Yenan dances. Chou En-lai, chief negotiator
returned from Nanking, danced with the grace of a diplomat.
He was perfection in the waltz. Sometimes a too restrained
perfection; after a dance with him one might like for variety
to take on one of the “Yang-ke” acrobats or the Russian doc-
tor, Orloff, who liked to stamp it, Cossack-style. But Chou-
En-lai was always Number One dancer. His control, his agile
grace—one imagined these qualities in his discussions in Nan-
king.

Liu-Hsiaochi, who next to Mao himself, is the leading
Marxist theoretician, danced with a scientific precision in
which two plus two inevitably made four. But about once in
three dances, when he had begun to seem too arithmetically
exact, he would go in for higher mathematics with a few ex-
citing flings. This is like his writing, which is terse, exact
prose, punctured by an occasional sharp metaphor.

Chu Teh, commander-in-chief of the armies, danced as if
doing his famous “Long March.” He kept a steady one-step
whatever the band played. If you were caught with Chu Teh
when the music gave an enticing waltz, you might glance
longingly at that perfect dancer Chou En-lai, stepping it with
the equally perfect Mrs. Mao Tse-tung. But at the end of the
evening when you were too tired to walk or even stand, you
could still dance with Chu Teh. His rhythm had an effortless,
sturdy persistence that was easier than sitting still.

One word was heard more often than any other in Yenan
conversations. It was “the people, the people.” Always the
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ultimate reference was to the Chinese people, and the people
of the world. “Go among the people.” “Learn from the people.”
“From the people and to the people must be your policy.”
These were the slogans one heard. They seemed to be more
than slogans. Thy seemed to spring naturally from a love
for the Chinese people and a faith in their ultimate victory.

General Chu Teh, for instance, was a military man who had
expressed himself in battles for thirty-five years. Yet when he
sat in his faded blue cotton uniform in front of my cave
discussing the civil war, he based predictions not on arms but
on “the people.”

“Chiang Kai-shek cannot possibly win for there are 450,
000,000 people in China. They keep rising up till they get
democracy. You can’t suppress all of them. . . . We Chinese
people are like the sea. And the Kuomintang—Chiang’s party
—is like a ship. The ship comes, turns the waters and troubles
them. It passes and the waters come together as before. We
Communists are like fish in the sea. We live in it. . . .”

Later he resumed the theme at his four-cave home at Date
Garden while the moon rode peacefully over the Yenan hills.
“For thousands of years the Chinese people have been ruled
by despots. But now they have tasted democracy all over North
China. Now the despots can never win.”
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Chapter 111
: THE CHINESE COMMUNISTS

For twelve years Yenan was the Communists’ chief center
and political experiment-station. But they had no illusions
about the place. Once when I complimented Mao Tse-tung
on the fine climate of “the place he picked”—I like dry cli-
mates—he replied with a bit of banter: “We didn’t pick it.”

Until then I had fallen for the idea that the Communists
had come to Yenan in a kind of triumph, concluding their
famous “Long March.” Of course there was some triumph in
surviving at all and in breaking through Chiang’s troops
and the warlords of ten provinces. But basically the Com-
munists came to Yenan because they were chased out of the
good ricelands in the south and could stay in this northwest
dust-bowl since it was so poor and far-away.

Who are these Communists who so persist and grow in the
rural areas of China? Who set up a new government, yet fly
the same flag that is flown in Nanking? Who maintain their
own armies, yet preach “coalition”? Who proclaim a “New
Democracy,” even a “New Capitalism,” yet call themselves
Communists?

These questions can now be answered with fortunate clarity
because the Communists themselves discussed their history
and policies in considerable detail for two years before their
Seventh Congress in 1945. They came to certain conclusions
about their program and achievements, and also about some
serious mistakes that they don’t intend to repeat. They will
tell you all about it very frankly, including the mistakes. Since
these are the kind of mistakes that Communists have made
and may be making today in other lands, they have more than
a historic interest.

China’s political history, for more than twenty years, has
revolved around the relation of two parties: the Kuomintang
and the Communists. When these two parties cooperated, the
progressive forces of China went from victory to victory, sweep-
ing aside feudal warlords and foreign imperialists alike. When
these two parties split, the Chinese people were plunged into
civil war and chaos.
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It was from Lu Ting-yi, the mild-mannered spectacled chief
of information in Yenan, that I got the fullest analysis of the
Chinese Communist Party’s history. He recounted it in his
excellent English on the terrace in front of my cave, hour
after leisurely hour.

The Chinese Communist Party was born in the revolutionary
upheavals that swept the world at the close of the first World
War. Lu distinguished three periods in its history: The Great
Revolution, begun by united Kuomintang and Communist
forces but broken by the split in 192%; the agrarian revolution
and civil war, which ended with the “Sian incident,” Decem-
ber, 1936; and the period of anti-Japanese resistance, during
which there was a Chinese “national united front.” This
united front was disturbed by armed clashes between Kuo-
mintang and Communist forces from 1939 onward, but was
- not officially broken until March, 1944, with the expulsion of
the Communist diplomatic representatives from Nanking.
With this began a fourth period, the present time of active
civil war.

Leadership, ideas and policies changed during these periods.
“The Communist Party was always heroic,” said Lu, “but
many mistakes were made by the leadership in getting ex-
perience. They were costly mistakes and taught us to avoid
such mistakes later.”

A GENERATION ago the democratic revolution for China was
proclaimed by Dr. Sun Yat-sen. He announced the “Three
People’s Principles”—People’s Nationalism, People’s Democ-
racy, and People’s Livelihood—which at various times were
variously defined. The high tide of his movement was reached
in the decade after the First World War when, under the
strain of the war and the influence of the Russian Revolution,
all forward-driving currents in China combined. The first
trade unions appeared and the first peasants’ unions. The
Chinese Communist Party held its first congress in 1921. In
following years it proposed a united front to Dr. Sun’s party,
the Kuomintang, and became an integral part of it at the
Kuomintang’s first National Congress in January, 1924.

Dr. Sun agreed to the united front because he had become
convinced that his party of patriotic business men and intel-
lectuals could not liberate and modernize China without the
help of the organized workers and peasants. The Communists
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agreed because they held that the first job was to smash feudal
and warlord rule in China and that to do this they must co-
operate with progressive business men. The “Three People’s
Principles” were given a detailed—and radical—definition and
were supplemented by Dr. Sun’s “Three Great Policies”—
friendship with the Soviet Union; cooperation with the Chinese
Communists; promotion of the organization of workers and
peasants.

Success was terrific as long as the combination held together.
Labor unions and peasants’ unions grew with incredible speed.
When the Kuomintang combined their strength with that of
the upper class progressives, it became a first-class fighting
power. Patriots from all China flocked to join the Kuomintang-
Communist alliance in its southern base in Canton. In 1926
the joint revolutionary armies marched north under General
Chiang Kai-shek, their way smoothed by the underground
organizations of workers and peasants set up by the Commu-
nists. Four hundred thousand members of peasants’ unions in
Hunan province alone acted as spies, guides and labor for the
advancing revolutionary troops. Provincial warlords collapsed
with little fighting; peasants’ unions, together with merchants’
associations and trade unions, set up local governments known
as “People’s Power.” In cities along the Yangtze the workers
poured into the “foreign concessions”’—those islands of im-
perialist rule in the heart of the country—and took them back
for the people of China. In Shanghai the organized workers,
led by the Communist Chou En-lai, themselves threw out the
local warlord and turned the city over to Chiang Kai-shek.

The capture of Shanghai brought to a head all frictions that
smouldered under the united front of Communist and Kuo-
mintang. Here China’s strongest trade unions faced her richest
native capitalists and the business firms of foreign powers. To
Chiang Shanghai was rich loot that could make him inde-
pendent of any party. He secured the backing of Shanghai
capitalists and paid for it with a blood purge of the workers
who had given him the city, slaughtering five thousand of
them in Shanghai alone. He threw out a majority of the
Kuomintang Central Executive Committee and reorganized
the party around his personal dictatorship. Then, buttressed
by quick foreign recognition, he set out to exterminate the
Communists.
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The Great Revolution was over. The game of warlord
politics resumed.

THE CHINESE Communists today regret that they submitted
to Chiang so readily in those far off days. They were then
under the leadership of Chen Tu-hsiu, a brilliant Peiping
professor, who was one of the party’s founders and its first
secretary. ‘““The mistake of Chen Tu-hsiu,” said Lu Ting-yi
to me in Yenan, “was his submission to the bourgeoisie, i.e.,
to Chiang’s regime.”

Chiang’s purge of the Communists, Lu explained, began a
full year before that Shanghai massacre. In March, 1926,
Chiang arrested the commander of a naval vessel for being a
Communist and announced that all high officers in the army
who were Communists should be removed from their posts.
That was the time, the Communists think today, to have
made their stand. They had helped so well in organizing the
joint armies that three of Chiang’s four armies were under
Communist influence, while there was some sympathy for
Communists even in the fourth. Chen Tu-hsiu submitted to
Chiang’s purge in the interests of “harmony.” He later sub-
mitted to a similar exclusion of Communists from leading
posts in Kuomintang organizations, many of which these
Communists had organized.

“This submission left us unprepared to resist Chiang’s
bloody massacre later,” stated Lu Ting-yi. “One must know
how to unite with the bourgeoisie on some points while strug-
gling with them on others. Today we unite with Chinese
capitalists against feudalism and foreign imperialism, but we
struggle against the capitalists’ attempts to exploit their work-
ers, and against their tendency to appease feudalism and
foreign imperialism. Chen Tu-hsiu only united but did not
struggle. So the bourgeoisie gained its aims through us, but
thwarted ours.”

A second chance was given the Communists by the “Wuhan
Government,” a coalition in Central China in which more
than half of the Kuomintang's central committee still co-
operated with Communists. But Chen Tu-hsiu “still retreated.”
He allowed workers’ pickets to be disarmed in the Wuhan
cities. When a notorious warlord siezed Changsha, provincial
capital of Hunan, and a hundred thousand peasants besieged
that city, all set to take it over for “our democratic government
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of Wuhan,” Chen Tu-hsiu, under pressure of the Wuhan
government, ordered the peasants to go home. The bewildered
peasants, broken by confusion, were massacred by the war-
lord’s troops.

‘“This retreat of the Communists left the workers and peas-
ants leaderless and made possible the July counter-revolution
in Wuhan,” judged Lu Ting-yi. “Never again will we desert
the workers and farmers when they are ready to fight for

’

‘People’s Power’.

TEN YEARS of civil war was the price the Chinese people paid
for the great split. Chiang’s anti-Communist war became the
excuse for every repression, for jailings, tortures, murders of
all vocal democrats. The corrupt rule of the degenerating
Kuomintang doomed the countryside to banditry, flood and
famine, driving tens of millions of peasants from their homes.
By 1934, China had sixty-five million homeless refugee peas-
ants, according to Professor Charles Hodges, in Asia magazine
—a number half as great as the population of the United
States!

The Communists, however, survived. Their membership
dropped from 50,000 to 10,000 after the storm of Chiang’s first
repressions. Chen Tu-hsiu, discredited, was dropped from the
leadership. Painfully the ranks formed again around new
leaders.

“These made mistakes in the other direction,” said Lu
Ting-yi to me in Yenan. “For many years there were mistakes
of the left.”

The first “leftist” mistake was the launching of uprisings in
isolated cities in winter of 192%7-28, after Chiang’s coup d’état.
The first such uprising, the Canton Commune, is still consid-
ered justified, though it was drowned in blood. “It was a rear-
guard action of the Great Revolution, needed to announce
our program to the people,” said Lu. Later uprisings in
Chiang-policed cities were clearly hopeless, just a bloody waste.

More successful was the movement that began far from the
cities, in the hills of South China, under a new leader, Mao
Tse-tung.

Mao Tse-tung, at this time in his early thirties, was the son
of a Hunan farmer, and one of the founders of the Chinese
Communist Party. When the Communists were bloodily sup-
pressed in the cities, Mao turned to the hungry peasants of
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Hunan. In the spring of 1928 his small band, known as the
“Peasants’ Self-Defense Corps,” met the remnants of the
revolutionary armies under General Chu Teh at the border of
Hunan and Kiangsi. They formed a “Soviet Border District”
of seven counties, with an arsenal and a military training
school. They had three thousand armed men all told, but Mao
had a new idea.

Mao’s idea was that in a country so vast, so chaotic and with
such poor communications as China, the ‘‘democratic revo-
lution” need not conquer the entire country at once. “Armed
bases of the revolution” could be set up most easily in the
hills at the border of two provinces where the spheres of
different warlords overlapped. If these bases won the peasants’
support by giving them land, democratic government and
means of defense against bandits, they might last through
periods of “revolutionary ebb” and could later expand
throughout the nation. Here Mao diverged from the European
pattern of revolution and did his own thinking, based on his
knowledge of China. Borders between countries are fortified
in Europe; they are no place for new regimes to start. In
China, a warlord’s strength decreases as you leave his capital.

By 1930, the Communists held ten such “Border Regions”
on the boundaries of provinces, some of which survived until
they were included in the great “Liberated Areas” of today.
But misfortune arose from another mistake which was known
as the “Li Li-san Line.” The success in the rural districts went
to the head of some of the leaders and they mocked the rural
bases as trivial and unimportant. The time had come,
they said, to take big cities; the revolution was on the upgradel
The Communists took Changsha, capital of Hunan Province,
and talked of taking the Wuhan cities and starting revolts in
Shanghai and Nanking. They “corrected” this policy a few
months later, after they had been dislodged from Changsha
by bombardment from foreign gunboats.

The Communists had advertised themselves beyond their
strength. They paid for it. Foreign governments prodded
Chiang to suppress the Communists, giving him weapons and
military advisers. Chiang was not averse. Within one year,
from autumn of 1930 to 1931, he launched three “extermina-
tion campaigns” against the largest Communist area, that of
Kiangsi, which was under the leadership of Mao Tse-tung and
Chu Teh. Each campaign was larger than the one before;
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Chiang led the third in person with 350,000 men. All these
campaigns failed ingloriously, for the Communists were rooted
in the loyalty of the peasants. Most of Chiang’s soldiers were
also poor peasants, and many of them went over to the
Communists. ,

These hopeful local regimes of the Communists not only
defended themselves but created a peasant democracy. In
January, 1934, they held their second “Congress of Soviets,”
attended by 700 elected deputies from many far-scattered
regions. The representatives were mostly poor peasants, with
- a smaller number of artisans and farmhands, and a few pro-
fessional people and industrial workers. Local governments
made reports on land division, irrigation, schools, sanitation.
One report noted 1,428 cooperative warehouses. Another said
“the hunger of women for education surpasses anything in
our history.”

NEw MIsTAKEs, however, now weakened the Communists.
From 1931 onward, a group known as the “dogmatists” gained
intermittent control of party policy. Many of them had studied
abroad and could quote Marxist theory in overpowering
detail, but their ignorance of China’s practical conditions was
catastrophic. Their policies cost the Communists their Kiangsi
base.

“When we were in Kiangsi, we were offered an alliance with
the Fukien general, Tsai Ting-kai, the hero of Shanghai’s
1932 resistance to Japan,” explained Lu Ting-yi. “He opposed
Chiang’s appeasement of Japan and was willing to cooperate
with us. Our dogmatists were too orthodox to join hands with
‘that bourgeois.” And thus we lost the chance of victory.”

Chiang destroyed the Fukien general’s forces and turned to
encircle the Communists in his fifth and greatest “extermina-
tion campaign.” His strategy was devised by German Nazi
advisers. He mobilized nearly a million men against the Com-
munist districts, sending 400,000 against their Kiangsi base.
He made an encircling blockade and slowly tightened it. The
campaign lasted a year. Kuomintang sources later estimated
that a million Kiangsi peasants had been killed or starved
to death.

The main Communist armies, to the number of go,000,
finally broke the encirclement and began the famous “Long
March,” one of the great marches of all history. Eight thousand
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miles they marched, over some of the world’s roughest coun-
try, taking many women and children along. They zigzagged
east and west, and then swung far around to the north, travers-
ing the entire breadth of China. They crossed eighteen moun-
tain chains and twenty-four large rivers. They marched for
more than a year, with almost daily skirmishes and many
critical battles. Besides defeating or eluding the armies of
Chiang that pursued them, they broke through the armies of
ten provincial warlords, and took in passing 62 cities. They
crossed six territories of aboriginal tribesmen, some of which
had not been penetrated by any Chinese force for a generation.
They traversed great, uninhabited grasslands in the far west.
They performed incredible feats of valor, such as the crossing
of the Tatu River, where 3o volunteers went over, swinging
hand over hand from suspension chains of a dismantled bridge
in the face of machine-gun fire, stormed the guns, and re-
placed the floor of the bridge for the army.*

No Communist now is willing to say that the Long March
was the result of a mistake. It has become too heroic a tradi-
tion for anyone to disavow. But they will tell you that “it
might have been avoided” by correct tactics in Kiangsi. “The
dogmatists indulged in too much positional warfare; with our
present technique of ‘dispersal’ we might have filtered, passed
Chiang’s blockhouses through the hills,” said Lu Ting-yi. They
will tell you of the heavy losses, how the membership of the
Communist Party and the size of its army had reached 800,000
in Kiangsi days, and had sunk to 40,000 by the end of the
Long March. They will tell you that the Long March itself
began with the disastrous strategy of straight line marching
in large masses, easily bombed from the air, and might have
ended in final catastrophe, had not the leadership been
changed after the first three months of the march.

At the historic Tsunyi Conference in January, 1935, held
in the midst of the Long March, the leadership of the “dog-
matists” gave way to that of Mao Tse-tung. “Mao Tse-tung’s
leadership made of the Long March a military miracle and
brought us to Yenan,” said Lu Ting-yi.

Sucu were the heavy losses and the bitter lessons through
which the Chinese Communists came, in October, 1935, to

* For the full account, see Edgar Snow’s Red Star Over China.
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North Shensi on the edge of the Mongolian deserts, and
began to build again in a barren land. They had left the rich,
moist soil of the south that gave two crops a year. They had
come to the “badlands,” where peasants wrung a bitter living
from an arid climate and an eroded soil. Every three years
there was a small famine. The great famine of 1928-30, not
long since over, had slain three to six million people, and
left a heritage of waste land and banditry. In such a territory,
the newcomers tried out their policies under the hardest pos-
sible test conditions, developing the forms of economic and
political life that later were to spread from Yenan to the sea.

They made North Shensi blossom. By land reform, produc-
tion drives, and other methods, they doubled the cultivated
area and doubled the crops. They developed small industries
and cooperatives. They increased primary schools seventeen
fold. They established the first secondary schools, the first
university, the first hospitals. They devised a system of voting
by which even illiterate farmhands might express their will.
They created here their unique, partly self-supporting govern-
ment and army.

It was done in endless war with the desert. It was done
against the age-old apathy of peasants who had repeatedly
failed. It was done against a blockade maintained by Chiang
Kai-shek and under occasional armed attack by both Chiang
and Japan. Under such conditions was the new pattern of
life and of government made.

A YEAR after the Communists established themselves in
Yenan, the nine years of civil war were ended by the “Sian
Incident.” Chiang Kai-shek, going to Sian to force his generals
into another expedition against the Communists at a time
when all China flamed with desire for a united resistance to
Japan, was forcibly detained by officers of his own armies. He
was only set free after negotiations in which people of many
persuasions took part. The most important factor in freeing
him was the fact that the Communists sent Chou En-lai to
Sian to urge Chiang’s release—that same Chou En-lai who had
once given Shanghai to Chiang, and on whose head Chiang
had afterwards put a price.

“Don’t you ever feel that you made a mistake in setting
Chiang free in Sian?” I asked of Lu Ting-yi in 1947, while
Chiang’s bombs were falling on Yenan.
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“No,” he replied, “it was the only way in which China could
have been united against Japan.”

Chiang’s release in Sian through Communist intercession
led directly to a wide Chinese unity against the invader, Japan.
This unity was never absolute, but it continued in some degree
for nearly ten years.

It was during these years, in distant, primitive Yenan,
among some of the most backward peasants of China, that the
policies of the Communists became completely integrated with
the needs of the Chinese countryside. Here Mao Tse-tung
developed his theses on the ‘“New Democracy,” the basis of all
Chinese Communist policies today.

Mao’s “New Democracy” was written in 1940 to answer the
pessimism that grew among Chinese patriots when so many
Kuomintang generals and leaders turned traitor. Mao declared
that, despite all traitors, the Chinese people would win the
victory, both in their war against Japan and in their demo-
cratic revolution. He analyzed the road to victory, and the
kind of government that could best lead the Chinese people
to victory and to prosperity after the war. Not the Kuomintang
dictatorship, not a Communist-led dictatorship of the prole-
tariat, not the forms of “bourgeois democracy” copied from
the west, but a “New Democracy,” a coalition government of
all revolutionary classes, led by the Communist Party, i.e.,
workers, farmers, petty bourgeoisie and even such capitalists
as opposed feudalism and foreign imperialism.

The “New Democracy” marked a turning point in China’s
revolutionary thinking and influenced the revolutionary
thought of the world. After five years of testing, its theses
were expanded in Mao Tse-tung’s report to the Seventh Party
Congress in April, 1945, which was published in China under
the title On Coalition Government, and in the United States as
The Fight for a New China. Mao stated then with confidence,
“In the entire period of the bourgeois democratic revolution,
in a period of several dozens of years, our general program
of new democracy will remain unchanged ” The Marxist line
for China was established; it had its theoretical base, its practi-
cal experience, its program for the years to come.

They called the Congress the “Congress of Unity and Vic-
tory,” though unity with the Kuomintang was becoming less
dependable, and the final victory over Japan had not yet come.
“There was a great sense of unity and victory,” explained Lu
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Ting-yi, “because more than a million comrades, separated by
many lines of battle, had been able to think their way through
to a joint estimate of their past experience and their future
path.” In preparation for the Congress, there had been two
years of discussion of Party history and policy in all the far-
flung Party organizations beyond the battlefronts. They had
digested their history and learned from their mistakes. For the
first time, Mao Tse-tung was formally elected chairman, though
he had been acknowledged leader and chief for many years.

At the risk of oversimplification, I shall try to give, in a few
words, the platform the Chinese Communists then adopted.

1. China is today a semi-feudal, semi-colonial country. Her
people’s goal today is not the Socialist revolution but to secure
national independence from foreign imperialism, to smash
feudalism and establish modern industry under forms of capi-.
talism and democracy. But since China’s democratic revolu-
tion comes late in world history, when world capitalism is
declining while Socialism has been established in the U.S.S.R.
and is being approached in many parts of Europe, China's
capitalism and democracy will not copy the forms of the rest
but take new forms. _

2. The democratic revolution will not be led by the bour-
geoisie as it was in Western lands. Nor will there be at present
a dictatorship of the proletariat, as in the U.S.S.R. The demo-
cratic revolution in China will be led by the working class,
with the peasantry as the main force, and with the participa-
tion of progressive people of many classes: the middle dass of
the small towns, the progressive bourgeoisie, and even “for-
ward-looking landlords.” There must be a correct approach
to all these classes, to bring about the democratic revolution
with the least cost and pain.

3. “Land to the Tiller” is the basic economic program. No
economic progress can begin until the soil-tiller is freed from
crushing rents, taxes and feudal exactions. Feudalism on the
land must be smashed.

4. Capitalist enterprise must be encouraged to break down
feudalism and to develop industrial production rapidly. But
private monopoly capital will not be allowed to develop.
There must be a “new capitalism” encouraging all forms of
productive enterprise—private, cooperative and public—with
collective agreements between workers and management. Be-
cause of the general decline of world capitalism and the weak:
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ness of Chinese capitalists in particular, and because of the
existence of a strong Communist Party and an organized work-
ing class, one need not fear that this capitalism will develop
beyond the powers of the workers to control it.

5. Since China is very large and under pressure of different
feudal and imperialist interests, her economic and political
development will be uneven. Hence the growth of her demo-
cratic revolution will be uneven. Nationwide victory will
follow a zigzag path. But democratic areas can be established
in part of the country from which the democratic revolution
will spread.

6. All the feudal forces of China, assisted by foreign powers
which wish to exploit China will attack such democratic areas.
But the areas can be successfully defended and extended. An
army of a new type is needed for this, closely integrated with
the people. A strategy of a new type is also needed, relying
fully on the people and organizing them, disintegrating the
enemy forces partly by arms and partly by winning over the
common soldiers.

7. The Communist Party represents especially the working
class and the poor farmers; most of its membership consists of
peasant soldiers. But other classes than these share in creating
the new democracy. Hence the Communists should restrict
themselves to not more than one-third of the government posts,
leaving the other two-thirds to representatives of other progres-
sive classes. In this coalition, the Communists should seek
leadership not by superior force, nor by political pressure, but
by correctly analyzing the people’s needs and securing general
agreement. For this their weapon is their command of Marxist
analysis. Policy must be “from the people and to the people.”
This does not mean that the Party merely echoes the people,
but that it keeps close to the people, analyzes what they want
and tells them how to get it. Democracy must be based not on
passive approval through the ballot but on the energetic initia-
tive of the people.

Such was the platform the Chinese Communists developed
through 25 years of struggle, through many losses and many
victories. Such are the policies by which they have grown today
—at the end of 1948—to a party of remarkable maturity and
unity, with more than 8,000,000 members, controlling most of
North China and Manchuria from the Mongolian deserts to
the Yangtze. '
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Chapter IV
MAO TSE-TUNG

In a cave on a Yenan hillside looking down a dusty valley
which infinite human labor turned at some seasons partly
green, lived Mao Tse-tung, one of Asia’s most notable leaders
and thinkers. For twenty years he had lived blockaded, shut
off from the world by battle fronts of foreign and civil wars.
From this seeming isolation, deep in the heart of China’s rural
areas, the thought of Mao Tse-tung shaped the Chinese Revo-
lution. Today one hundred and seventy million people in
North China and Manchuria recognize government on a
pattern Mao designed.

Mao Tse-tung is a legend all over China far beyond the
“Liberated Areas,” among illiterate peasants who combine his
name with Chu Teh’s, speaking of “Chu-Mao.” On the famous
Mount Omei, where Chiang Kai-shek went for summer rest
from Chungking, farmers revealed their rifles to an American
whom they trusted, saying: “When the time comes, we are
ready. Life is better under Chu-Mao.” There were no Com-
munists among them. Wherever peasants feel unbearably op-
pressed by landlords, bureaucrats and warlords, the hopeful
legend runs of Mao Tse-tung.

From his distant cave, Mao Tse-tung has become a world
figure. His theses on “Protracted War” became accepted for-
mulas among American and other military experts, many of
whom never knew whence they came. His theses on “New
Democracy” not only devised new forms of government for
China but may have influenced the similar forms that appeared
five years later in Eastern Europe. His analysis of China’s
revolution is studied eagerly in the colonial lands of South-
east Asia. In fact, Marxists all over the world agree that in
order to understand the modern problems of Asia, it is neces-
sary to study Mao’s thought.

““Mao’s great achievement has been the application of Marx-
ist thinking to Chinese problems,” said Liu Hsiao-chi, whom
the Chinese considered their second ablest Marxist. “Not only

30



has Mao applied Marxist methods to solve the practical prob-
lems of China but he has popularized Marxism as a method
for the Chinese people to use. On every kind of problem—the
nation, the peasants, strategy, the construction of the Party,
literature and culture, finance and economy, methods of work,
philosophy—Mao has applied Marxist principles to new con-
ditions and given those principles a new development. He is
the first Marxist in Asia to succeed in doing so.”

Like everyone else in Yenan, Mao Tse-tung lived in a cave.
He changed his residence often, perhaps for convenience of
new work, or because of the danger that might threaten him
as China’s Number One Communist. When Chiang’s first
bombs fell on Yenan in August, 1946, during my first visit,
they fell not far from the cave in which Mao had lived a
fortnight earlier. Most of Yenan’s people thought the bombs
had been aimed at “the chairman.” Except for this occasional
change of residence, Mao went about Yenan informally, with-
out concern.

My first interview with him was postponed by the rising of
Yenan River because of a morning shower. The following day
the river subsided and I went to Mao’s home by auto-truck,
slithering down the steep bank, bumping over boulders in the
water, climbing the far shore at a dangerous angle and passing
the gate into “Yang Family Village,” the narrow ravine where
the headquarters of the Central Committee was located. We
dismounted a short distance up the ravine, climbed a steep
path between corn-stalks and tomato vines, and came to a
ledge from which a score of caves opened.

Four of these caves, set close among the neighbors, were the
home of Chairman Mao.

Mao Tse-tung is a large man, loose-limbed, with the slow
massive but easy movements of a middle-western farmer. His
round, rather flattish face has a placid reserve that lights into
vivid humor when he smiles. Under his shock of thick black
hair, a powerful head and searching eyes indicate an active
penetrating mind that little escapes. He has an elemental
vitality directed by a deep but mobile intellectuality. He wore
the usual suit of dark blue cotton. There was no haste or rest-
lessness in his manner but a very poised friendliness.

We sat on the flat clay terrace under an apple tree while
the late afternoon wore on and sunset glorified the jagged
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hills. Mao’s fascinating, dark-haired wife sat beside us for a
time and then went in to arrange a meal. Their small daugh-
ter, in a dress of bright figured cotton, played around her
father’s knee, climbed into his lap, received his caresses and
came over to give her hand to the visitor, her shyness overcome
by curiosity.

In the early part of the conversation I noticed a movement
in the grass higher up the hill, some fifty feet above Mao’s
caves. “Who is up there?” I asked, thinking how easily a bomb
could be dropped on our terrace and wondering if there were
guards above protecting the Chairman’s home.

“Just another family,” replied Mao. “Their children are
curious about my foreign guest.”

Seldom have I seen a man so happily and sociably set in his
environment. Living like a peasant, he did not even demand
the privacy that most intellectuals think necessary for their
work. What privacy he needed was given by the respect in
which his neighbors held him. The children above peeped
down but made no noise. Even Mao’s little daughter had a
disciplined sense of what she might do during his interviews.
She clung or played about him quietly, but undemanding,
while he gave his mind to our talk.

The conversation ran easily. Lu Ting-yi interpreted so
quickly and unobtrusively that I was not conscious of the
barrier of different speech. Mao questioned me in detail about
America. I found that on many American events he was better
informed than I. He had read many recent American books
and pamphlets. This was surprising because for twenty years
there has not even been a postal system to connect him with
the world. But he planned the smuggling in of knowledge as
carefully as he planned the strategy of war. The information
collected for him from tiny receivers in the radio caves that
monitored the news, was surprisingly complete. He used his
brief contact with the world through the American Army
Liaison Group to bring in books from many lands. When for-
eign wvisitors came to Yenan, they were invited to tell about
their respective countries.

Mao answered questions directly and practically.

“How shall I explain to Americans what you are fighting
for?” I asked, expecting some statement of ideology.

“Chiang’s troops come to kill peaceful people and these

82



people defend themselves in order to live,” he replied, adding
with a twinkle: “Even Americans should understand that.”

“How long can you keep on fighting?”

“Of our own desire we would not fight even a day. But we
can fight as long as there is fighting to be done. We have
fought twenty years; if need be, we can fight another twenty.”

It was a delicious meal that Mrs. Mao set before us, much of
it from the ripe tomatoes, onions, beans and peppers that grew
in the hillside garden. Mao, a Hunanese, loves hot pepper in
. his food. For dessert there was ‘“eight treasures rice,” rice

sweetened with “eight delicacies.” In this case there were four:
peanuts, walnuts, plums from Mao’s garden, and dates from
“Date Garden” upriver.

“The rice is not grown in Yenan County but we grow it in
this Border Region over near the Yellow River,” commented
Mao. “We southerners found the northern millet diet difficult
when we came here twelve years ago. We longed for our native
rice. Finally we found a place in one of our lower, warmer
valleys where rice can be successfully grown.”

Mao TSe-TUNG was born in 1893, in a village in Hunan, the
province that is the heart of south China. His father was a
poor peasant who served many years as a soldier but who, in
Mao’s childhood, had been able to buy two and a half acres
of land. Later he prospered enough to give his son an edu-
cation.

The family was conservative and religious. At a Yenan
dinner party I heard Judge Chen Ching-kun say to Mao that
it was edd that a man of his—the judge’s—conservative past
should be cooperating with Communists. “That’s nothing,”
retorted Mao. “I was brought up a Buddhist!”

Young Mao, as a school-boy, saw a revolt of starving people
in Changsha, the provincial capital. It was suppressed and the
leaders publicly beheaded. Later there was armed conflict
between landlords and peasants in Mao’s own county; the
courts helped the landlords suppress the farmers. Still later
the boy saw starving farmers seize rice successfully from land-
lords. This turmoil of hungry farmers impressed the young
Mao as he grew.

In early student days he had the snobbishness of the intel-
lectual, and nowhere are scholars more ‘“‘superior” than in
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China. Mao later told the writers’ congress in Yenan how
embarrassed he used to feel when he.carried his luggage on
a bamboo pole in front of other students “who could not bear
the weight of anything on their shoulders or carry anything
in their hands.” He felt himself half-student, half-peasant, and
it irked him.

“I felt that the cleanest people in the world were the intel-
lectuals,” Mao confessed, recalling those youthful days. “Work-
ers, peasants, soldiers—these were dirty people. I was willing
to borrow the clothing of students but not of workers.” Later,
when Mao had lived and worked among farmers, soldiers and
workers, he experienced an inner revolution and came to feel
that “the cleanest people in the world are the workers and
peasants. . . . Even though their hands might be black and
their legs plastered with cow-dung, they are still cleaner than
the bourgeoisie.” Mao, today, will entertain a louseridden
peasant overnight in his cave and not give it a thought. It is
an attitude he recommends to those who would work among
Chinese peasants.

Mao was a man of twenty-six when he became a Marxist.
He was active in the Peking students’ movement—that famous
May Fourth Movement that overthrew a traitor cabinet and
blocked Japan’s Twenty-One Demands in 1919. Young Chinese
intellectuals in those days were enthusiasts for the recent
Russian Revolution. They also felt the power of their own
upsurge against Japan, which had aroused workers, merchants
and farmers. Students were no longer aloof; they were a fer-
ment among all social classes. Under the impact of such forces
was formed the mind of Mao Tse-tung.

At the same time—1920—Mao married. He was one of those
first students who broke the tradition of centuries, refusing
the wife his parents had chosen, and taking his own bride, a
fellow student named Yang Kai-hui. Their marriage and ten
years of married life were celebrated as the “ideal romance”
by young radicals of Hunan. Mao’s wife was murdered in 1930,
together with his sister, by a Hunan warlord who gave
allegiance to Chiang Kai-shek.

The first years of Mao’s personal romance were also the
happy years of honeymoon of the Kuomintang and Commu-
nists. How close was that union is shown by the jobs the young
Mao held in both parties at the same time. He attended the
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first national congress of the Communist Party in 1921 and was
a delegate to the first National Congress of the Kuomintang
in 1924. The Kuomintang made him a member of its Shanghai
Bureau, and later editor of its political weekly, and still later,
chief of its propaganda department in charge of training all
the farmer organizers. Mao and his young bride had all that
China offered of high-speed, successful living in those swift
years before the Kuomintang—changed overnight—butchered
the wife and put a price of a quarter of a million silver dollars
on Mao’s head.

In January, 1927, in the last months of the “Great Revolu-
tion,” only a few months before the final split, Mao was sent
to Hunan, his home province, to report on the “Farmer’s
Unions” that were seizing power. He inspected five counties
and wrote a short report that was buried in two obscure bul-
letins. Chen Tu-hsiu, then chief of the Communist Party, called
Mao a hot-head for it and pulled him out of Hunan. The
Farmers’ Unions thought differently; they elected Mao presi-
dent of the All-China Farmers’ Union, an organization of
tremendous numbers that was soon to be suppressed.

Those thirty-two days spent by Mao studying the Hunan
farmers may have in the end a more lasting effect on China’s
history than Chiang’s seizure of power in Nanking which took
place a few months later. It was there Mao Tse-tung had a
vision of the organizing genius of the Chinese farmers. His
report, rescued from those obscure bulletins, is a classic today.

“In four months an unprecedented revolution was staged,”
he wrote. “The centuries-old privilege of the feudal landlords
was shattered and the farmers’ unions became the sole power.

. . What Dr. Sun Yat-sen tried but failed to accomplish in
forty years of revolutionary struggle is done by the farmers
in a few months.” Mao brushed aside the criticism—concurred
in by Chen Tu-hsiu, his party leader—that the farmers “went
too far.” “Revolution is not an invitation to a banquet . . .
a drawing of a picture or the making of a piece of embroidery
that can be undertaken at leisure,” he wrote. “It is a revolt!”
Mao saw ‘“the democratic forces in the rural districts over-
throwing the feudal power.” He never forgot it. That vision
became the basis of his future life and work.

The “line of Mao Tse-tung” developed slowly. If his first
enthusiasm for the farmers’ governments was repudiated as
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extreme by Chen Tu-hsiu, the slowly growing rural govern-
ments Mao later organized in south China were disdained
as “‘too trivial” by the adventurous Li Li-san. The bitter test
of the Long March raised Mao Tse-tung to leadership. In his
twelve Yenan years, his stature steadily grew. It was here he
developed the body of thought that made him known in China
and the world. When he was finally elected chairman of the
Chinese Communist Party at its Seventh Congress in 1945,
many former leaders were so discredited by the two years’ party
discussion of past history that they would have gone down to
permanent disgrace, had not Mao intervened to save his
former antagonists.

“Those comrades who have made mistakes,” he said, “no
matter how grievous and costly, if they admit their mistakes
honestly and if they have analyzed the mistakes and learned
from them, are better leaders than men who are untried.” It
was the statement of a leader who knew how to create political
unity out of strong men who had held, and fought for, diver-
gent views.

Mao 1s not only a great political leader. He is a man of wide
education who can meet with scholars anywhere. He is accom-
plished in the Chinese classics and a discriminating lover of
the Chinese opera. He quotes readily from ancient literature
and just as readily from old peasant proverbs. He also moves
easily among the philosophers of the West, from the early
Greeks down to the present day.

Mao is a poet of no mean ability, though he has little time
to indulge this talent. On his airplane trip to Chungking in
1945—the only time in twenty years that he went outside his
blockaded area—he composed a poem on China that aston-
ished the literati by its beauty and power.* Chungking intel-
lectuals had expected some uncouth agitator from the caves
of the northwest; they met a man whose philosophic grasp and
literary style was beyond their own.

Mao seems able to make his profound knowledge available
in very simple words. In a famous speech at the inaugural of
the party school he gave a short explanation of the sources and
kinds of human knowledge—that most abstruse subject of

* This poem, “The Snow,” was reprinted in Aasses & Mainstream.
January, 1949.
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philosophy—in words that a peasant could have understood.
He brightens even Marxism with sharp metaphor, and his
phrases become proverbs.

In his attack on dogmatism, for instance, Mao compared
Marxist theory to an arrow which “must be shot at the target
of the Chinese Revolution.”

“We must shoot the arrow with an aim. . . . Some com-
rades shoot the arrow without an aim and they do the revo-
lution a great deal of harm. ... Other people take the arrow
and admire it but refrain from shooting, and these are curio-
admirers who have practically no connection with the Revo-
lution. . . .

“We study Marxism-Leninism not because of its good
looks, nor because there is any magic in it, as if it were a
kind of charm to cast out devils. . . . It has neither good
looks nor magic; it is only very useful. . . . There are people
who think it is a sort of charm with which one can easily
cure any disease. Those who take it as dogma are that kind
of people. We ought to tell them that their dogmas are more
useless than cow-dung. For dung can. be used as fertilizer,
while dogmas cannot.”

In attacking the self-conceit of students, to which Chinese
intellectuals have always been especially prone, Mao told
them:

“Books have no legs; they can be opened and shut at will.
To read books is the easiest job in the world. It is much
easter than cooking a meal or slaughtering a pig. For when
you want to catch hold of the pig, he will run; when you
slaughter him, he will squeal, while the book on the table
neither runs nor squeals but lets you handle it as you
like. . . . So I wish those who have only book knowledge
and no practical experience would be more humble.”

In discussing criticism, Mao said:

“Criticism is done as a doctor treats his patients, for the
purpose of curing the disease and not of killing the patient.
... To attempt to kill him at one stroke or by beating him
all over is no way to do.”

All the stock questions usually asked of Communists have
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been asked many times of Mao Tse-tung. Usually he makes
a fresh, unexpected answer. Editor Yu, who often acted as
Mao’s interpreter, told me of the American who came all the
way to Yenan to convince Mao that Communism is a religion.
He had argued the point in Nanking with Chou En-lai and
other Communists, who told him: “No, it is a science.” Un-
satisfied, he sought the fountain-head.

As they jolted over Yen River, the pilgrim bragged to Yu:
“You'll see how I'll convince your chairman.”

The ‘“‘convincing of Mao” took only fifteen minutes. The
visitor explained his views and paused for breath. Instead of
arguing against him, Mao replied: “You can call it a religion
if you like, the religion of serving the people.” The man went
home delighted with a brand-new slogan. Mao is one of the
few Communists anywhere who would have made such an
answer. His study of many philosophies and perhaps the poet
in him, gives him a sense of the many human meanings there
may be in a single word. He also knows when it is useful to
argue over definitions and when it is not.

Mao’s pIRECT speech, wide range of knowledge and poetic
imagery make his conversation the most stimulating I have
ever known. His mind swept easily over the world, with calm
clarity, including many lands and epochs in his view. I have
never met a man whose speech was at the same time so exact
and so full of poetry.

In speaking of the American weapons captured from
Chiang’s troops he called them a “blood transfusion—from
America to Chiang, from Chiang to us.” In speaking of Amer-
ican imperialism, he said: “It becomes lonely. So many of its
friends are dead or ill. Even penicillin will not cure them.”

Many of Mao’s metaphors originate, I think, in the give
and take of conversation, and are later, after some testing and
working over, incorporated in his writings. I think the meta-
phor of the “paper tiger,” which he later used in a widely
quoted article, originated in that first interview he gave me.
“Reactionary rulers,” he said, “are paper tigers. Terrible to
look at, but melting when the rains come.”

The word “paper tiger” seemed to strike him; he stopped
to be sure that I got its exact flavor. Lu Ting-yi, who was
translating, gave the word as ‘“scare-crow.” Mao halted the
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talk and asked Lu what a scare-crow was. Then he refused
the word. A paper tiger, he said, was not something dead
stuck in a field. It scares not crows but children. It is made
to look like a dangerous beast. But it is really only pressed
paper which softens when damp.

After this explanation Mao continued, using the words
“paper tiger” in English, laughing at his own pronunciation.
Before the February Revolution in Russia, he said, the czar
looked strong and terrible. But a February storm washed him
away. Hitler also was washed down by the storms of history.
So were the Japanese imperialists. They were paper tigers, all.

“Chiang-Kai-shek—paper tiger,” said Mao in English, laugh-
ing. ,
“Wait a moment,” I interrupted. “I am a reporter. Do 1
write that Mao Tse-tung calls Chiang a paper tiger?”

“Not just in those words,” Mao replied, still laughing. Then
he added, mincing his words like a child who has decided to
be very correct and proper: ‘“You may say that if Chiang
supports the people’s interests, he is an iron tiger. If he de-
serts the people and launches war against them—which is just
what he is doing now—he is a paper tiger and the rains will
wash him away.”

We talked on over fresh tea-cups till the night grew late
and Mrs. Mao had long since put the small daughter to bed
in the adjoining cave. Then the chairman and his wife accom-
panied me down the hillside, with a kerosene lantern to show
the uneven path. We came to the narrow road where the auto
truck waited. Goodbyes were said. They stood on the hill
watching as my truck jolted downward and splashed into the
bed of Yen River. Bright, very bright were the stars over the
wild, dark Yenan hills.
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Chapter V
YENAN FIGHTS TO THE SEA

The Japanese war gave the Chinese Communists the chance
to take North China and Manchuria. This was historic irony
for the Japanese said that they came to save China from the
Communists. But the Communist areas grew by fighting
Japanese.

When the Japanese war began the Communists had only
a barren territory in the northwest, some 83,000 square miles
with a million and a half people. When it ended they had
more than eight hundred thousand square miles of territory
with 140,000,000 people. Their lands grew twentyfold and
their population nearly one hundredfold. They grew by or-
ganizing the people’s resistance. '

This was not what Chiang Kai-shek expected. He had little
faith that any Chinese force could resist Japan. For ten years
(from 1927-37), he appeased Japan and fought the Chinese
Communists instead, in the name of ‘“unifying the nation.”
He finally declared war against Japan in 1987, only under
tremendous popular pressure, when Japan had already deeply
invaded China. Then the national unity he had vainly sought
by conquest came at once, as Chinese of all persuasions rallied
against the invader.

The Communist forces of General Chu Teh were reorgan-
ized as the Eighth Route Army of the National Government,
and ordered to the front in north Shansi. Chiang gave them
the job of penetrating the enemy rear and fighting the Japa-
nese in territory from which his regular troops had fled in
rout. He expected the Communists to be annihilated. From his
view it was their proper fate. There was irony in that, too,
for the Communist areas grew by fighting, while Chiang, for
lack of fighting, declined to a provincial warlord of Szech-
wan.

Japan’s first defeat in China was suffered at the hands of the
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Communists in Pinghsing Pass, in north Shansi. This battle,
though Chiang never gave it credit, saved Chiang's\capital
Nanking from premature encirclement and preserved him' a
line of retreat to the interior. Japan’'s strategy, in the first
days of war, was to drive south by the three great north-south
railways into the Yangtze Valley, and at the same time take
Shanghai, thus catching Nanking in a sack. But as the Japa-
nese moved south into Shansi highlands, the fast-hitting
Eighth Route lads under Lin Piao struck them from the gliffs
in surprise attack. The Japanese debacle here forced Japan
to relieve these Shansi forces by diverting troops from the
Peiping-Hankow drive. This saved Hankow for a year, long
enough for it to serve Chiang’s government as a base when
Nanking finally fell.

The importance of that Pinghsing victory to the local farm-
ers was that they learned that the Japanese could be defeated
“if you fought correctly.” The tale was told long after to my
friend, Sidney Rittenberg, by a ploughman who took part in
the famous battle.

“When the Japs came into our area my chum and I talked it
over and decided that we’d have to resist. But how? Without
rifles or any weapons? We met an Eighth Route soldier and
went into the woods for a talk. Then we saw a Jap officer and
seven soldiers coming towards us across the meadow, search-
ing everywhere. My friend and I began to shake all over.”

At this point in his tale the ploughman began to act as in
a drama, knees shaking, hands fluttering, head wobbling from
side to side. Then he grew still and continued: “The Eighth
Route soldier said: ‘Take it easy, take it easy. If you run
they’re sure to see you. Wait and see what they will do.’

“We waited and the Japs came straight towards us. The
soldier said: ‘Let’s go into that cabin.” There was an empty
hut in a clearing near by. We went inside and the soldier sat
quiet but my friend and I looked through the broken paper
in the window. My chum whispered: ‘Old gentleman in
heaven, they are coming right here. We are all lost eggs.
Maybe we can run out the back door and get away.’

“‘Take it easy,’ said the soldier. ‘Keep still.’

“He took a grenade out of his belt and pulled the pin but
kept his thumb on the safety catch. I thought he’s going to
blow us all up so we won’t be tortured by the Japs. We trem-
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bled and expected death. ‘Keep quiet,’” he said, ‘and see how
we fight’

“Then suddenly that Jap officer was right in the door with
the seven soldiers behind him. The Eighth Route soldier
tossed the grenade through the door right under their feet.
And boom! we had seven new rifles! With those rifles my
chum and I and five more villagers went with the Eighth
Route into the battle of Pinghsing Pass.”

The ecstasy of farmers who found that they could fight back
against the invaders was the force that carried the Commu-
nist-led armies from Yenan to the sea.

I visitep Chu Teh’s headquarters in Shansi in January,
1938, in the seventh month of the war of resistance to Japan.

“We believe that the hope of saving China lies largely in
the mobile units of North China,” he told me. “We will keep
Japan from consolidating her gains and from using North
China as a base against the rest of the country. We are proud
to be the Generalissimo’s most obedient army!” That held as
long as he was ordered to fight the invading Japanese.

Even at that time, in the first year of the war, when Chiang
Kai-shek had been driven from Nanking and had fallen back
on Hankow, the Communist-led troops had restored Chinese
local governments in several dozen counties behind the Japa-
nese lines, and were beginning to expand into what later
became great “Liberated Areas.” These areas grew not quietly
in orderly country, but in war-torn provinces, ravaged by both
bandits and invaders. When a small disciplined force pene-
trated such areas with a method of successful fighting and a
clear political program, it quickly multiplied to many times
its original size.

Take the story of Commissar Li Ching-yu, which I had from
his own lips after the war was over. He was sent into South
Hopei early in the war with a band of eight hundred armed
men. Within a year he had twenty thousand armed men and
had driven the Japanese-appointed governments from thirty
counties, substituting local Chinese governments chosen by
the farmers and the troops.

How did Commissar Li perform this miracle?

“I found five kinds of armed bands all fighting each other,”
he explained. “There were defeated Kuomintang troops,
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newly organized puppets, some Japanese, some bandits and
some local farmers’ bands who tried to defend their villages.
We set out to create order in this chaos. We sent delegations
to all armed forces except those openly serving the Japanese.
If they accepted our program, we gave them training and they
became our troops. Some refused our program and went over
to the puppets, getting arms from the Japanese. These we
fought and disarmed.”

The farmer’s side of this picture was given by a village boy
in Shantung, who became Militiaman Kuo.

“My father organized to defend our village against bandits.
Ten men began but fifty more joined suddenly when the
bandits came and folks saw that we would resist. . . . Then
we heard that the Eighth Route was in the next county and
offered training. We were suspicious at first, fearing they
would draft our boys by force as other armies did. So we sent
half a dozen at first, and when these came back all right, we
sent others. Then the training period grew from a week to a
month and we began to trust the Eighth Route and they
helped us get arms.” By the end of the war with Japan, young
Kuo was a famous militiaman, commanding twenty-five hun-
dred militiamen of Shantung.

THE POLITICAL program was as vital as the military. “It was
not enough to urge folk to resist Japan,” explained Commissar
Li. “Farmhands and half-starved share-croppers thought only
how to get food. We set out to improve their livelihood.”

Li’'s organizers. went into stables where farmhands slept
and learned their troubles. They worked all day in the fields
and guarded their master’s property all night for a wage of
two or three hundred pounds of grain per year. This did not
even feed the man himself properly, much less a family. Farm-
hands’ Unions were organized, protected by the army, and the
wage rose to eight hundred pounds of grain, which could feed
a man and wife. Collective agreements gave farmhands occa-
sional days off to visit village fairs and “wine to comfort
them” when they dug out the human offal from the toilets
for fertilizer. Such homely improvements of life gave farm-
hands something to fight for. Li similarly organized share-
croppers’ unions and got the rents reduced.

Soon these local farmers were electing “people’s govern-
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ments’ which they willingly defended with their lives. Li’s
thirty liberated counties were only one area among dozens
that were similarly liberated by the Communist-led troops.

While the Eighth Route Army thus expanded across North
China, a similar army, known as the New Fourth, was formed
on the Lower Yangtze, and commissioned — originally — by
Chiang Kai-shek. Its exploits were spectacular and its tasks
hazardous, for it operated among some of the heaviest Japa-
nese concentrations in China. This army regularly raided the
Shanghai-Nanking Railway; in autumn of 1938 it hoisted the
Chinese flag over a Japanese airfield within sight of Shanghai.
The people called this army “world army number one” and
“soldiers of God.” They had a saying: “As in lettuce you eat
the heart, so if you join an army, join the Fourth.” This was
reported by Lieutenant Colonel Evans F. Carlson (later Brig-
adier General), commander of the famous ‘“Carlson’s Raid-
ers” in the South Pacific, who visited the New Fourth in 1940.

By the end of 1940, the Communist-led armies had multi-
plied from an original 45,000 authorized by Chiang to half a
million men. Their “Liberated Areas,” beginning as small
islands of resistance in a sea of Japanese invaders, had grown
until they touched each other, making continuous contact
across North China, striking across Japanese-held railways
and isolating Japanese troops in their fortress-cities. So
amazing were their successes with such slender means of war
that one is driven to ask what might have been achieved if
the larger, better armed forces of Chiang’s central government
had fought with a similar zeal. It seems possible that Mao
Tse-tung was right, that China alone could have worn down
Japan, thus preventing her later assault on the United States
at Pearl Harbor.

Chiang’s generals, far from emulating these Communist
successes, bitterly opposed the “‘unruly expansion” of the Com-
munists. They tried to disband or weaken the Communist-led
forces. A three-cornered war developed. Some fifty of Chiang’s
generals at the front went over to the Japanese openly, in
order to fight the Chinese Communists with Japanese money
and supplies. They were encouraged from Chungking; it was
called “beating the enemy by curved line method.” High of-
ficials of Chiang’s government fled to Nanking and set up a
puppet government there. Deadly phrases were whispered
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around Chungking: “Japanese are only lice on the body of
China but Communism is a disease of the heart.”’*

Armed clashes between Kuomintang and Communist forces
increased from 1939 onward, the Kuomintang generals often
coordinating their attacks with those of the Japanese. Equip-
ment given by America for use against Japan was hoarded by
Chiang for the expected future civil war. The massacre of the
New Fourth’s headquarters and rear guard in January, 1941,
by Kuomintang forces was the first signal to the world of the
growing clash. In 1948, Chiang ordered the Communist Party
disbanded; in 1944, he ordered their armed forces reduced to
one-tenth their existing size. With these orders the Commu-
nists did not comply.

“Fortunately we have not obeyed those orders and so we
have retained some free territory and a gallant anti-Japanese
army for the Chinese people,” stated Mao Tse-tung at the
Seventh Party Congress, in 1945. “If there were no Liberated
Areas and their armies, where would the people’s anti-Japa-
nese war be? Where would the nation’s future be?” »

By figures compiled a few months earlier, the Communist-
led armies had re-established Chinese county governments in
591 counties, or eighty-two percent of the 721 ceunties that
were lost by Chiang’s armies to Japan. Of 453,000 square miles
of territory lost by Chiang to the Japanese, the Communist-
led armies had recovered 301,000 square miles, or two-thirds.
Their troops were engaging 64.6 percent of the 60,000 Japa-
nese troops in China, and g5 percent of the puppet troops.

Impressed by the record of the Communist-led armies, which
American military intelligence confirmed, Colonel (later Gen-
eral) Joseph P. Stilwell, chief of American armed aid to
China, urged that arms be sent to the Liberated Areas and
air-bases set up there, and that all Chinese forces be unified
under a War Council representing all parties. He especially
demanded that American arms supplied to Chiang be used
against the Japanese, and not hoarded for later use against
Chinese. Chiang demanded Stilwell’s recall and got it. Amer-
ican policy suffered a rapid change under Patrick J. Hurley,
the new ambassador, and General Albert C. Wedemeyer, the

* In the Nazi-Soviet Documents, released by the U.S. State Department,
the Japanese Foreign Minister, Matsuoka, bragged to Ribbentrop in 1911
of his good relations with Chiang Kai-shek.
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new commander. By spring of 1945, Chiang used American
equipment to attack Chinese Communists—with the knowledge
of the Americans—even while the Japanese war was on.

JaPaN’s surrender caught all China unawares. Chiang, routed
by Japanese attacks, was penned up in southwest China
with so many hostile Chinese of one kind or other between
him and the ocean that he could not get out without help.
He had become little more than an inland warlord, except
for American support. The Communists were, on the other
hand, well placed to take over major areas of China from
Japan. Their Liberated Areas comprised most of North and
much of Central China, except for railways and cities held by
the Japanese.

“Take the cities! Take the railways! Disarm the Japanese!”
was the order issued by Chu Teh.

The armies and militia of the Liberated Areas drove on the
Japanese-held cities with a vigor inspired by Japan’s surren-
der. In the last ten days of August, 1945, they took eighty-five
county towns and five Shantung ports; by September, they
had doubled the number of county towns they held. The gain
in territory was not large for they already had the rural areas,
but the gain in cities was immense. They were expected in
Shanghai and could have taken that city. They refrained,
fearing trouble with America.

Chiang’s policy—and that of America—was to stop these
Communist victories at once. Chiang commanded the Commu-
nist-led armies to stand still. He swiftly contacted those fifty-
two Kuomintang generals who had been fighting on the side
of Japan, and who were therefore in the disputed territory
already, and made them his agents against the Communists.
The Japanese themselves were ordered, in supplementary
peace terms issued August 23, to hold their positions until
relieved by Chiang’s Central Government troops and to retake
and hold for Chiang any positions they had lost to ‘“irregular
armies.” Meanwhile, America put planes and ships at Chiang’s
disposal to rush his armies into North China in what has been
called the “greatest air-lift in history.” It cost the American
people $300,000,000. It convinced the people of North China
that Chiang intended not to cooperate with them in victory
but to subdue them with American aid.
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“Why are the Japanese still fighting in our territory when
everywhere else they stopped a month ago?” the people of
North China asked. The Japanese replied that they were fight-
ing now on orders from Chiang and from America. It was not
an answer that enhanced Chiang’s popularity or America’s
prestigel!

“Chiang and the puppets, the Americans and the Japanese,
all cooperated to fight the ‘People’s’ Armies of North China,”
is the way they state it now for history.

The dignity of the great American ally was shaken by many
incidents in that mad rush. I owe to the mayor of Chefoo a
choice tale of the unsuccessful American attempt to take his
port. American naval vessels, he said, entered the port in the
first week of October and asked the local Chinese authorities
to surrender the city. The latter refused, saying that they had
already driven out the Japanese, that perfect order prevailed,
and that it was “unseemly for an allied power to take a Chi-
nese port from a Chinese army.” Discussion lasted several days,
growing more acrimonious until the mayor remarked: “It
would be a pity if the third world war sheuld start in Chefoo.”
The Americans thereupon withdrew to their ships, asking the
Chinese to come on board the following morning for a “very
important conference.”

That midnight two hundred motor boats full of puppet
troops recently serving the Japanese arrived from American-
held Tientsin and seized an uninhabited island facing Chefoo
two miles out. Shore sentries reported them and at four in the
morning Chefoo troops went to the islamd in junks, caught
the invaders sleeping and completely routed them. A few
hours later the American naval vessels steamed away from
Chefoo without notice and without waiting for that “very
important conference.” Chefoo folks not unnaturally con-
cluded that the Americans had planned that puppet attack
in order to take the port themselves as “mediators between
conflicting forces of Chinese.”

To seTTLE these conflicts Ambassador Hurley flew to Yenan
and brought back Mao Tse-tung—under an American guar-
antee of his personal safety—to confer with Chiang Kai-shek.
An agreement was signed October 10, known as the Double
Tenth Agreement. The Communists agreed to evacuate some
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41,000 square miles with 16,901,000 population, chiefly south
of the Yangtze, around the ports of Shanghai and Canton.
Chiang agreed—as he had so often—to stop hostilities, grant
civil liberties, equal legality of all political parties and the
reorganization of all troops into a national army. Two im-
portant points were left unsettled. Chiang refused to fix the
ratio at which the Communist-led armies should be taken
into the national army. He also refused any kind of recogni-
tion whatever to the locally elected civil governments in the
Liberated Areas. The Communists then reserved the right to
defend those areas until a national democratic coalition gov-
ernment should be formed.

Before, during and after the signing of the treaty, the
battles kept right on. Four days before the signing, Chiang
launched a large-scale attack against the Communists of Cen-
tral China. Two days after the signing, he issued to his generals
a newly printed set of instructions on “Fighting Communist
Bandits.” Even those Communist-led troops that evacuated
areas south of the Yangtze in accordance with the treaty were
attacked as they withdrew. In November, Chiang sent three
armies into Honan—by-passing many Japanese-held cities—
to clear the Communists from the Peiping-Hankow railway.
The Communists encircled and decisively defeated two of
these armies, whereupon the third withdrew from the civil
war and remained in the Liberated Areas as “guests of the
Peoples’ Armies.”

Chiang clearly did not have enough forces in North or
Central China to subdue the Communists. A new approach
must be found. It was a new approach by Chiang and by
America alike.

Ambassador Patrick J. Hurley and General Albert C. Wede-
meyer were withdrawn; their names were linked with the
policy of civil war. General George C. Marshall arrived as
the special envoy of the President of the United States, an-
nounced as a mediator and a bringer of peace. It was under-
stood that he would carry out the policy of the “Big Three,”
adopted at the recently adjourned Moscow Conference of
Foreign Ministers, and restated in a speech by President Tru-
man: a democratic coalition government for China, formed
by mutual consent of all political parties, after which all
foreign troops—Americans and Russians—should withdraw.
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A “Cease Fire” order was signed on January 10, 1946, and
Marshall added his signature to those of Chiang and the
Communists. Military positions of both sides were to be
frozen as of January 13, 1946, pending the formation of a
national government representing all parties.

The military positions fixed in that agreement remain his-
toric despite all later vicissitudes of war. They were sanc-
tioned not only by Chiang but by America. By that agree-
ment the Liberated Areas claimed 445,000 square miles with
113,000,000 population in North China. By the later “Cease
Fire” for Manchuria, they claimed in Manchuria ggo,000
square miles and 26,000,000 people. The claim, often repeated
in following months of civil war—that the Liberated Areas
comprised 835,000 square miles with 140,000,000 people, re-
fers to those “Cease Fire” orders. (Today, in 1948, they have
spread far beyond those confines.)

As fixed by those agreements the Liberated Areas reached
from the mouth of the Yangtze opposite Shanghai to the Amur
River on the north; they stretched from the Mongolian deserts
to the sea. They were equal in size to the United States east
of the Mississippi, and equal in population to the whole
United States.

Such was the twenty-fold growth of the Communist-held
lands, won in war against the Japanese.
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Chapter VI
FIRST TEST OF THE “MARSHALL PLAN”

¢

People all over China were happy in January, 1946. Many
were hungry, many were naked, millions had died and tens of
millions were homeless, but there was hope of peace. It was
the highest tide of hope in nearly twenty years.

The “Political Consultative Conference,” representing all
parties, met January 1o with Chiang Kai-shek in the chair.
To the cheers of the delegates he handed them the “Cease
Fire” order signed that morning. His opening speech pledged
again the freedoms that China’s progressives had demanded
for years: freedom of person, speech, press, assembly; equal
legality of all political parties; local self-government and
popular elections; release of political prisoners.

In three terrific weeks the delegates settled five basic ques-
tions of China’s future government. They agreed to set up a
coalition in definite proportions for the transition period.
They agreed on methods of peaceful reconstruction of the
state. They agreed on the way in which a National Assembly
should be called to adopt a Constitution, and on the form
of Constitution it should consider. They agreed that the army
should be reorganized by reducing existing armies of all
parties and combining them into one national army controlled
by no party but by a democratic coalition government. Every-
thing in these resolutions, charting the path to peace and
political democracy, was passed unanimously by rising vote,
with Chiang Kai-shek in the chair.

All over China great mass meetings applauded the PCC
decisions. Only the secret police were not happy. They would
lose their power and graft. Many high generals were unhappy;
they would lose the loot of military government. “If I fight
the Communists I might lose half my province but in this
peace I will lose it all,”” quipped one War Zone commander.
The loot of a war zone, whose warlord appointed all civil
and military officials, was a graft not lightly to be given up.
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So the hopeful mass meetings, while applauding those
unanimous decisions, were broken up by Chiang’s political
police. The great student demonstration in Shanghai that
welcomed Marshall-the “peace-bringer”’—was smashed by the
garrison police. In February, the reactionaries fought the PCC
decisions by inciting riots. In March, they fought through the
Executive Committee of the Kuomintang which, also meeting
under Chiang’s chairmanship, denounced the actions of its
own PCC delegates and decided on unilateral action to legalize
the dictatorship. On April 1, Chiang himself declared that the
form of Constitution agreed on by the PGC was unacceptable.
He announced that the government must ‘“take over Man-
churia,” and failed to mention the “Cease Fire”’ on Manchuria
that he had signed three days before. From that time on, the
civil war widened.

Now the Chinese had eyes on Marshall. Chiang’s promises
had been made and broken many times; they were not seri-
ously believed. But Marshall’s name was on that “Cease Fire”
order. America was pledged, not only Chiang. More than
America was involved for Marshall was presumably carrying
out the decision of the Big Three—the Foreign Ministers Con-
ference of Great Britain, the United States and the Soviet
Union—made at the end of 1945. So the Chinese hoped and
waited for Marshall somehow to bring them peace.

All of North China bristled with points of conflict. Chiang’s
forces and those of the Communists were not divided by a
simple border. Chiang, with American air-lift, had taken
over many of the previous Japanese positions. He held scores
of isolated cities, completely surrounded by Communist-led
peasants. He held bits of railway that led nowhere, since the
Communists held the pieces between. Chiang’s agents in much
of this territory were those same generals who had held the
same territory for the Japanese. The local patriots had fought
them seven years and had never submitted; nor did they in-
tend to submit now to these “puppet generals,” even if white-
washed by Chiang. '

To resolve these conflicts Marshall set up in Peiping the
“Executive Headquarters” referred to earlier. Kuomintang and
Communist representatives worked here in equal numbers un-
der American chairmanship. “Truce Teams,” also under Amer-
ican army men as chairmen, were located in thirty to forty of
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the centers of disturbance to prevent conflict by conference.
Seldom in history had any nation placed itself so willingly
and completely under the guidance of a foreign power’s repre- -
sentatives.

THE FIRST great test of peace through Marshall's “truce
teams’’ took place in what was called the “Central Plains Lib-
erated Area,” with its capital in the hills north of Hankow.
Few foreigners ever saw this area, for by August, 1946, it ex-
isted no longer, having been liquidated by Chiang's troops.
My friend, Sidney Rittenberg, who came to China with the
U.S. Army and remained to work for UNRRA, lived and
travelled in this area in the spring of 1946 when it was under
attack. As UNRRA representative he studied the needs of its
villages; later, loaned as interpreter to Truce Team Thirty-
two, he saw from the inside the growing strife. It is to his
thorough study that I owe this account.

Few parts of China have had a longer, bitterer history of
revolution than these Hupeh hills. Peasant revolts grow natu-
rally here. This is rice country where a man with two acres
of his own is accounted a solid farmer. The prevalent type
is the poor peasant with less than an acre, and the sharc-
cropper, tilling fields of landlords who themselves possess
from forty acres up. Fight for food is bitter; class war centers
around irrigation water.

On any mountain-side you see remnants of castle walls—
stone walls with a moat around them, not the usual mud
~walls of China—and you are told: “Those were built by the
landlords during the T aiping Rebellion. A hot center of re-
volt was here.” The peasants stirred again in the Great Revo-
lution of 1925-27. When it was suppressed, they formed here
the Hupeh-Anwhei Soviet. When this was broken, its troops -
went on the “Long March” to Yenan, under Wang Chen.

Ruthless slaughter marked the suppression of every revolu-
tionary wave: the T’aiping Rebellion, the Great Revolution,
and especially Chiang’s suppression of the Chinese Soviets.
It was here that Chiang’s military ordered the execution of
“everyone in the county with the surname Hsu,” thus liquidat-
ing the sixty-six relatives of General Hsu Hai-tung of the
Communists. Parts of North Hupeh are still depopulated of
army-age males from those massacres. In other parts, especially
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in the hills, bands of armed peasants have held for twenty
years. ,

In 1938, when the Japanese were driving into Hankow and
Chiang’s armies were falling back on Chungking, Li Hsien-
nien, a local man who had been some years in Yenan, came
walking back over the border with thirty-seven men. Li’s task
was to unite the peasants of this area into a firm anti-Japanese
base. Soon he had organized a fifth division of the New Fourth
Army, with ten thousand and then twenty thousand men. His
base expanded until it covered all Hupeh except for the
Wubhan cities, which were fortified by the Japanese. His army
continued in constant battle, pressing the enemy out of the
rice regions.

In early 1945, Wang Chen came back to the area. He had
been garrison commander in Yenan, developing that famous
system whereby the Peoples’ Armies raise most of their own
food. But the Japanese were cutting down through Central
China like a knife through butter, and a half million Central
Government troops were collapsing, letting the enemy through
to the American air bases in the south. So the Communists
sent Wang Chen a thousand miles with three thousand men
to organize resistance in the wake of the Japanese and pre-
vent their consolidating the Hankow-Canton railway.

Wang Chen drove on south, organizing the farmers’ re-
sistance, until he reached even the outskirts of Hong Kong.
He was attacked by Japanese and Kuomintang troops in com-
bination. Japan’s surrender took place while Wang Chen was
fighting in South China, but this only increased the energy
with which the Japanese and Kuomintang together fought
Wang Chen. Then Wang learned that Mao Tse-tung had
signed in Chungking that “Double Tenth Agreement,” pull-
ing all Communist-led forces out of south China. So he turned
around and fought his way back again, joining forces north
of the Yangtze with General Li.

At its height the Central Plains Liberated Area, under
Wang and Li, included both the northern plain of Honan
and the southern plain of Hunan and spread eastward down
the Yangtze—forty-five million population, all told, in parts
of five provinces. But by April, 1946, when Rittenberg reached
the area, it had shrunk to a small part of its original size.
The territory south of the Yangtze had been evacuated be-
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cause of the Double Tenth Agreement, while the territory
north of the river was cut up into many separate islands by
attacks from Chiang’s troops. The largest “island” lay east
of the Peiping-Hankow railway, with capital and headquarters
in the town of Hsuanhuatien. Here were concentrated the
area’s go,000 troops. Other “islands” were defended only by
local peasants’ militia. Central Government troops pressed on
all of them, in small skirmishes against villages.’

The “Cease Fire” order of January 10 made not the slight-
est difference in the fighting here. So the newly organized
Executive Headquarters in Peiping sent a special “Truce
Team” to Loshan on the northern edge of the area, where a
special agreement for the area was signed at the end of Janu-
ary. This provided that both sides cease fighting, that all
fortifications be destroyed and that various districts remain
with the side that had them on the date of the signing of the
“Loshan Agreement.”

The “People’s Armies” together with the peasants cele-
brated the Loshan Agreement by festive processions with
dances all along the borders of their districts. “Peace is
Precious” read the banners. They brought baskets of fruit
to present to the Kuomintang troops. The Kuomintang of-
ficers, however, kept their troops away from contact with the
celebrating peasants. In some places the attacks did not stop
even for a day.

The conditions for the Communists therefore rapidly grew
worse. They had destroyed their blockhouses—this was later
proved by Truce Team investigation—but Chiang’s men kept
their fortifications and built new ones, conscripting peasant
labor and tearing down peasant buildings for materials. Gen-
eral Li, determined on peace, ordered his men not to fight
even when attacked, but to retreat. They gave ground in one
place after another, feeling very unhappy.

General Li even began the partial demobilization called for
to prepare for Marshall’'s “Army Reorganization Plan.” He
sent fifteen thousand men home, giving them the formal pass-
port of demobilization that was supposed to protect them.
Many of them were killed by Kuomintang troops on their
way; the disarmed men being merely beaten to death and left
lying on the road.

Four of these demobilized men brought back the report.
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The first Kuomintang patrol they met on their way to their
homes in Honan consisted only of soldiers without officers.
These warned the demobilized men to go back, saying: “If
you go further you will meet officers and be out of luck. We
have orders to arrest you, passport or no passport.” The four
men returned to General Wang Chen and reported: “We
tried to be demobilized but the Kuomintang won’t let us and
we wish to state that we consider it bureaucratic to order men
demobilized when it can’t be done.”

The people of the area were much disturbed by the thought
that the New Fourth Army might leave them. Their devotion
to the army was shown in many ways. Once, when Rittenberg
was walking with the secretary of the area government, a
small boy trudged up. He looked ten but was really fourteen.
He was burning with fever and gritting his teeth to keep
going. He saluted and said: “Paokao (Report).” He reported
that he had been working as a “boy” a few weeks earlier in
a hospital when Kuomintang troops captured it. They killed
some of the patients, arrested and tortured others. “But I was
so small,” said the boy, “that they just put me in jail.” Here
he nearly died of hunger until some citizens brought food
for the prisoners. These kindly men helped the boy escape.
He hid in the home of a rich farmer who had no sons but
only daughters, and who offered to adopt the boy. “But as
soon as I grew strong from food I came to report here.”

“Why didn’t you stay with a man who would feed you and
look after you,” asked the secretary.

The boy looked dazed from illness but replied that he “had
to report.” He added: “I couldn’t stay in a Kuomintang area;
I want to be with the New Fourth.” They sent him to the
hospital. A week later Rittenberg saw him, utterly happy, in
a new uniform.

This love of the people for their New Fourth Army had
been won by the army’s consideration for the people. The
area had been devastated by the Japanese and was hungry,
a recipient of UNRRA relief. UNRRA asked the army to
rebuild the roads that they had destroyed to interrupt the
Japanese; these were needed to bring relief to the villages.
But better roads would make it easier for the Kuomintang
troops to attack. Nonetheless, General Li ordered his troops to
repair the roads for the people’s relief.
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To lessen the people’s burden, the New Fourth Army cut
down its own food. The troops went on a diet of two meals
daily, each meal consisting of a single bowl of hsifan, a
thin rice gruel. This system was introduced company by com-
pany, by voting, after full discussion. “If we defend the people
we need strength to defend them,” argued some. Others re-
plied: “Spring ploughing is beginning and many farmers are
so weak that they can hardly plough. We must not increase
their burden even by one bowl of rice.” All of the companies
voted for the curtailed diet. To supplement it, they planted
gardens and collected edible weeds. General Li Hsien-nien,
the commander-in-chief, set the example; he had one of the
biggest gardens and collections of edible weeds in the area.

THE spIRIT of the area affected even some of the Kuomin-
tang soldiers and officers. Rittenberg met a troop that
had been captured by the peasants’ militia while raiding
grain. They were given some propaganda teaching and then
allowed to go home. For the officers the teaching consisted
in reading Mao Tse-tung’s On Coalition Government. Some
of them wept, saying: “If we had known what Mao stood
for, we would never have fought this war.” One captured
colonel, with whom Rittenberg had dinner, stated that he
did not want to go home but had asked permission of the
Communist leaders to rest and study for a month, after which
he wanted to work in the Liberated Areas, preferably on tasks
of reconstruction.

THE Truce TeAM, meanwhile, in its Hankow office, got
so many complaints from the people of this area about
“Kuomintang attacks in violation of truce” that they de-
cided to visit the district and travel from county to county.
As they went from place to place the fighting stopped. They
returned to Hankow and flew to Nanking to report success
in establishing peace. They were met at the Nanking airport
with the news that as soon as they had left, the government
troops had attacked all along the line. The American member
of the “Truce Team” threw up his hands, saying: “What is
the use?” He was soon replaced.

Throughout April, the “nibbling attacks” continued. The
Communists offered at this time to surrender the entire area,
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if their troops could be given safe passage north to one of the
older and recognized Liberated Areas. This Chiang would
not permit for he thought that he could wipe them out. It
was understood that Chiang was preparing for an “extermina-
tion attack” but that the 200,000 men he had already in the
area did not seem to him enough.

In the first week of May, dispatches from Chiang’s Hankow
Headquarters fell into the Communists’ hands proving that
an ‘“annihilation offensive” was to be launched within ten
days. The dispatches were revealed by Kuomintang officers,
some for bribes and some because they opposed civil war.
The news was a shock to the Communists. Chou En-lai, Com-
munist representative in Nanking, demanded action from
General Marshall who had just returned from America. Chou
stated that such an attack would release nation-wide civil
war. The revelation put on the spot the “Cease Fire” order
to which Marshall was signatory. Something had to be done.

For A MOMENT Hsuanhuatien was a focus of history. Three
top-notchers—General Henry C. Byroade, for the Americans,
General Chou En-lai, for the Communists, and one of the
Ministers of War, for the Central Government—converged on
that little town. This “Big Team” flew by plane to Hankow.
Then they plunged into the primitive roads by which one
comes to rural China. They came to a swollen river. The
jeeps had to be carried over on poles and the people had
to wade. Chou En-lai removed his shoes, rolled up his trousers
and waded over. General Byroade did the same. The Kuomin-
tang general visibly struggled between desire to copy the
American and a sense of what was due to a general’s “face.”
Then he rode over on the backs of his soldiers.

The hall at Hsuanhuatien was packed that evening, with
people hanging on outside the windows. General Byroade
gave a peculiarly uninteresting account of the way in which
a truce team was supposed to function. It was amazing that
the means by which everyone hoped for salvation could be
made to seem so dull. The central government’s representative
arose, a tall, thin bald-headed man with a face like a sheep.
He talked as if telling a tale to children, making it simple
for their infant minds. “The Communist armies are our
brother armies. The government has no plans to attack this
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area,” he assured them. “I have full authority to guarantee
that there will never be such an attack.”

Chou En-lai’s words were often quoted in the days that
followed: “Guests—and hosts—for I am here both guest and
host. You have heard the personal guarantee of the govern-
ment representative. What is there left for me to do but to
urge you to remember that promise, so that in the future you
may all recall how the deputy chief of staff from the Gen-
eralissimo’s own headquarters has personally guaranteed you
against attack.” He sat down amid cheers, having turned a
routine bit of insincerity into a solemn pledge that even the
Americans recalled uncomfortably in days that followed.

The fuss that was made by the “Big Team” postponed the
expected offensive by more than a month. Chiang himself
flew to Hankow, to Sian, and other points on the area’s
periphery, during that week when the top-flight representa-
tives spoke their pieces in Hsuanhuatien. He took with him
all of his war chiefs. Judging by what happened he was re-
arranging that offensive, postponing and greatly enlarging it,
in order to smash the area finally and quickly, without too
much more publicity.

It came off at the end of June. Three hundred thousand
Central Government troops drove in from three directions on
the already shrunken area. As the Communists turned north-
west to escape encirclement, two hundred thousand more of
Chiang’s men, many of them American-equipped, crashed in
from that direction. By the mathematics of war the Commu-
nists were finished.

Yet a strange incident took place at the beginning of that
offensive. One of Chiang’s regiments, spearheading the attack,
marched over and joined the Communists. This might have
been understood if the odds had been equal. But to jump
right into that deadly circle made one wonder. Was the
circle so deadly after all? Or did Chiang’s own men doubt his
ultimate victory?

The Communist forces broke into many small columns.
They seemed to evaporate into the countryside. The truce
team lost sight of them. The enemy lost sight of them. Even
their friends lost sight of them. Airplanes couldn’t find them.
For weeks nobody knew if they were alive or dead.

Then far to the northeast a column appeared in Anhui
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and joined the New Fourth forces there. A week or so later
General Li’s main column appeared far to the west on the
edge of Szechwan and a new “Liberated Area” came to lifes
Two months later Wang Chen turned up in his old garrison
town, Yenan, having swung far west and doubled back to
the north. All the “People’s Armies” in North China chuckled
that “the boys have all got home.”

The Generalissimo got the area which had been offered
him without battle. He lost some face for he had set his aim
on annihilating those Communist-led armies—and failed. But
the real casualty in that conflict was the dream of peace by
Marshall’s negotiation. All over China people awoke to the
knowledge that the Marshall mediation was not bringing
peace.

Swiftly, from the Central Plains Area, Chiang’s armies drove
outward, attacking next South Shansi and North Kiangsu.
The civil war widened until it became the greatest in world
history, involving four million men in the regular armies,
and millions of village militia.

Tentatively, at first, and then in firmer tones, the Chinese
press, even in Kuomintang areas, began to analyze the Mar-
shall tactic. “When the Kuomintang fares well, the Americans
let the fighting proceed,” commented the Shanghai newspaper,
Chou Pao. “When the Kuomintang fails, the Americans begin
to mediate. . . . When Hsuanhuatien was taken by Kuomin-
tang troops, Marshall did not stop it. But when General Li
broke the encirclement and approached Szechwan, a truce
team rushed by plane to halt him. When Marshall returned
from America he merely looked at the fighting in Manchuria
which was at its height. He only became energetic when the
148th Kuomintang division revolted, stopping Chiang’s ad-
vance towards Harbin.”

Soon it became clear that the Marshall truce plan had
produced far bigger, bloodier battles than the Hurley “war
policy.” Under Hurley’s policy, Chiang had been able to
mobilize only a million men against the Liberated Areas;
under the “Marshall truce” he attacked with two million.
In the Hurley days, Chiang had only twenty American-
equipped divisions against the Japanese; now he had fifty-
nine American-equipped divisions, a navy and an air-force
against the Chinese Communists. In the Hurley period,

59





















































































































































































































