Chinatown Goes Picketing (1933)

Lim P. Lee

Although China did not formally declare war against Japan until 1937, the War
of Resistance informally began in 1931 after Japan attacked Mukden and occupied
northeastern China. Almost immediately, Chinese Americans across the couniry put
aside their differences and did what they could to help save China. During the next
fourteen years of war in China, they donated their hard-earned savings, boycotted Japa-
nese products, participated in protest parades and rallies, and supported the training
of Chinese American pilots for the Chinese air force.

Witten by social worker Lim P. Lee for the Chinese Digest,’ the following detailed

account of a successful picket protesting the shipping of scrap iron to Japan provides
insight into the Chinese community’s patriotic fervor and united stance on behalf of
the war effort in China. Everyone—young and old, men and women, the political
right and left, Christian and secular groups— participated. Highly organized and de-
termined to make their point, the pickets succeeded in gaining the support of the long-
shoremen and calling national attention to the need for an embargo of war materials
lo Japan.
San Francisco’s waterfront has been the scene of many labor wars butitwas
only last month that the Sino-Japanese war was carried to its Embarcadero.
The “zero hour” was 11 A.M., Dec. 16, and the “stragetic withdrawal” was
2 p.M., Dec. 20, 1938, and what did happen has attracted nation-wide at-
tention and is a story worth re-telling.

By the “grapevine method”—the most effective [form of ] communication

1. Asocial worker, journalist, and later postmaster of San Francisco, Lim P. Lee (1910-2002)
wrote about social issues in the Chinese American community through his “Sociological Data’
page in the Chinese Digesl, a newspaper intended for second-generation Chinese Americans that
was published from 1935 to 1940.
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Chin‘ese pickets at the San Francisco waterfront, 1938. (Courtesy of Labor
Archives and Research Center, San Francisco)

in Chinatown—GChinatownians heard that “something will happen” at the
waterfront on Dec. 16, and all interested in picket duty for the good of China
were to meet at 10:30 A.M. at the corner of Stockton and Cklay streets. By
11:00 more than 200 volunteers answered the call to the colors. Singing
yelling, and cheering, they were carted down by trucks to Pier 45. There thé};
were met by [European] Americans, Greeks, Jews, and other volunteers of
many na.tionalities, 300 in number, 100 more than the Chinese forces. Ly-
ing on Pier 45 was a Greek tramp freighter, the S. S. Spyros, loading imple-
ments of death—scrap iron for the bombs of Japan! I. Bib Tolins, the director
of the United Committee for the Boycott of Japanese Goods ’held a short
strat‘egy meeting, and the demonstration was on! ,

Lieutenant Governor-elect Ellis Patterson of California, a true liberal and
astatesman—if there ever was one—fired the opening gun, saying: “Speeches
have been made, the press has denounced the shipment of war materials to
Japan, all progressives have expressed themselves for democracy against the
aggressor, but you are doing something about it! Congress is about to
IaIrlle:;l.b. .~Pressu’re your Congv‘ess?nen, that they must ask Congress to put through

i argo on aggressor nations and declare Japan to be an aggressor.”
Courte(:; stlhebAznrenc';m longshor“errmn started for lunch, the pickets very
o Wifh u ”1Sr1n‘l}‘7 pleaded, “Longshoremen, be with us! Longshore-
: :oo’p us.” Smilingly and good-naturedly the pickets continued until

‘M., then asked among themselves: “Will the longshoremen return to
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work?” A few did, but the majority of them honored the Chinese picketlines,
and the few that worked were so ashamed that they dropped their hooks
shortly and joined their comrades. “Victory! Victory!” the call was shouted
through Chinatown and the pickets began to arrive in trucks, in street-cars,
in automobiles. The radio and the press flashed the news to the nation:—
Chinese pickets tied up scrap iron to Japan and American longshoremen re-
fused to load implements of destruction! This lasted until 5 P.M.

By the time the news was flashed back to Chinatown, pigs were being
roasted for the nourishment of the Chinese pickets and American sympa-
thizers. Soda pop, coffee, hot tea, sandwiches, oranges, Chinese buns were
streaming toward the waterfront to feed the pickets and the longshoremen.
Chinese came in from Stockton and valley towns; they marched in from Palo
Alto and Peninsula cities; and thousands poured in from the Bay Area till
the climax of the picketing numbered 5,000 strong and more!

Then an ultimatum was issued to the pickets on Dec. 19, at 12:00 noon.
The committee of the United Chinese Societies met with the representatives
of the Waterfront Employers’ Association, and the labor relations commit-
tee of the International Longshoremen and Warehousemen'’s Union, Local
1-10, metwith the same representatives of the shipowners, and through their
president, Mr. Almon E. Roth, the ultimatum was issued: the Chinese must
remove the picket lines, the longshoremen must go back to work, or the ship-
ping of San Francisco and the West Coast would be tied up as a consequence
of the failure to accept the dictate of the Waterfront Employers’ Association.
However, Mr. Roth expressed “personal sympathies” for China, but as a busi-
ness principle, commerce in San Francisco cannot be interrupted. (Even such
commerce that goes to Japan to become bombs to be rained on innocent
Chinese civilians, women, and children must go on as a matter of “business
principle.”)

The longshoremen met the same evening, and Mr. B. S. Fong, president
of the China War Relief Association of America and chairman of the com-
mittee representing the United Chinese Societies, pleaded with the long-
shoremen to respect the picket lines. Dr. Le Shan Peng, secretary of the Na-
tional Committee of China’s YMCA and director of Hankow’s six refugee
camps, gave an impassioned plea for the longshoremen to stand by China.
After the Chinese representatives left, the longshoremen voted not to cross
the picket lines even if there were one Chinese picket on duty. However, they
instructed their officials to negotiate with the Chinese for an amicable so-
lution but specifically told their officials “not to let the Chinese down.”

The emergency council of the United Chinese Societies was summoned
for a night session, and a committee of eleven was empowered (o negotiate
with the longshoremen for an “amicable solution.” The committee met with
the officials of the International Longshoremen and Warehousemen'’s Uniont
at 12 noon on Dec. 20. Mr. Henry Schmidt, spokesman for the longshore
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men, told the Chinese representatives that the C.I.O. Council had passed a
resolution to instruct the secretary to call all labor, fraternal, civilian and re-
ligious organizations for a coastwide conference to study and promote the
embargo on all materials to Japan. Thus the demonstration the Chinese
staged has served the purpose of calling the attention of the American pub-
lic to the seriousness of the embargo question, and that the conference
should be called immediately. The picketing of the S.S. Spyros was borne
solely by the longshoremen, and they had voted to stand by the Chinese as
long as they continued picketing in spite of the threat of the closing of the
San Francisco port and the tie-up of West Coast shipping. But the more im-
portant issue was to get the American people to act together, and that the
longshoremen pledged to do.

Mr. B. S. Fong spoke for the Chinese committee, expressing the heartfelt
thanks of the Chinese people to the longshoremen in honoring the picket
lines. The wages that the longshoremen lost far exceeded in value the cargo
that could be lost by the shipowners, but the Chinese people had found out
who their true friends were. The Chinese pickets were withdrawn at 2 p.u.
Dec. 20, and marched en masse to the Waterfront Employers’ Association
and protested their mercenary action. Then they circled to the longshore-
men’s headquarters to express the appreciation of the Chinese people. Thus
ended the Sino-Japanese war on San Francisco’s waterfront. Then 5,000
marched in a mile-long parade through downtown San Francisco and back
to Chinatown, where a mass meeting was held and a national campaign for
an embargo on war materials for Japan was launched!

SOURGE: Chinese Digest, January 1939, pp. 10-11.
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ound of Chinese characters.

One really cannot help but admire him for his thirst for learning.

In school, Robeson had proven himself a dedicated student. He was ad-
mitted into one of the oldest American universities, Rutgers, and later earned
his law degree with highest honors [from Columbia University]. A star ath-
lete as well, he was ranked among the top sixteen American football play-
ers.® After graduation, he could have practiced law; however, the chance dis-
covery that he could sing made him realize that he could use his voice to
awaken his people and thus serve them in another way.’

The greatness of Robeson is due not only to his talent in singing, but also
to the way that he uses his voice to fight for black people and all oppressed
people in the world, and to challenge American imperialism. Today, Robe-
son has become the most courageous and progressive warrior in the United
States. Neither the threats issued by the Committee on Un-American Activ-
ities nor the disturbances created by reactionary veterans could silence his
heroic voice.!? Robeson is not only a singer respected by all Americans, but

also a singer esteemed by people all over the world.

and discuss with us the form, meaning, and s

SOURCE: China Daily News, July 13, 14, 15, and 17, 1950. Translator: Ellen Yeung.
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3. Robeson was named first on the roster of the All-American college team at Rutgers and
played professional football for the Akron Pros and the Milwaukee Badgers to support himself

through law school.
9. Robeson also quitl
tation from him, a black man.
10, During the McCarthy period, Robeson was hounded by the Committee
e of his outspoken views on racism and his high regard for the Soviet Union
eling and speaking abroad, and so dis-
him.

aw because the white secretaries in the law firm refused-to take dic:
on Un-Americait

Activities becaus
and the new China. He was harassed, stopped from trav
credited that African American organizations and white American fans turned against
On August 27, 1949, 2 demonstration by veterans’ organizations before a scheduled concert
in Peeksill, New York, culminated in a riot that left 140 persons seriously injured.

beli i i i
; eved strongly in education noticed that just in the southeast corner of

time ; i
- tcol attend .to the task, and the children were in danger of becoming cor-
pted by the immoral customs of American society.
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The Founding of 1
McGehee Chinese School (1944) ‘

Jew Baak Ming

As the C/{/mese population dispersed throughout the United States in the earl j
the twentzet}.z century, communities developed with atlendant business, politi JZ’P‘"’{ 7
and educalional institutions along the Pacific Coast, in the Midwes)t aloncat; chzal}
ern seaboard, 'cmd throughout the South. Between World Wars I and }] /a 5 lf a(“’
number of Chinese settled in rural Mississippi and Arkansas prllmarily’operci,?lﬁmm
cery stores that served black customers. As family life took 'r"oot parents be mgg@-
cerned about the Chinese education of their children. o e
. T{ZTeIdg 738 i' ;hetChi?tz;Z'(,'}onczimunily in Arkansas, consisting of approximately four
j esidents, established a Chinese language school in McGehee in the southeast
corner of the state. The following history of this Chinese school is taken fi the an
nual report of the Arkansas Chinese Association, whick 15 foun ) '?nﬁoy" .
r;zlote the welfa.re of the local Chinese and to heZ[) wzth Zz?zleyi;feocitl jnInganZ p/:(;
i/V Zj{é}/jl —s—hm’[ lzr.led iMcGehee Chinese School closed within two years because of World
us existence demonstrates the strong commitment that Chinese immigrants
have always had to instill Chinese culture in the next generation. i

A _ .
Ch(;lle;adei ago, many of the married Memphis Chinese, concerned with their
ren’s education and well-being, began moving to Arkansas. Those who

Ayl

thel:‘lraensas there were already forty to fifty school-aged Chinese children. As

- wex; no Chme'se.schools, however, any attempt to instill Chinese cul-
was difficult. Within the family, parents were busy working and had no

1 the spring of 1939, Messrs. Jew Ji F aan, Jau Fung Gui, Ho Man Gwong

unani 0 establi i
animously to establish a Chinese school. A school board was formed for

209




210 LIFE UNDER EXCLUSION

that purpose, with Mr. Ho Man Gwong as the board president, Messrs. Jew
JiFaan and Jau Fung Gui as directors to assist with all the planning. The town
of McGehee was chosen for the school site because it was centrally located
and easily reached by transportation from anywhere—be it north, south, east,
or west—within a radius of sixty miles. The operating expenses came from
the Chinese community. The first fundraising campaign netted around U.S.
$1,000. Normally the Chinese students would*attend American school, so
{Chinese] classes were held only once a week on Sunday. That was because
the Arkansas Chinese were not concentrated in one area and it was difficult
to hold classes at night. The regular teachers were zealous volunteers from
the community who had a certain level of Chinese education. During sum-

mer vacation, however, professional teachers were hired to teach full time,

and their salaries were solicited from the students.

The school was named the McGehee Chinese School. The school building—
a spacious store located at the edge of town—was rented, renovated, and
the interior painted white. The desks and chairs were donated by Mr. Yu Gau
San, games and classroom supplies by Mr. Jew Ji Faan, and maps and other
classroom reference books by Mr. Jau Fung Gui. Mr. Ho Man Gwong under-
took to do all the installations and setting up in the school. As a result, the
school was well equipped and the building neat and clean.

In the summer of 1940, Mrs. Ng Yiu Ming, who formerly taught at Green-
ville Chinese School, was formally hired. A teacher for many years in China
and fluentin both the Cantonese and Mandarin dialects, Mrs. Ng was a very
effective teacher, and extremely patient with her many students. Every day

the students came to school, those living far away traveling a round trip of

about one hundred miles. Lunch took place at Mr. Ho Man Gwong’s, at a
nominal price. Despite the hot summer weather, the students never flagged
in their enthusiasm for learning. Often there were various kinds of sports
meets and artistic and cultural competitions. The Student Council was very
efficient, and all the events ran smoothly and orderly. Every year there was
a picnic. It was a social event to which the entire community was invited.

This writer was a volunteer teacher at one time, and also assisted in the
planning of the McGehee school. I felt thatinterest in the school among the
Chinese community was very high. In 1941, there were plans to introduce
improvements, to do away with tuition and textbook fees, and to construct
a school building and dormitory. Unfortunately, after Pearl Harbor, the
people in charge either enlisted for service or moved away. Moreover, there
was a strict government ration on gas and rubber tires. The operation of the
school therefore came to a halt. All the school supplies, equipment, text
books, and $160 in funds were entrusted to the custody of Mr. Jau Fung Gui.
As for the future organization and management of the school, I hope the
Chinese community and the various board members and association memny

]
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bers [of the Arkansas Chinese Association] will work together to draw up a
comprehensive plan.

Evidently, another Chinese school was not started in Arkansas until 1995, at which
time the Chinese population had grown to over two thousand with the influx of im-
migrants from China, Taiwan, and Hong Kong. That same year; there was reportedly
a total of 634 Chinese schools in the United States.

SOURCE: Annual Report of the Avkansas Chinese Association, 1944, pp. 24~-25. Translator:
Ellen Yeung.
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“There but for the
grace of God go I

The Story of a POW
Survivor in World War II (2002)

Eddie Fung

Approximately twelve thousand Chinese Americans served in the U.S. armed forces
during World War II. We know of only one who was captured by the Japanese in the
Pacific campaign and put to work on the Burma-Siam Death Railway, made famous
by the film Bridge on the River Kwai. Eddie Fung was among the 61,000 Allied
prisoners of war and 250,000 Asian civilian laborers used to build the raitway that
stretched 262 miles through the tropical jungles of Burma and Thailand. Working
under brutal slave labor conditions, the men completed the railroad in a record 14
months at the cost of 16,000 POW and 70,000 Asian lives. Fung was one of the
lucky survivors.

Born in 1922 in San Francisco Chinatown, Pung was the seventh child in a fam-
ily of eight children. His father was a watchmaker and jeweler; his mother was a house-
wife and seamstress. Early on, Eddie resented the restrictions of Chinatown life and
developed an interest in horses. At the age of sixleen, he ran away to Midland, Texas,
to become a cowboy. It was while he was working as a cattle ranch hand that he de-
cided to volunteer for the Texas National Guard, which later became known as the
Lost Battalion after it was captured by the Japanese in_Java on March 8, 1942.

In the following interview with Judy Yung, Eddie Fung, a small but solidly built
man, recalls with sharp clarity and a poignant sense of humor what it was like work-
ing on the Burma-Siam railroad and how he was able to survive forty-two moniths of
humiliation and brutality as a POW of the Japanese. This is a story about service to
one’s country, loyalty to one’s comrades, the basic instincts of survival, and the re-
covery of one’s ethnic identity.

“I'M GOING TO BE A SOLDIER!”

When the army came to the ranch in the early forties to buy horses, we had
the horses all groomed. After they picked the horses, they started telling
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Eddie Fung with

his sister Grace after
the war. (Courtesy
of Eddie Fung)

vnixgwal;(;g ;Eet Ermi’: c?f coulrse, they were talking from the officer’s point of

. ey did was play polo. They asked me if I

boy. I said, “No, I don’t think so.” B oty st e,

, , " But then I decided, “Hol k ’
another place where I can be arou in th eavaloa S0 1
nd horses. I can join the Iry.”
went up to the army recruiting station and em if T could jo .
AL up ¢ asked them if I could joi

S{:tsgl;cti,Az(éullllavg (tio ta;;(e the physical and the 1.Q. test.” So I went ﬂﬁiﬁl;lglil
. e said, “You have to get your parents’ permission.”

fhose dags, the requie parents’ permission.” (Back in

, quired age was twenty-one; I was onl

my mother as a reference. The recruiti : e back and. e

“Y . ‘ . liting sergeant came back and said,

. fg&; ;nglrlri sIald (ﬁ(;ﬁnlt;)aly, she does not want her son to be a soldier.” Wﬁlen

couldn’t be a soldier, naturally, I’ i di

i ; tbe ) y, I'm going to be a soldier. S

I Saeig tfl; se;gdcailt said, Retally, you don’t want to be in the army, do zgu?(z

Armo,r ierf,t 0.” And he said, “I'll tell you what. There’s a National Guar‘d
yin town. All you have to do is go there and they’ll sign you up re-

gardless of your a
» ge. By Novemb ’ i
tional Guard will be fegeralized,”er youw’ll be in the army because the Na-

After basi P
oﬁ‘he ;l;z; Zangg at Lubbocl'i and Camp Bowie in Texas, Fung found himself part
attalion, 1315t Field Artillery, 36th Division, aboard the USS Repub-
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lic, heading toward Pearl Havbor for a destination with the code name “PLUM” on
November 21, 1941.

“CAPTURED BY THE JAPANESE”

The Pensacola convoy of eight thousand men was supposed to be reinforce-
ment and supplies for the Philippines. But after Pearl Harbor was bombed,
we were instructed to head south to avoid the Japanese. Then the news came
that Cavite Naval Yard [in the Philippines] had been bombed out, so there
was no point in the convoy going there pecause you couldn’t unload. They
decided to divert the whole convoy to Brisbane, Australia. So we landed in
Brisbane on the 22nd of December, just before Christmas in 41. Then on
January 1, our battalion of artillery was sent to Java, or Indonesia as they call
it. We landed in Soerabaja on January 11, 42. For awhile, we were taking care
of the 1gth Bombardment Group aircraft, doing anything to help—gas up
the airplane, take care of the armament, load 5o-caliber belts and bombs.
Then the Japanese led a three-prong attack to take Java from both ends
of the island. It was the largest amphibious operation at this point of the war
and the Allied forces on the island were no match. Our entire Asiatic fleet
had been destroyed in the Battle of the Java Seas and we had had no air con-
trol to begin with. For seven days we basically provided fire support for the
Australian troops. The navy was put under Dutch command, and that was
one of the reasons why they had so much trouble, because communications
was lousy and they had never worked together. We were fighting up in the
area west of Batavia (near Jakarta) for two days and were chased back. Then
March 8, orders were sent out by the Dutch commander that all troops were
to surrender. Of the go6 American soldiers and sailors who were captured
by the Japanese, 668 were sent to Burma to help build the railway.
Have you ever heard the term “hellships” The Japanese can squeeze more
men into a confined space than anyone in the world. I swear to God, our
ericans was squeezed into a hold no larger than this room
o x go feet]. You couldn’t even breathe! The first night on
ut from Singapore to Rangoon . . . To this
day, people see me running around in a T-shirt and they ask me, “Aren’t you
ever cold?” “No,” I said, because all I have to do is think back to October of
42. We spent three days in the harbor of Singapore below the water line, in
the hold of the ship, which had hauled rice as the last cargo. And the cargo
before that was horses. So we had horse manure and rice fermenting, and
we were sweating until we were dry and dehydrated. Water was in short sup-
ply and 1 broke out in a heat rash. I swore to God, if I ever got out of there,
I would never, never complain about heat again. [It was so crowded that the
men had to take turns sitting, squatting, standing or laying down while suf-
fering from seasickness, dysentery, and malaria.]

group of 191 Am
[approximately g
the way to Singapore wasn’t bad, b

STORY OF A POW SURVIVOR IN WORLD WAR 11 215

WORSE THAN BUILDING THE TRANSCONTINENTAL RAILROAD”

c\;\;f; V\tzﬁzkgrcrll ten da}y; tht;r; got a day off, for 10 cents a day. We got one holi
\ cmperor's birthday on April 29. We got up at four in t ing,
had jook [rice gruel] with a little gi an S breaktan, o morming,
ginger and sugar for breakfast, g ]
marched out to the job site, worked unti ch i B ot rice
. ) until lunch time, when w (1
vegetables, and kept working until the ’ ke was o
work was done. The aver
teen hours a day. You were lucky i i Vo 1o the ey
y if you got six hours of rest. We had
stretch of the railroad at the north end ncvas b,
because the south end i
Because we were such a small g N
ause : group, roughly two hundred people, we w
%:; ;r; with at}le Australians, which was a good thing because Ausliraiians airg
an i, ge?; ong famously. [ The other Allied POWs were British and Dutch ]
used as a mobile force, meaning that we went '

, t wherever the trou-
b.le.ls.pot was and we would try to straighten it out. So at the beginnirf utohu
EIVI 1%113; were used to cut out the right-of-way—three meters, rou hlg, t ;
fesett. o ey would clear the jungles, and of course, it grows baick algmgstear;

2 k ! en _};lou have to cut and fill, which is the basic of almost any railroad
zvrzlss.tin ot (;:r W;)rds, you want as level a road as possible. You lay down the
es and rails on each side. Then you start drillin .
on . g holes for the spi
Next, you Pound in the spikes. Then there will be a Japanese eng?nsggfets'
measur'e 1t's a one-meter track and to make sure the aiignment and spacin0
;fact(;r; Ie(;t,t ;Then you would make little rocks from big ones for ballast That’%
s the cross ties in place. Aside from cut and fill and buildi i
building brid,
we were used mostly for loading and unloadi s I g S
_ . ing supplies, like the rails and
cross ties. The first time they i e«
put a hundred kilos on the backs of
my Texan friends who were used to hard aimost diod
Lex work as ranchers, they al i
(akilois 2.2 pounds). That'swhen I reali o armmsine i
2 . realized the b ing thi
All you have to do is to take care of it. oy can doamazing things.
begigg :V th;;k ar(liyone whc;l worked on the railroad got off without injuries
re down to the G-string [a loin cloth] and : ’
the beginning, we all had cloth ew, evermtiing il
, es, but because of mildew rythi
apart. We were given no prisoner cloth oo this
1 . / , es, no shoes. The centipedes were thi
‘;Ie]g; l( Sr:ioizlc;zs ctzbo lut oiz(w foot long ), and tarantulas were the size ofi dinner plauj
o look out for snakes and scorpi I .
Where e vens oo out and pions. It was hot year round.
‘ , uld get 400 to boo inches of rain during the mo
:gzs;g;t v;rzcxls like bzllng under Niagara Falls. The humiditygwill kill ;jgoir;‘
‘ ical diseases didn’t get you first : y :
e s ith 2y meicin getyou first, because the Japanese refused to pro-
un;lg)lzllgjaganese never got used to the Americans. The first time we had to
. fooe: uECh of rails—they’re about thirty feet long, run seventy pounds
i t—— the Japanese were screaming at us to hurry: until they realized
i becrylng to be efficient. The engineers would not bother to learn En-
» Decause once they got the work layout, they’re not around anymore
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The Korean guards would make sure we weren’t loafing on the job. Slap-
ping, beatings, and torture were common. We found out after the first two
months that they were dead serious about getting this railroad build, so we
just went ahead and did it. You learned to work at a rate that does not incur
the wrath of the guards. There’s no official tea break, butif you need a drink,
you go ahead and do it. Just don’t linger. It was worse than the Chinese build-
ing the transcontinental railroad!

Speedo started in May of 4. That was when they found out they couldn’t
finish the railroad in one year. So they figured, “Okay, let’s speed everything
up.” No more days off, and they just kept increasing the workload, from 1.5
cubic meters per man per day to 2.2, then to 2.8, and 3.2 meters [1 meter
= 39" inches]. It didn’t matter if it was mud, soft dirt, sand, or rock. The job
had to be done before you left for the day. Of course, May is the beginning
of the rainy season. So combined with the additional workload and the rainy
season, it’s more difficult. That was the most intense period of construction.
Everybody was under pressure. During the speedo period, they even gotsick
people up to work, anyone who could walk. I was down to 60 pounds [from

108 pounds at the beginning of the war] and sick with malaria and dysen-
tery, still I had to do hard work every day. You can do almost anything when
you’re forced to. Sabotage didn’t do any good because you knew the job had
to be done, but we sabotaged when we could. There was no point in trying
to escape. The Japanese had a very cute system that worked in Java. Any Al-
lied soldier was worth $10 dead and $1 alive. So there was no fear of natives
bringing you in alive. You were worth more dead. The first three Australians

who tried to escape were caught and executed.

“THERE BUT FOR THE GRACE OF GOD GO I’

We had native civilians helping—Malaysians, Indonesians, Thais, Burmese—
but they died like flies. You would think they would fare better because they
live in that country, but there’s one thing they didn’t have: organization. We
were still a military unit, and we looked after each other. We had basic san-
itation, no matter how crummy it was. When we got to a camp, you located
your kitchen, you located your latrines, you took care of the simple things
that would contribute to your hygiene. The natives never did because they
worked as individuals. Another example: our basic ration was one pound of
rice per working man per day. So if only half of the camp is working, imme-
diately you're on half ration. But everyone shares. It was a perfect socialis-
tic state. When the officers got paid their $20 per month, they would put
$10 into what we called the Red Cross fund to take care of the people who
couldn’t work. Without being told, we formed tribes of two, three, or four
people to look after one another. If one guy is sick, the other two guys re:
member to boil drinking water for him and to pick up his rations. Let’s say
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the.worst happens and the three guys are sick; another group will look after
their group. And no one keeps score. You do it willingly because “there but
for. the grace of God go 1.” Regardless of how we kidded each other about
being with the navy, marines, or army, we were an American unit and we
knew we had to pull together. You knew that you were not going to be alone
But then we were lucky; we had Dr. [Henri] Hekking as our cam docl
tor. He was the one who kept our losses down. In our group of 191 pgo le
we lost only 13 people in the year and a half that we were in the jungles {')he;
other larger group of 470-odd Americans lost 120 men. Dr. Hekkin. was
bO-I'}:’l and raised in Java, but went to medical school in the Netherlandnghe
British didn’t consider him a qualified medical officer, so here he was. just
s.urplus. Captain Fitzsimmons contributed his wristwatch, and Lieutenanzvlldat—
timore a pocket watch, and they used the watches as a bribe to the Japanese
to getus Dr. Hekking. It turned out that he was magic because he had ISarn d
herbal medicine from his grandmother. He would tell us what kind of h 613)
and eatable greenery to look out for in the jungles. .
There’s nothing I won’t do for Dr. Hekking, like scrounging at nighttime
or what we called “moonlight reconnaissance.” One time I stole a Irglundreci
pf)unds of sugar. A friend of mine, Slug Wright, worked in the Japanese
kitchen, and he told me, “Watch out, Eddie, they mined the kitchen blcjecause
they’ve been losing so much stuff.” I decided, no, it doesn’t matter, because
they got to have a safe way in and out. So all we have to figure out, is where
they walk. Then I decided, no, there’s an easier way. So what I did was untie
enough of the vines that held the bamboo walls together so that I could re-
move the wall and sneak in. Well, one of the things I saw was this hundred-
pound sack of sugar. The trick about scrounging is that you have to get in
and get out. You don’t fool around. So I dragged the hundred poun&s out
and put the wall back together again. Okay, now, the trick is when you steal
something, you can’t keep it, because there’s no refrigeration, and the Japa-
nese conduct snap searches. So what you do is distribute it. First thing I
thougbt le'lllzout is Dr. Hekking, because he takes care of the sick people. Aid
sugar is like a treat. So I divided i i i
oy yot s e s d it between Dr. Hekking and the kitchen.
, I guess the best haul I ever made was a case of quinine. We were workin
n Kanchanaburi, Japanese headquarters, for about a week. There is a mecfg-
}Fal officer who had his supplies there. So Dr. Hekking said to me one day,
‘.When, you’re out on the working party, see if you can scrounge some qui:
nine; I'm almost out.” He knew that I was allergic to quinine. He said, “Do
?vhat you can, but don’t getin trouble.” The first day I found where the ;ned—
1cal supplies were, and there were four cases of quinine. I didn’t know very
’ ~ alemh ?lb.out trad'ing with l:'he natives. What I should have done was to steal
- quinine, sell it to a native, take the money, and give it to the doc to buy
€ qQuinine, so I wouldn’t be caught. Instead of that, I got the case of qui-
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nine. I took it out bottle by bottle, twenty-four bottles in a wood crate with
straw. Then I got the case back in order, put the top back on, minus the qui-
nine, and put the case on the bottom. I figured it will take some time before
the Japanese medic gets to the bottom case.

I'was in charge of the food baskets that day. And as arule, the guards don’t
search each and every group going back to camp. It's almost an instinct or
intuition, “They’re not going to search me.” The question was, “Do you bring
back four, five bottles at a time, or try to take the whole thing in?” My in-
stinct said, “Do it once. If you're caught, you’re caught.” If you take it back
six bottles at a time, you take four times the chance. So I took all of it in.
There was an Australian who was helping me carry the pole. He said, “Ed-
die, you'll get us killed.” I said, “No, they’re not going to search us.” So I put
some bananas on top. And I said, “I'll give you half for helping me carry it
in.” He said, “What are you going to do with it?” I said, “Give it to the doc
for the hospital.” “Now,” he said, “if you’re going to do that, I'll help you carry
itin.” We gotitin. So I told the Australian, “You can take half to your doc-
tor if you want.” He said, “Let’s see what your doctor wants first.” He said, “If
he’s a good bloke, he’ll share it with us.” And that’s what doc did. He shared
it with all the other doctors. I wasn’t scared, but you know what the Japanese
are going to do. Well, besides beating you up, they’ll turn you over to the
kempeilai, which is the Japanese equivalent of the S.S. They're mean! But as
far as I was concerned, Doc saved my life twice, so I'm beholden to him. He
knows I'll take chances whenever he needs something. In fact, 1 asked him
before 1 did that, “You want a microscope, they got a microscope in there,
and a nice wooden case.” He said, “Eddie, 1 would love that microscope

(sounding exasperated), but where am I going to hide it? "

“WHAT IT IS TO BE CHINESE”

My worst moment came in May ’45. The reason I can remember the month
is because May is the beginning of the rainy season, and 45 was, of course;
our last year, even though we didn’t know it at the time. It wasn’ta vision but
a feeling that I would never see my mother again, who was still alive when I
left, that I would not be able to go home and tell her face to face, “Okay Mom,
I understand what you and Pop were trying to tell me, what itis to be Chi-
nese, and how to be a Chinese.” I just had the feeling that I wasn’t going to
get the chance to do that. There was nevera time when I was more down, even
when I had the dysentery and malaria at the same time. So I lived with the
fact that I'm an unfilial son, because as it turned out, my mom died in May.
There’s two ways that I put it. If there’s a heaven and a hell—an afterlife—
and wherever they are, my parents will know that I'm trying to live the life
they taught me to live. If there isn’t an afterlife, 1 will know that I'm trying
to live the way they taught me to live. So either way it will work out.
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I came to feel strongly about my ethnic identity when we first got to the
jungle, and Captain Fitzsimmons called me in one day and said, “Eddie, I
can change your service record so it reads that you're half Chinese.” And I
said, “Why would we do that, Captain?” He said, “They may not be as rough
on a half Chinese.” My father had died in 1940, so I told Captain Fitzsim-
mons, “My father would turn over in his grave if I did that. Let’s just take
our chances and leave it the way it is.” That was when I realized that I am
Chinese. There’s nothing I can do to change that. Culturally, 'm Chinese.
Philosophically, I'm Chinese. But earlier, I had denied it because that was
the thing that made Chinatown a ghetto to me. I suddenly realized that re-
gardless of whether you’re a prisoner in Chinatown or in a war camp, that
doesn’t make you any less or any more of a man than what you are. It doesn’t
matter what the rest of the world thinks, you’re still that person. Being a pris-
oner made me realize that. I had this pathological fear of being a Chinese
in the clutches of Japanese hands because I had been brought up to believe
that Chinese and Japanese are traditional enemies. It was at that moment I
knew that I could not deny who I am. I wasn't extra proud of it. I wasn’t
ashamed of it. I just knew that’s the reality of it. I am Chinese, period.

“GENTLEMEN, THE WAR IS OVER”

Each of us had a different liberation date. Mine is the 1gth of August. We
knew something strange was going on because we went out three days in a
row to work, and each time we were told to go back to camp. The fourth
time they called us to the parade grounds at ten o’clock in the morning. The
British bugler sounded assembly. That had never happened before. And we
just had that feeling, “God, maybe this is it.” We were all assembled in the
parade ground, and British Warrant Officer Stimson, who was in charge of
the .camp, announced, “Gentlemen, the war is over and we are free.” That
was it. Later, we found out about the annihilation orders, that the Japanese
were to kill any prisoners who might get in the way of the last-ditch fight.
I haven’t had a hard day since that day, because to me, being taken pris-
oner has been the focal point of my life. I was a snotty-nose kid, just out for
adventure, thinking that was all there was to life, not realizing that there’s
more that you're intended to do. Otherwise, you're just taking up breath-
Ing space. I've never regretted the war or the experiences because it taught
me something, gave me the self-confidence that I could resolve any prob-
lem and take care of any situation that comes up.

After the war Eddie Fung served six months in the air force, worked as a butcher in
1 Bakersﬁfld, Qalifomia, while altending junior college, and went on to study at Stan-
‘ {ZTdL (./nwe’rszty, mqjoring in chemistry, He worked as a metallurgical technologist at

¢ Livermore National Laboratory wntil he retired in 197%. Every year around Au-
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gust 15, Fung faithfully altends the reunion of the Lost Battalion Association in Texas
as the sole Chinese American member of the most decorated Texan unit of any war.

sourck: Eddie Fung, interview with Judy Yung, August 17, 2002, San Francisco,
California.
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One Hundred
and Seven Chinese (1943)

Gilbert Woo

At the time that Gilbert Woo' wrote the following satire on repeal of the Chinese Ex-
clusion Acts, Congress was in the midst of debating the issue. The Citizens’ Commit-
tee to Repeal Chinese Exclusion, which consisted of China scholars, writers, and church
leaders, lobbied heavily for the Magnuson bill. If passed, the bill would repeal the  fifteen
Chinese exclusion acts passed between 1882 and 1913, establish an annual quota
for Chinese immigration, and grant naturalization rights to Chinese in the United
States. On the surface, the legislation appeared to be dealing racial discrimination a
blow, but Gilbert Woo, a liberal journalist at the Chinese Times newspaper,?® saw it
Jor what it was— a token gesture and an insult to Chinese Americans.

In the following article, which appeared in his newspaper column “Qizhi” or “I
Wish to Inform You,™ Woo pokes fun at the debate over the small quota as well as at
the arguments that labor unions and veterans’ organizations were raising over po-
tential job competition and the threat of interracial marriages should Congress pass
the bill. But given the international situation—uwith China as a wartime ally to the
United States— Congress decided to vote Jor repeal, and President Franklin Delano
Roosevelt signed the bill into law on December 17, 1943, technically ending 62 years
of Chinese exclusion.

1. Gilbert Woo (1911-1979) was one of the most widely read columnistsin the Chinese Amer-
ican press. He was born in Taishan District, Guangdong Province, and immigrated to the United
Statesin 1932. In his forty-year career as a journalist, he consistently advocated for equal rights
in American society, social reforms in the Chinese American community, and prosperity in China.
2. Founded by the Chinese-American Citizens’ Alliance in 1924, the Chinese Times is a daily
Chinese~lang11age newspaper that claims to speak for American citizens of Chinese descent.
3. Gilbert Woo began writing the column on March g, 1 943. The title, “Qizhi,” comes from
the formal phrase commonly used at the beginning of a Chinese letter, “I wish to inform you.”
The ¢column ran in the Chinese Times for over a year, covering a wide range of topics such as
housing issues, the internment of Japanese Americans, and developments in China,

22r
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Gilbert Woo reading
the Chinese Pacific
Weekly. (Courtesy

of Lucy Huang)

Should the Chinese Exclusion Act be repealed, then 107 Chinese® will enter
the United States every year. As a result, the atten‘tior? Qf all those who op-
pose the repeal seems to be focused on these 107 individuals.

These 107 individuals—ah, you can truly be proud of yoursglves. Ip n-um-
ber there are not enough of you to make up a}ful% set of mahj:))ng tiles; yet
in power you can scoop up the moon’s reflection in the water.

Do you know that an American boxer claims he can take

actually, they can summon a boxer and he alone can beat you black and blue
in the face. And yet, believe it or not, just hearing about you strikes terror

into the hearts of millions of Americans.

There used to be a Sergeant York in the United States, who, single-hand-
edly, captured over 100 German soldiers.® So actually, an army sergeant alone

is enough to tie all of you up. And yet, believe it or not, just
causes millions of Americans to lose sleep and appetite.

4. The annual allotment for Chinese immigration was later fixed at 105.

5. Meaning, “to achieve the impossible.” .
g. Sergeant Alvin Cullum York served in Europe during World War L.
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An American robber with one single machine gun can hold off 5,000 po-
licemen. So actually, the head of a gang of robbers alone can mow you down
like so much wheat. And yet, believe it or not, just speaking about you sets
millions of Americans trembling.

Actually, one single streetcar is enough to take you to Seal Rocks.” One
single apartment building is enough to hold all of you and you will not even
have to fight over the bathroom. Five pounds of coffee is enough to give you
insomnia all night. Five jin® of wujiapi® is enough to make you so drunk you
cannot tell left from right. One porky pig is enough to give you the runs.
You are not supermen, nor are you celestial beings. And yet they fear you
more than the government troops feared the 108 banditheroes of Liang-
shanpo.'” Come to think of it, we might as well petition Congress and re-
quest special permission to increase the number by one to make it 108 in-
dividuals. But, on second thought, since Wu Song killed his sister-in-law, he
would not fit in here.!'! We had best leave him in China.

They say that once the 107 of you manly fellows arrive, you will compete
with the tens of millions of Americans for bread and thus drive down the liv-
ing standards of the United States and cheapen the labor force. Do you re-
ally have such power? Or can this be some trick concocted by your Mr. Zhi-
duoxing?'?

They say that once the 107 of you manly fellows arrive, you will introduce
the problem of yellow and white marriages to this country. Now I am really
confused. Are not your ranks filled with people like Lu Zhishen?!'?

Ah, you 107 manly fellows! I cannot help but prostrate myself in admira-
tion. And when you finally arrive, we will be at the dockside to welcome you,
loudly exclaiming, “Long live Liangshanpo!”

As historians and political analysts have correctly pointed out, the Chinese exclusion
laws were repealed in 1943 as a goodwill gesture to China and to counter Japanese
propaganda in Asia. The repeal did little to rectify the exclusion of Chinese immigrants,
as the token annual quota of 105 was applied to Chinese people from any part of the

on 100 men? So world. As for Gilbert Woo, outspoken articles like this one would eventually cost him

7- A cluster of rocks off the coast of San Francisco where sea lions like to gather.

8. A Chinese measurement, one Jinis equivalent to half a kilogram.

9. Potent Chinese liquor.

10. The headquarters of a group of 108 outlaws who battled corrupt officials, as immor-

talized in the eighteenth-century Chinese adventure novel Shuibu Zhuan (The Waler Margin),

first translated as All Men Are Brothers by Pearl S. Buck.

; 11. WuSong, one of the bandit-heroes, killed his adulterous sister-in-law to avenge the mur-
det of his brother.

t2. Zhiduoxing is the nickname for the resourceful Wu Yong, the mastermind strategist
among the bandit-heroes.

13 Another member of the bandit-heroes of Liangshanpo, Lu Zhishen was a monk and
tefore a man who must remain celibate.
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his job at the Chinese Times. He went on to write for the Kuo Min Yat Po (th‘
nese Nationalist Daily) before establishing his own newspaper, the Chl'nese Paﬂc'lﬁc
Weekly, in 1946. He remained Chinatown’s liberal voice and conscience until he

died in 1979 al the age of sixty-eight. BeCOming an In tegral

i ., 9: repri in Il fingnan wengi [Selected works g
SOURGE: Chinese Times, September 7, 1943; reprinted in fu, : ! o_
of Gilbert Wool (Hong Kong: Xiangjiang Chuban Youxian Gongsi, 1991), pp- 37-38. Part Of Amerlca’ 1 945 2 008

Translator: Ellen Yeung.
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weeping changes in immigration, domestic, and foreign policies irrev-
ocably changed the composition and lives of the Chinese American pop-
ulation during the second half of the twentieth century. In the after-
glow of World War II, Congress passed the War Brides Act of 1 945 and Alien
Wives Act of 1946, which allowed over seven thousand Chinese women to
enter as nonquota immigrants and join their husbands in America. This, in
turn, generated a baby boom and noticeable infusion of family life in urban
Chinatowns such as those in San Francisco, Los Angeles, New York, and
Boston. But after China turned Communist in 1949 and the Chinese fought
against Americans in the Korean conflict a year later, U.S.-China relations
deteriorated. The anti-Communist hysteria that followed in the 1950s forced
overseas Chinese to sever ties with their homeland. At the same time,
changes in domestic policies encouraged them to set down roots and become
an integral part of America. Anti-Chinese laws, which for decades had de-
nied the Chinese fundamental civil rights and legal protection, were revoked

one by one, enabling them to intermarry with whites, own land, and find

better jobs and housing outside Chinatown boundaries. These new devel-

opments opened up opportunities for the Chinese to move out from the

shadows of exclusion and become fuller participants in American life.

As the country entered the Cold War era, a series of refugee acts were
passed which admitted approximately thirty thousand professionals, entre-
Preneurs, intellectuals, and ex~government officials escaping unstable po-
litical conditions in China. The Chinese population in the United States
swelled from 117,629 in 1950 to 2 $7,292 in 1960. Unlike earlier Cantonese
immigrants, many of these newcomers were well educated, cosmopolitan,
Spoke the Mandarin dialect, and came from central and northern China.
Arriving at a time when conditions were turning favorable for Chinese Amer-
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