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Revised and Corrected, June 25, 2012
2012 Note: The following account is a first draft of an abbreviated narrative of my life and my political activities and observations in the period of mid-1980 (after the Kaohsiung Incident trials) through to the end of 1986 and my trip to the Peoples Republic of China. This is written mostly from memory, following on a quick review of my diaries and notebooks for the period, plus some recent reminiscences with comrades of that period. The account refers to documents that are mostly in my archives. Much more work and especially interviewing of other persons involved may be needed to verify names, places, and parallel events. However, I submit this first draft as a step in the process of many people contributing to writing this history.
This effort can be linked to the project of the library of National Chengchi University to document the overseas Taiwanese movements, both pro-PRC and pro-independence, a project beginning from 2007. A large portion of the publications mentioned here, and more, have been scanned and indexed in their digital collection. Scholars in the Departments of Taiwan Literature and Taiwan History are carrying out interviews of some of the Taiwanese involved overseas at that time.

A deeper question is the significance of this history of the overseas movement. One thing it explains clearly is the pro-U.S. background of the overseas Taiwanese. And the overseas Taiwanese set the direction for the foreign policy of the Democratic Progressive Party, most crucially during the presidency of Chen Shui-bian, 2000-2008. During this time the Formosan Association for Public Affairs (FAPA) in Washington D.C. emerged as the most important link in U.S.-Taiwan relations. And FAPA was clearly on the right end of the U.S. political spectrum, cultivating relations with anti-PRC Republicans in particular. This however led to a lack of alternative to passivity in the face of American opposition to self-determination for Taiwan – with the U.S. upholding the “one-China” Shanghai Communiqué and casting sovereignty statements of the Ah-bian government as “trouble-making.” Now well into the second term of the KMT’s President Ma Ying-jeou, it seems that integration with China is proceeding apace. Whatever the success or failure of the Taiwan independence movement in the context of the Cold War divide between China and Taiwan, thousands of people were engaged in what to them at that time and to me were life-defining struggles.
After the 1980 Kaohsiung Incident Trials: An International Vision of Human Rights?

I returned to the United Stat​es from the “Round the World in Eighty Days” PanAm Airlines trip with my mother Nellie Amondson in early May 1980. We had travelled from Los Angeles to Hawaii to Osaka to Hong Kong, and stayed in Hong Kong for the full month of March to provide briefing and debriefing to reporters attending the Kaohsiung Incident Trials in Taipei. We were limited to one month in Hong Kong by our visas, and the end of the month was just a few days after the end of the main trial. From Hong Kong, we stopped briefly in Thailand to visit members of the Asian Forum for Human Rights there, and then in India for a week, partly waiting for flights, before we went on to speaking engagements set up by the overseas Taiwanese in Europe and London.
As part of this round-the-world excursion, I had originally intended to stop for a week in Tehran and express sympathy for the victims of the Shah, as had Ramsey Clark recently. Part of my motivation in this plan was to educate the Taiwanese and Taiwanese- Americans concerning long-term American support for bloody “developmentalist” dictators such as the Shah of Iran. I hoped they would see the parallel with the Chiang regime, and develop a more international perspective. In January 1980 I had visited the Embassy of Iran in Washington D.C. with a statement in hand, and received encouragement for this plan. However, by the time I reached Hong Kong and visited the Iranian consulate there, I was told the previous Washington ambassador had been purged. Planning for my trip was in limbo, and so travel was inadvisable.
Views of China from the Perspective of the Taiwan Democratic Movement
Reading the literature about the communist revolution in China, such as Song of Ariran: A Korean Communist in the Chinese Revolution, by Nym Wales (pen name of Helen Foster Snow), I had imbibed a heroic image of sacrifice and epic struggle. And I had met such people among the political prisoners in Taiwan; the older ones, both native Taiwanese and mainlander, were those who most dearly held the socialist beliefs of that period.
Of course anti-communist sentiments of the Taiwanese-Americans stood in the way of their accepting my internationalist vision, especially their animosity towards the People’s Republic of China. But being totally cut off from China, and in this early period before much contact, some of us took Chinese propaganda of being one with the Third World and oppressed peoples with some credibility; as well as with a little salt. The matter was as yet untested. For example, before being arrested in January 1980, Tsai You-chuan (蔡有全), the handsome young Presbyterian minister and liberation theologian who was Shih Ming-deh’s lieutenant in Formosa Magazine, whom I jokingly called the Che Guevara of Taiwan, wrote a letter smuggled out by Rev. Philip Wickeri, which I had been privileged to read while in Hong Kong, appealing to the PRC for concern for the suppression of the Taiwan democratic movement. 
While at the UNCTAD (the United Nations Conference on Trade and Development) meeting in Manila in late April 1979, during a break I had approached the Chinese delegation sitting in the huge auditorium. What surprised me was that the three men were so flustered by being approached by someone offering information about Taiwan, as though it were a hot potato that would get them in trouble. The same for my visit to the PRC Embassy in January 1980. They seemed to be totally frightened of being tainted by suspicion of incorrect contacts – not like confident bureaucrats able to take advantage of international intelligence. This seemed to me a foreboding indication of a police state reaching to terrorize the highest levels of their own government personnel.
However while in Hong Kong I had had some hopes of visiting China, to educate them about Taiwan (a view common also to Lin Hsiao-hsin (林孝信), Chang Chun-nan (張春男), Kuo Ming-nan (郭明男) and others who travelled to China in the 1980’s, hoping for a more progressive position from China) and I was encouraged in this by a Chinese businessman from Taiwan with some connections there, Robert Ko (Ko Ying-wen, 柯尹文). I can’t remember how I met Robert Ko, but I do remember talking with him in Hong Kong, though probably I had first met him in New Jersey. Robert Ko was a dapper man who ran a Chinese-language newsletter circulated in the New York City area. A mainlander who grew up in Taiwan, he became active in the Diaoyutai movement as a student, running an anti-KMT publication. According to his account, when visiting the ROC office for passport renewal he was given a veiled warning to be concerned for his mother in Taiwan. As it turned out, his mother soon after was rammed by motorcycles twice, and the second time given a serious concussion from which she never totally recovered. As the Diaoyutai movement turned pro-China, he was apparently given some favors from China in being able to run a travel service for trips there, and by about 1982 he also on his business card listed his enterprise of putting together a vanity book “Who’s Who Among Chinese-Americans” or some such. In the 1990’s I heard from his mailings that he was named as an agent for China by some U.S. intelligence agency but denied it, and I continued to receive mailings from his New Jersey address (his recent activities in China can be found online now).
Back to Hong Kong in March 1980. Robert Ko was eager for me to travel to China, and I met with the editor of the Da Gong Bao (大公報) in Hong Kong, who seemed quite open and sympathetic.  No trip materialized then, and I was quite in a rush for the human rights effort for the Kaohsiung defendants. Robert Ko later said I was still suspected as a CIA plant by the PRC. But he still planned for me to take the trip, which he implied he would fund, in early June 1981; that also did not materialize, and a few years later I heard that the editor of Da Gong Bao, Luo Fo (羅浮), had been recalled and arrested in 1982 and sentenced to ten years for spying for the U.S. I hoped that meeting with me had not added to his list of sins.
Despite my visits to all the newspapers in Hong Kong in March 1980, among the Chinese media, only Centre News (中報) was sympathetic and regularly reported the information I brought from Taiwan. (Unfortunately, it lasted only about a year from its founding in February 1980.) The pro-PRC media such as Ming Bao (明報) and Da Gong Bao were quite despicable in reporting the KMT’s version of events such as the murders of Lin Yi-hsiung’s (林義雄) mother and daughters on February 28, 1980. (At the time there was some suggestion that the murders were retribution for the bombing of a China Airlines plane on the ground in the Philippines early that morning – three injuries or deaths, I can’t remember.) I was disappointed to see that they made such reports using KMT materials even right after I visited them.
Beginning about 1982, the PRC made efforts for a while to court the Taiwanese- Americans by sending representatives of the Beijing-based All-China Federation Of Taiwan Compatriots (Taiwan Tongbao Lianyi Hui, 中華全國台灣同胞聯誼會，簡稱全國台聯) to the United States. I will talk more about this later. Their overall direction, however, could be summed up as “reconciliation” with the Kuomintang at the expense of the native Taiwanese. In light of this, the pro-PRC activists in Taiwan (like China Tide (夏潮) staff) could never get any mass following in Taiwan, even in championing labor issues. 
The Pattern of US Foreign Policy: Supporting “Anti-Communist” Dictators

But whatever the color of Beijing, I always felt that Taiwanese should face up to acknowledging the global pattern of United States foreign policy: supporting dictatorships that were convenient anti-communist allies, no matter what the cost to the people of those countries. My gut feeling on this was very deep from my 1978 blacklisting by the US Embassy in Taipei. Taiwanese in Europe, especially Tseng Dze-tsai’s (鄭自才) group in Germany, seemed to share my view. Some leftists I met from other countries, such as Dr. Walden Bello in exile from the Philippines and Lee Shim-Bom from South Korea, who of whom happened to show up at my hunger strike in September 1980, further fortified my position on this.
Returning from London at the end of April from the Round-the-World-in-Eighty-Days trip, I chose to land for the last segment in Seattle, while my mother went to Washington D.C. for another round of lobbying. I knew that Seattle was the current home of the newsletter on Taiwan human rights that was originally Lynn’s Osaka publication, recently transferred and renamed Taiwan Communiqué. This was being put out by Gerrit van der Wees (韋傑理) from Holland and his wife Chen Mei-chin (陳美津), with also assistance by another University of Washington student, Chen Fang-ming (陳芳明). The newsletter demanded a great deal of devotion from them, because the international telephone call expenses quite overwhelmed their student stipends, beyond the time commitment entailed under the emergency of the arrests. At the time of the Kaohsiung Incident I did not realize it, but I had talked to them several times on the telephone before. I met them and many other enthusiastic members of the Seattle community, including Chang Pang-liang (張邦良). I stayed many days at the home of June Chen in Seattle. From Seattle they drove me to Vancouver. The Canadian and Northwest Taiwanese seemed somewhat less conservative than those elsewhere in the US, and in fact quite militant.

In Vancouver, Prof. Henry Hsiao (Hsiao Hsin-yi, 蕭欣義), professor of philosophy and religion, took me on a beautiful boat ride on Victoria Sound. I was reluctant for him to waste his valuable time in taking me sightseeing, but I began to get the impression that the Taiwanese groups did not want to let me out of their sight, as if in fear that I might be kidnapped by the KMT, or meet up with representatives of the PRC.
After a week or so I flew back to San Diego, and had some brief rest and quiet. The sentences had been announced, and no one was to be executed. From previous interviews of political prisoners, we knew that interrogation and torture were not likely to continue after sentencing. And the trial had achieved high international publicity, as well as detailed domestic coverage – probably raising the level of political awareness more than all of the preceding movement. (Note a similar statement in documents declassified from the intelligence agencies and now in the National Archives.)
My son Roger came down from Palo Alto to San Diego to stay with his grandmother for the summer, but I was too busy planning my next political action to spend much time with him. He hung out with my stepfather Elmer Amondson, watching how antique clocks were fixed. This might have been early June.

I had some vague understanding that Chen Wan-chen (陳婉真) and Hsu Hsin-liang (許信良) had fallen out with WUFI not long after the United Front had been declared on December 15, 1979, and that they would be coming to California to establish a publication as a base for political organizing overseas. It might be seen that Hsu Hsin-liang’s forming of the Front was in effect an attempt to take leadership of the overseas Taiwanese-Americans; and from his experience as one of the leaders of the democratic movement in Taiwan, plus the elected head of Taoyuan County, it would be appropriate for him to take leadership. The overseas Taiwanese could not deny this, but WUFI clearly had no intention of handing over its fief and its sources of donations. I heard, probably from Chen Wan-chen, that the checks written out to the representative of the Front were never cashed; WUFI probably managed to redirect the contributions. So Hsu Hsin-liang and Chen Wan-chen, encouraged by supporters in California, moved from New York to Los Angeles to set up an organization that would keep up contacts with Taiwan and bring out information on continuing developments.
I had reservations about Hsu Hsin-liang, and had heard for myself in February 1979, one evening when Shih Ming-deh and I visited him at his official residence as head of Taoyuan County, how he fancied himself as a great man moving history by his own will, like Napolean or Mao Zedong. That kind of ambition did not seem to me to be a studied motivation for social change. Su Ching-li (蘇慶黎) had analyzed for me how he used a populist cover for his Machiavellian conceits. On the other hand, in the democratic movement I had also been able to witness how he thought in populist terms, how to move the masses with appeals to their concrete interests, and he was obviously much closer to Taiwan society than the WUFI leadership. The WUFI figures such as George Chang (Chang Tsan-hong張燦鍙) had left Taiwan as college graduates with minimal social experience, and almost all had comfortable jobs in US society as professors of natural sciences, engineers, and doctors. George Chang had travelled the world to take pictures with the PLO’s Yasser Arafat, etc., but there was no sign that he had learned anything from them. WUFI had virtually no political or social scientists; Trong Tsai (Tsai Tong-rong 蔡同榮) and Chen Lung-chu (陳隆志), the exceptions, were conventional US-bred political scientists. So my conclusion was that I should strategically support Hsu Hsin-liang.
Consistently, WUFI figures did not want me to criticize Kang Ning-hsiang (康寧祥) and to recognize the human rights efforts of the mainlander professor Chen Guying (陳鼓應), both of which I did in each presentation. This became explicit when in late 1980 Fan Ching-liang (范清亮) with the Formosan Association for Human Rights (全美台灣人權協會) put out a booklet with the transcript of the Kaohsiung Incident translated by Herb Thomas, who had previously volunteered for me in the human rights work in Taiwan. Fan wanted me to lend my pictures of the Meilidao movement for the booklet, but although I was on good terms with him, I would not provide the pictures unless I had a role in the editing.
Riding the Greyhound Bus: Circuits of the Taiwanese-American Community

Aside from this, I felt the Taiwanese abroad needed as well as wanted to know the import of the recent challenge to the KMT government. With very limited funds, and no support from the Formosan Association for Human Rights as I had had in the January 1980 whirlwind major city flights, I planned a trip by Greyhound through the small college towns where there were Taiwanese professors and students. The Greyhound ticket allowed nearly limitless stops along a route across the extremes of the United States and Canada, for some small sum like US$60. I learned to sleep several hours during the day so as to be able to tolerate being roused from sleep several times during the night for toilet stops and changing buses.
I heard through the grapevine that WUFI was spreading rumors that I was pro-PRC and Chen Wan-chen was a mainlander. At first I had difficulty setting up talks, passing through, as I remember, Colorado – meeting Dr. Frank S. T. Hsiao (蕭聖鐵), author of articles on the Taiwan communists of the Japanese period, and David G. Shaw of Georgetown Road, Boulder, Colorado, who ran the Voice of Taiwan station there –, but then they and others made appointments for me in college towns across the Midwest. 
Typically, I stayed one or two nights at the home of a Taiwanese professor, and the host would call together about ten families and some half dozen students for an evening of discussion. I was sometimes impressed that several had driven long distances to attend a discussion that might bring them political danger. I carried a very small projector with only two slide slots on a frame that shuttled back and forth, and I got very good at flipping 80 slides, using pictures to explain the history and events of the Meilidao movement, with of course a small slice of social analysis and criticism of the half-way reformists, particularly Kang Ning-hsiang. I must have made this presentation to small groups at least twenty times. The Taiwanese-American audience generally did not give much argument on political analysis, and rather admonished against divisions in the movement – “put everyone’s strength together.” Sometimes they would also arrange for me to speak in English to American church groups, or on campus as a foreign student activity.

Ideological Allies: Meeting Taiwan Sitai, aka “Taiwan Era”, in Canada, June 1980 
I was planning to attend the annual summer camp in the Midwest, in 1980 planned for Grand Rapids, Michigan – also the seventh meeting of the World Taiwanese Association (WTA 世台會). I had previously attended the 1976 Third meeting of the WTA at Pepperdine University in California, on the cliffs near Malibu, together with my first husband George, so I knew what to expect. Speeches by exiled figures and overseas leaders of the Taiwan independence movement for the adults, sports and skits and dances for the kids. Just a week apart and not far away was the 1980 summer camp of the Taiwanese Association of Canada, for which I still have the one-sheet handwritten program (SEE ARCHIVES). The dates were June 28-30, in Kemptville, according to the instructions, at the intersection point of Ottawa, Montreal, and Toronto. The theme for the meeting was “The Trends of Taiwan Political Movements for the Eighties”, and four speakers were slated for the two mornings: Peng Ming-min (彭明敏), “WUFI representative”, Chang Chin-tze (張金策), and “Taiwan Era representative”. Both Peng and Chang had split with WUFI in the classic pattern: first lauded as heroes exiled from the struggle in the homeland and given figurehead positions, then squeezed out later. What was new to me here was the “democratic nationalist liberation” line of this new Taiwanese organization “Taiwan Era (台灣時代)”, and the vaguely leftist rhetoric of Chang Chin-tze in support of it. I did recognize the name Taiwan Era and knew it was leftist Taiwan independence from the two or three issues that had reached us in Taiwan. 
I immediately aligned there with Chang and Taiwan Era, felt I had finally met some political soul mates, and wanted to lay plans for ongoing cooperation, but they had no specific instructions for me. I hoped there would finally be some progressive direction within the Taiwan independence camp.

The audience seemed vaguely stunned and miscomprehending. Only later did I realize that this was the opening salvo of an ideological and organizational struggle among the overseas Taiwanese. Taiwan Era (which I think was represented by their spokesman Cheng Chieh (鄭節, real name Dr. Su Ying-ming蘇英明, from Pennsylvania) launched a frontal attack on WUFI, accusing them of using merely nostalgic slogans in advocating Taiwan independence, and demanding they accept the formula “national liberation (min jok gai fong 民族解放)”. The translation of “national” into Chinese and Taiwanese (with a source probably in Japanese translation before World War II) as “min jok” (people-race 民族) was somewhat unfortunate, because WUFI’s naïve understanding was to say that that formulation was racism. WUFI of course had no knowledge of the international leftist rhetoric of revolution. Taiwan Era did not say much about what to me would have been more central, what could be expected from the United States, though they clearly represented the standard national liberation framework, following on Shih Ming (史明). Perhaps that was a strategic design of their propaganda. Whatever the interaction, it seems that by about a year later the term “min jok” had become common among the overseas Taiwanese. 
To my memory, I also met Jimmy Tan (陳慶榮), the 19-year old lieutenant of Chang Chin-tze, at the Canada meeting, but he says it was probably at the Michigan meeting that we met for the second time; the first was at the University of Illinois where I gave a speech to an audience of a few hundred, January 1980. Jimmy was the only rough, radical, proletarian youth I met among the Taiwanese abroad – he had left Taiwan together with his father, an escaped political prisoner, on a small fishing boat in 1975, and managed to reach the Sengaku Islands alive. Over following years, I felt I had a role in turning him from a simple Taiwan nationalist into an internationalist, but perhaps more important in his evolution was his participation in a Guardian youth camp in London, and travels in many countries.
I stayed several days in Canada and was impressed with the political commitment and deeper thinking of the Taiwanese there, reflecting at least a lack of indoctrination like that of the Americans’ self-righteousness in their foreign interventions. Among these, Masao (Japanese name; I think Fan Cheng-hsiung 范政雄 in Chinese) and his son (fascinated with Latin dance and music) had been to Cuba, at least for vacation, because Canadians were not forbidden from travel there, and they could understand Cuban social achievements.
I can’t quite remember whether Shih Ming-deh’s third elder brother Shih Ming-hsiung (施明雄) was in Toronto then yet; I don’t think that I saw him there until the end of the year, when I came through again. Third Brother and his family (wife Chao-hui and two sons) had left Taiwan as quickly as possible after the Kaohsiung Incident because they were continually harassed by the police while Nori (施明德) was on the run. Third Brother had also been sentenced to five years the first time Nori went to jail, in 1962. Since in Kaohsiung he made his living through Chinese medical massage, tui-na (推拿, Chinese medical massage; his father was famous for this), police harassment must have also impacted his income. He fled to Hong Kong, where Second Brother Shih Ming-ho (施明和) was living. 
Later I learned that he had been assisted by Sam Ho of Asian Forum for Human Rights (a Chinese-speaking Malaysian exile) in getting political asylum in Canada. I had met Sam Ho, the director of AFHR’s Hong Kong headquarters office, in April 1979 in Manila. He visited Meilidao in Taiwan in November. AFHR did an independent investigation of the Kaohsiung Incident in January 1980 and published a booklet that they distributed in Southeast Asia (ARCHIVE DOCUMENT). I’ll always remember that Sam Ho said, following a trip to the U.S., that the Taiwanese-Americans exerted an excessive influence on the Taiwanese movements, and that they could mislead the movements. At least Sam Ho was assisted in turn personally by Shih Ming-hsiung, who helped Sam Ho resettle in Toronto when the next year he was run out of Hong Kong when China did an indirect crackdown on social activist organizations. Sam Ho finally married and settled down in Canada; I always wanted to know why he was exiled from Malaysia and refused to be photographed, but to date do not know.
When I saw Third Brother and his wife in Toronto in Winter 1980, they were doing not too badly and had bought a house: Third Brother was making some income from tui-na for the Chinese community, with home as office. Chao-hui had been burned over her arms and much of her body, but fortunately not her pretty face, due to a gas explosion in their Hong Kong apartment from a faulty cooking canister, and felt she had only survived due to treatment of her burned skin with Chinese medicine powder. The next year in Canada she was able to open a lunch eatery in downtown Toronto and earn most of the family income.

After Canada, I believe I went to New York again and down the eastern seaboard, visiting students in North Carolina, especially at Duke University, the seminary that had strong ties with the Presbyterian Church in Taiwan. There was a strong Taiwanese student group there, more socially oriented. Liu Ge-cheng (劉格正) was one who later became involved in support for labor issues in Taiwan. He even moved back to Taiwan for one or two years after 1990 to serve as a labor activist. Among the students, Chen Hong-yu (陳弘裕, aka Chen Hong-gee) had been in the circle of friends of Tien Chiu-chin (田秋堇) who came often to my Ta Feng (大豐路) house in 1978; now it was summer and he took me on a beautiful hike through the Smoky Mountains, known for mist and lush foliage.
My last US destination for this trip was Miami, from which I hoped to fly to Brazil to meet the reportedly militant Taiwanese community here; I had met a contact at an earlier political gathering. On the way I stopped in Orlando and met with Roger Hsieh Tsung-min (謝聰敏) and another Taiwanese hotel owner. 
Roger had bought a hotel in Orlando as a way to make a living and stay in the United States (he had been offered political asylum and even a stipend in Germany, but felt he could not influence Taiwan with such a small Taiwanese community there), but was plagued with what seemed to be (either or both) racial harassment by locals and surveillance and attack by KMT forces in retribution for his continuing revelations of political prisoners in Taiwan. (See interview with Hsieh Tsung-min attached to this archive.) Soon after, he returned to Los Angeles, where I worked with him in Formosa Weekly (美麗島週報).
My hope in arranging this trip down the east coast was to fly from Miami to Brazil, and then visit Nicaragua on the way back. But it turned out that the airfare to Brazil was especially high just then, and I could only afford a flight to Managua. I had met my mother’s school teacher friend from Nicaragua in San Diego, and I wanted to take this opportunity to see the result of the recent Sandinista revolution there. I even wanted to explore the possibility of a refuge for Taiwanese exiles there, because it was extremely difficult to get political asylum in the United States. On my trip, I repeatedly tried to recruit politically-committed Taiwanese to go with me to Nicaragua, particularly Wu Ming-chih (Frank, 吳明基) in Coral Gables, Fl., because it would be easier to keep up contacts with Nicaragua from Miami. Airfare to Managua was only US$150. Frank said he might go later, but could not take off from his job right then.
Nicaraguan Adventures in Revolution

The flight to Nicaragua was brief, but the trip was a considerable adventure for me. Once there I telephoned my mother’s colleague in the San Diego City College system, Ternot (Terry) MacRenato, who now had some position with the new government, and he introduced me to others. I was invited for an afternoon dinner at a wide, attractive hacienda, and met his co-workers. They served roast meat, salad, and the Nicaraguan national dish – soupy refried black beans topped with sour cream and sprinkled with dry grated white cheese. They drove bullet-proof Mercedes, which they said they had inherited from the previous government – but they did have to be vigilant for their current security, given the armed Somozistas still extant. They explained the goals and achievements of the Sandinista revolution; they themselves seemed to be in the securely middle-class origins of some of the Sandinistas. 
The simple account is that the Somoza dynasty had taken every opportunity to enrich themselves, even at the expense of other well-to-do families. It is a very small country, only 2.5 million population. The earthquake of 1972 gave them a new opportunity. Somoza Junior decreed that the shattered center of Managua, extending from the edge of the huge Managua Lake, could not be rebuilt on; but meanwhile he had bought up all the land in the encircling area, in effect taking over all commercial property. The industries likewise belonged to Somoza. Middle-class protest was suppressed – the murder of the La Prensa editor Pedro Joaquín Chamorro in January 1978 was the last straw. All anti-Somoza forces then united under the Sandinistas, but the revolution successful in July 1979 still cost 40,000 lives.

Terry MacRenato’s friends were nonchalant about the possibility of helping Taiwanese in their revolution. Why not? They said, we have guns and we have experience. They invited me to handle a semi-automatic machine gun that was lying casually on the windowsill. Come and train with us.

I had seen calls from the new government for foreign volunteers to help them rebuild, particularly doctors and engineers, and I knew the Taiwanese had plenty of those. Perhaps an exchange would be possible.
From them and others, the Sandinistas revolution seemed to portend a wonderful future. Nationalization of just the property of the Somoza family had created virtually a socialist economy. There was a euphoria and momentum, seemingly little resentment of the new government. I saw youth on the street with bandaged hands or a missing leg, but swaggering with pride as heroes of the revolution. And stone plaques with pictures showing where young martyrs had fallen. The entire student body of college students had been sent to the countryside for one year for crash education of the peasants, and illiteracy had dropped from 60% to 10%. Medical clinics were being set up throughout the countryside, with special assistance from German medical volunteers.
However, the economy of the country was obviously at a standstill. The shattered hulks of the business district stood as before. A six-story bank building was rent by a crack all the way down the side, but still standing. I checked into a medium-level hotel, and there were few businessmen there – only social scientists from Chile, New York, etc., coming to observe the new government following on its one-year anniversary. Otherwise, there were a few underutilized vendors and scraggly unemployed youth on the street. Since I found it hard to get around not speaking Spanish, I hired a mixed-race 17-year-old who was from Bluefields on the east coast, speaking both simple English and Spanish.    

First I went to the party headquarters of the Sandinistas, which was very busy and obviously the real center of the government, and talked to their international office. I explained my background, and gave them copies of my documents about Taiwan. Of course it was embarrassing that no Taiwanese had come with me. They said they were interested in receiving international assistance, but had to be careful that the US did not accuse them of fomenting revolution elsewhere in the world – apparently they were beginning to feel the heat of US threats, although that was not yet public in the international news. They said, come back in three days.

Second I went to the official Ministry of Foreign Affairs, and found the Asia Desk very quiet but manned by a young woman of about 25, a recent college graduate. I began explaining to her about Chiang Kai-shek fleeing to Taiwan in 1949, and White Terror over the native Taiwanese. Suddenly she caught the thread of it, and reached into her drawer and took out a recent report from the American Presbyterian Church on the arrest of Reverence Kao Chun-ming (高俊明) for giving sanctuary to the fugitive Shih Ming-deh. She said that Nicaragua would probably soon establish diplomatic relations with the PRC. I advised them to squeeze the ROC mission for more economic assistance before they did that, since the ROC was desperate not to lose diplomatic relations; I believe they took that tip. A year or so later, however, the ROC was cooperating with Reagan’s basement bunglers (Col. Oliver North) to fund the Somozista contras in harassing the new government and killing teachers and health workers in the countryside.
Third, I visited La Prensa, the major newspaper, and was pleased to see the next day that they had done a feature article on me, the situation in Taiwan, and even my plans to go to Tehran and express sympathy for the victims of US-supported dictatorships.

Taking buses through the suburbs around Managua, I found that there was a luxury residential area with huge ranch-style houses, as if transplanted from Los Angeles. This was in complete contrast to the urban poor and the undeveloped countryside.
Palestinian Surprise
[Note: the following section was written and translated to add into my biography, A Beautiful View from the Brink: Linda Gail Arrigo and the Taiwan Democratic Movement, 2011. The biography was written for popular consumption, with personal stories added for interest.]
With the society originally largely split between the rich who lived in huge ranch houses as if in Los Angeles, and the poor subsisting at the margin and mostly unemployed, it was hard to find food other than street vendors outside of the hotel. In the hotel restaurant I seemed to keep running into a Lebanese businessman.
Since I had three days to wait for my next appointment with the ruling party foreign affairs, I said I was interested in going on a trip to see the city on the other side of the country, Bluefields, where the population was mixed indigenous and pigeon English-speaking descendants of black slaves, in contrast to the Latino east coast. Khalil, the Lebanese businessman, readily agreed, saying he had a nephew to visit in Bluefields. Lebanese, like Chinese in southeast Asia, are well known for their far-flown networks of stores in remote places. Khalil, about late thirties, trim and straight, with smooth copper skin, even features, and beautiful black eyebrows, seemed like a typical businessman, with nothing much interesting to say, but he listened impassively to my stories of the recent events in Taiwan, as we planned the trip. I was glad not to go alone, because with the general poverty a single tourist could well be a target of robbery.
Late that night, I was amazed that Khalil knocked at my door, quickly presented me with a flower wreath, reminded me that we would have to make the 6 am bus leaving from downtown, and left. I looked curiously at the flower wreath. He seemed to have made it himself, sewing hundreds of the small cinnamon-scented flowers growing on bushes at the front of the hotel onto a white thread.
I wore it and was surrounded by the fragrance. He also seemed to sense that I took exception to his prematurely-receding hairline, though his black hair was otherwise thick and shiny, and the next morning appeared with a jaunty visor cap. The bus ride was eight bumpy hours over a vast, hardly-populated country of low green hills with red earth, the road winding and rising as we tipped over the continental divide. On the other side there was a small town with dirt streets and pigs in the puddles, and a pier on a wide tropical river of muddy water. After a lunch of the standard Nicaraguan staples of rice, mashed black beans, and sour cream, we got on the river boat about 2 pm. It was nearly a four-hour voyage down the river; the banks showed palm trees, small thatched houses, children, and cows. … Finally we were at Bluefields, which seemed to be little more of a port than a few piers jutting out from muddy mangrove forests.
We looked for a place to stay on the main street, which was just a few blocks with a theatre and shops. … He said he would find his nephew to ask him, and since the town was so small we quickly found the general goods store. The nephew was a young man about 27 with sandy curly hair, and he said he could close his shop at dark, nearly 8 pm. …
The nephew treated us like royalty, to my surprise, and drove us to a fancy seafood restaurant on a hill that looked like it could hardly be sited in this sleepy backwaters town. Between the dishes of butterfly shrimp and Latin music, Khalil and his nephew talked in their language in animated tones, and paid no attention to me. But watching their faces and perhaps with a few words that seemed like English political terms, I suddenly realized with surprise that Khahil was not what he had told me. He was not an innocuous businessman; he was a seasoned activist for a political organization, and the young man was not a nephew but a recruit he was meeting for the first time. Having seen such an interaction many times among Taiwan nationalists, I surmised they were Palestinian nationalists.
The young man lived on the second floor over his shop. He gave me his own bed with long white mosquito nets, and he and Khalil talked for several hours more on the veranda. I was a little shocked to feel a pistol underneath the pillow, but it was expectable for a foreign shop owner in this wild land.
There was not much more to see in Bluefields, and the next noon we took a plane back to Managua to save the difficult upriver trip. The airport was an unpaved strip next to a shack, and the plane was a lumpy cargo carrier with a slanted body for quick ascent. With perhaps four passengers, we flew low over the jungled volcanoes with round lakes in them.
Back at the hotel, Khalil came to trust me enough to tell me some of his mission and organization. He was a professor of history in Lebanon, divorced, and he was secretly part of the foreign relations policy research unit of a Marxist organization of several thousand people that accepted affiliation within the broad front of the Palestine Liberation Organization. He explained the process for recruiting and training new members. They had to be highly motivated and disciplined to meet and carry out actions in the military action units. The organization had to carefully investigate and screen for infiltrators. This was a rare glimpse for me into what a really professional revolutionary organization looked like. …
He said if I came to Lebanon he would train me to be tough and lean. He showed me his name in his passport, which was probably an assumed name, but also gave me a telephone number in Beirut and a code number with which to ask for him. Knowing I had an important role within the Taiwan movement, and that languages took years to acquire, I never seriously considered joining the Palestinian cause. But over a year later when Israel was shelling Beirut and its PLO headquarters, I tried to telephone Khalil twice to see if he were okay. The telephone lines were impassable during the war. From the scenes of devastation on television, I wondered if he survived.  [End of biography excerpt.]
Wishful Thinking and Painful Lessons in Revolution

When I returned from Bluefields and went again to the international office at Sandinista headquarters, it took the officer there only a few minutes to imply, leeringly, that I must be a plot to implicate the new government and give the US an excuse to boycott it, and to usher me out. I was mortified, but still determined to create a path for the Taiwanese dissidents. As I will relate below, I later tried to bring Hsu Hsin-liang together with the Nicaraguan Consulate in Los Angeles. I joined organizations opposing US sanctions on Nicaragua, and in 1981 suffered FBI surveillance for that as well as for the Taiwanese efforts. 
There was one important lesson in political analysis that was explained to me by a Sandinista on my trip to Nicaragua, and it has stood me in good stead since. It bears applying either to the Iranian or the Nicaraguan revolution of 1980: To wit, the relations between the US and its patsy regimes are not simple; they are multi-faceted and triangular. While supporting the bloodiest dictators as long as they can deliver control of the population, the US also keeps the liberal opposition to dictators in psychological dependency by throwing them a few crumbs of recognition and concern, e.g. occasionally trotting out the human rights standards of the US. This serves to prevent the middle class from investing in the radical solutions of the mass line. However, under this encouragement, the liberal middle class does repeatedly challenge the dictatorship, only to suffer bloody putdown while the US looks on – e.g. the murder of the founder of La Prensa. After several cycles of this, the middle-class challenge is no longer credible, and revolutionary conditions are ripe. At the last minute, the US may try to replace the unpopular dictator with another middle-class democratic movement hero (like Cory Aquino in the Philippines) that can be swayed by the United States or kept in check by the military, but often, as in Iran, this is too little too late, and the leftists ride to power with at least the tacit support of the middle class. 
This analysis resonated with my experience in the democratic movement in Taiwan: Mark Pratt of the US Embassy in Taiwan was in October 1979 telling us that Chiang Ching-kuo (蔣經國) was sincere about democratic reform, and Lin Yi-hsiung (林義雄) was invited to visit Congress. In December after the wholesale arrests, the same Mark Pratt laughed sarcastically when I cited the Taiwan Relations Act on its intention to “enhance human rights” and demanded the US impose sanctions on the Chiang regime. As I saw it, US ideology of democracy and freedom was just a smokescreen of ideological control, one that fooled only the middle class hopefuls. However, the middle class hopefuls could also be used by the US to threaten and discipline dictators – they could be summarily replaced with patsies that looked better at least for the moment (e.g. José Napoleón Duarte of El Salvador, whose mangled hand supposedly bore the signs of his torture under a previous regime). 
Formosa Weekly in Los Angeles: Hired Staff or Revolutionaries?
I came back from Nicaragua on August 12, 1980, after stopping two days in Mexico City, which was the flight routing. I visited a social activist organization in Mexico City, as well as the famous museum of anthropology. After a few days home in San Diego, I drove up to Los Angeles to join Hsu Hsin-liang and Chen Wan-chen.
They had just rented a house, location not made public, in East Los Angeles, an old Chicano area, where they thought the site could be kept out of the limelight. The landlord was a Nissei or Sansei Japanese, a middle-aged woman, and she preferred Asian renters. The house was pre-WWII wood frame and a little run down, but large, with a wide barren back yard. Like the houses of the period, it had a wide front porch and a pointed roof above a few stairs at the front. The office staff had furnished the place only with desks, work tables, and chairs, but there was a small bed in a small single room loft over the kitchen at the back, and that soon became my accommodations when I was staying in Los Angeles.
Nearly all Taiwanese activists who were critical of WUFI (獨盟) had aligned around Hsu Hsin-liang, including those associated with Lin Hsiao-hsin and holding a vaguely pro-PRC, or at least non-Taiwanese independence, position. More specifically, from this group three persons had joined the “Formosa Weekly” staff, and others helped out part time. These were Tsai Chien-ren (蔡建仁, a.k.a. “Little Yang”, small in stature but with a broad white face, dark-framed glasses, and an eager expression; his wife Rose was also politically committed and often helped with work), Wang Yao-nan (王耀南) (tall, lanky, dark-skinned, pinched cheeks, down-spirited, Taiwanese accent in Mandarin), and John Yen (顏朝明, a.k.a. Li Yi-hsiung李義雄, slight but outgoing, small pale face, matter-of-fact nasal tone of voice). I gathered that Yen, slightly older, say forties, had lived in Los Angeles for a long time, but I didn’t know about the others. Tsai and Yen had done the initial work of setting up the office. We ordinarily used code names, given concern for blacklisting and worse from KMT agents, and the codes were listed in my address book for that time.

Otherwise, the logistics were in the hands of Chen Chao-nan (陳昭南), whom I had met on my Germany segment of travel, on a side excursion to Vienna. He had picked me up at the airport and driven me to Vienna to meet the Taiwanese there, and I stayed at the home of the Taiwanese-Austrian judge surnamed Chen. Chen Chao-nan had originally gone to Vienna to study violin, but after completing studies started a restaurant that was quite successful and gave him a nest egg within a few years. He had brought all his savings, reportedly US$30,000, to put into Formosa Weekly, and he became the financial and operations manager, despite initial difficulties with his limited English, since the Western language he spoke was Austrian-German.
Hsu Hsin-liang had determined to start a weekly newspaper as a way to re-orient Taiwanese-Americans to ongoing current events in Taiwan, to get funds through subscriptions and donations, and perhaps as a means to taking over leadership of the overseas community.
When I arrived just two issues had been produced. There was considerable confusion over the mechanics – getting the text typed in Chinese at a shop downtown, printing out the address labels for the subscriptions, arranging for bulk mail post pricing, and sorting the magazines by postal codes to be tied in bundles, as required. The magazine was printed only in about 2500 copies, on cheap newsprint with a magazine format, 32 pages. 
After the typed text columns were brought to the East LA house in page-size sheets, these were cut up and pasted with rubber cement into the layout for printing, eight pages per layout sheet, if I remember correctly. The headers and headlines were printed out by Chinese headliner machine, i.e. on photographic paper strips, and these had to be pasted in separately. The quality of layout was rather sloppy, and since I had had experience with drafting and print production, I took the initiative to design a template for the layout. For the template, the columns and margins were printed in non-reproducing light blue on heavy cardstock, plus positioning for page numbers, so the layout could be accurately aligned when pasting. Four large sheets of layout were prepared for each issue. The logistics were all the job of Chen Chao-nan, in theory, but of course everyone had to pitch in, and Tsai I believe helped with deliveries, driving around town.
The cover was a reproduction of the original Formosa magazine, i.e. the faces of a crowd shining in the light from a stage at a political rally. As in the original, only the color of the cover varied with each issue, but we soon ran out of colors to distinguish the issues. I went with Chen Chao-nan to the print shop in south LA to see what the options were, and found that we could save a few dollars by using the leftover ink paste from other people’s print jobs, so I took to slopping two or three colors chosen on the spot into the color bin for the ink (only black plus one color bin was allowed per run, at minimum price), and this led to many garish combinations of colors gradated across the cover, but the main consideration was easily telling the different issues apart when sorting and handling them, which was easier than looking for the issue number.
Trying to Promote International Human Rights Solidarity
After returning from Nicaragua, I was fired up to develop an exchange between Nicaragua and the Taiwanese exiles, especially for political asylum and other needs. Formosa Weekly was actually publishing articles on urban guerilla warfare translated from Latin American sources, much to the consternation of the US State Department, it was said. I suspected this publication was just radical chic, but I visited the Nicaraguan government representative in LA, and with Hsu Hsin-liang’s permission made an appointment for him to visit their office. But Hsu Hsin-liang didn’t show, leaving me embarrassed. The US was beginning to step up verbal attacks on Nicaragua, and I requested that Hsu Hsin-liang and Formosa Weekly issue a statement in support of the Nicaraguan revolution, but Hsu Hsin-liang said some of his backers would object. Chen Wan-chen also, despite her pugnacious rhetoric, said something like “We can’t even take care of ourselves, why should we try to show concern for them?” All the same, I wrote up a background article, but I am not sure whether Formosa Weekly ever printed it.
Through 1980 and 1981, I worked to try to bring about exchange and alliance of communities of Taiwanese, Koreans, and Filipinos who were in common human rights appeals against dictatorships. As seen in my appointment book for 1981, I spent some time with the Koreans in LA, and a few exchanges did materialize. The best was an all-day activity at the Reformed Church in New York City in the winter, with representatives of the three groups plus concerned Americans. However, the Taiwanese were more concerned with presenting their own tribulations than in listening to others, and did not seem to learn much. Similarly, I joined the liberal association Americans for Democratic Action in Los Angeles, since this group also had international concerns, but no Taiwanese followed me in this – Taiwanese later sought alliance with the ruling Republicans.
Positioning in the American Presidential Election: Linda’s First Hunger Strike
In the wake of the Iranian hostage crisis, Jimmy Carter’s chances for re-election seemed to dwindle. Since Carter had announced US recognition of the PRC, he was not greatly popular with the Taiwanese, but they also generally knew that the traditional China Lobby (insisting on the position of the ROC as the rightful government of China) was strong among the Republicans, e.g. Barry Goldwater. Ronald Reagan, former governor of California, who became the Republican candidate, had visited Taiwan several times and proclaimed his was a friendship with the Republic of China “based on high ideals”, according to a pamphlet describing his visit (ARCHIVES DOCUMENT). 
Taiwanese-Americans sought to insert the issue of Taiwanese self-determination and democracy into the US presidential election by requesting the candidates to clarify their positions. Stephen Chung (Chung Ching-chiang (鍾金江), Fountain Valley) in Los Angeles thought up the plan of having me go on hunger strike to elevate the issue. The location was near the LA Airport, in front of a building that housed the offices of Reagan’s public relations lawyers, Deaver and Hannaford.
(Spartacus website: In 1977 Deaver and Hannaford registered with the Justice Department as foreign agents receiving $5,000 a month from the government of Taiwan. It also received $11,000 a month from a group called Amigos del Pais (Friends of the Country) in Guatemala. The head of Amigos del Pais was Roberto Alejos Arzu. He was the principal organizer of Guatemala's "Reagan for President" organization. Arzu was a CIA asset who in 1960 allowed his plantation to be used to train Cuban exiles for the Bay of Pigs invasion.)
I was all in favor of making protests against Reagan, and immediately agreed. The building had a large garden area around it, and a wide sidewalk, so although it was not as travelled as a downtown location, it was easy to carry out the activity there. Basically we only needed a lawn chair for me, because there was a low flowerbed wall others could sit on, and some large signs, beginning Tuesday, September 2, 1980. Also someone had to be with me at all times, for safety and to meet inquiries. Usually there were two or three Taiwanese accompanying, and at night after about 8 pm I went back to sleep at Steve’s house. Aside from water, I only had a cup of broth at night, and by the third day I was seriously dizzy. But interestingly, with fasting, it gets easier after that. But again by the ninth or tenth day I began to feel very strained. I couldn’t talk much. The activity did draw some attention from Korean and Filipino communities, and got a little US news coverage. By the twelfth day, Saturday, September 13, I was really relieved to stop the hunger strike after the afternoon, when about 25 Taiwanese gathered and walked around the block several times with protest signs, a demonstration of solidarity even with few to witness it except the passing traffic.
That was not the only effect, however. A few days into the activity, I had thought up a way to expand the publicity. I roughly dictated a letter to the Taiwanese friend assigned to me that day: “Dear Central Daily News: I am a patriotic youth in California. How is it that our Republic of China government is again vilified by those Taiwan independence traitors? Now the wife of Shih Ming-deh is holding a hunger strike near the Los Angeles airport, and they are recklessly accusing our government of human rights violations…” I didn’t talk with the person again, but ten days or so later the letter appeared verbatim in the government mouthpiece, and was also reprinted elsewhere. [DOCUMENT; MAYBE SAME AS KMT SCORPION LADY BOOK] This was my second small successful propaganda ploy, following on my putting out a fake story on about December 30, 1979, that I was a CIA agent, to encourage the opposition to the KMT.
That fake CIA agent story was more influential than I had expected. In June 1980 the China News Weekend Magazine (Shih Pao Chou Kan 時報週刊) put out a long article reviewing the three times that the United States Central Intelligence Agency had allegedly schemed to overthrow the regimes of Chiang Kai-shek and his son: first, General Sun Li-ren (孫立人), 1955; second, Liu Dze-ran incident (劉自然事件) when a crowd overran the US Embassy, 1957; third, Linda Arrigo helping the Taiwan independence seditionists, 1979. This article in turn elicited, I heard, an objection from Senator Edward Kennedy to the ROC. Kennedy came to speak and receive a sizeable contribution of US$100,000 from the Taiwanese-Americans at a banquet in Los Angeles (see tafawards.org.tw/TAF%20English/Founders.htm), about August 1980 (LINDA’S PICTURES), that I also attended.
The KMT apparently also sent some harassment to our hunger strike. A big white guy about forty with thick curly hair stopped to ask questions, but then he rambled on debating politics and became intrusive, to the point that it became apparent he was just trying to disturb us – he was not deranged. After about 40 minutes he suddenly took off; it seemed the same pattern as the harasser who had knocked over my slide presentation in Hong Kong.
Later in the election cycle, about late October 1980, Ronald Reagan had a huge campaign rally at a park in south Los Angeles County. Meanwhile, the New York Times had come out with a report about Reagan’s lawyers Deaver and Hannaford, on retainer from the Republic of China, as well as supported by the Guatemalan generals who were waging bloody repression against the indigenous people there in the name of anti-communism. We printed up a few hundred copies of this article [ARCHIVES DOCUMENT] and added some material about “Free China”. I was accompanied by two Taiwanese in handing this flier out to the people streaming into the park. A few spat on the ground and called us and the liberal newspaper communist sympathizers. Then we were treated to an extravaganza of popularized patriotic music and hang gliders with red-white-and-blue parachutes dropping out of the sky before the candidate arrived.
Political Unity from Diversity? The Stone Sinks
When the magazine began in late July 1980, Hsu Hsin-liang had recruited Sun Ching-yu (孫慶餘, tall, thin, mercurial, handsome in a foppish way, long sideburns and wavy hair) to be the editor. His nom-de-guerre was “Stone” in English, “Chiu-tao (石頭)” in Taiwanese. His Mandarin was excellent, and he had a reputation as a quick, good writer. I would rather say glib. But given that Formosa Weekly was the voice of a seditious organization, working on it meant possibly being identified by the Taiwan security agencies and being blacklisted, or worse. Hsu Hsin-liang had promised considerable financial incentives to Stone to get him to move down from Seattle, and had advanced him salary for six months or so, so that he could buy a house also. Although it might seem that a political newsletter would not need a professional editor, this can be understood in that Taiwanese who had been abroad for several years often found it difficult to write Chinese characters fluently and correctly, and Formosa Weekly aspired to some standard of quality. However, Stone had little political commitment or developed ideology and direction, and this lack was the forerunner of further difficulties.
With the given that Formosa Weekly was politically encircled by WUFI, which had the lock on most of the big contributors, Hsu Hsin-liang had apparently recruited assistance from wherever he could, and he announced that the staff of Formosa Weekly would come together ideologically in the process of the magazine production, and that the weekly editorial meetings on Thursday evenings (if I remember correctly), after the Wednesday layout deadline, would be a democratic process that would generate this unity. 
Somewhere in the first weeks of the magazine, Hsu Hsin-liang suggested a formulation for national identity that was something like “Chinese Taiwan” (台華), with “Chinese” being “hua” (華), culturally Chinese, a formulation that would play well to Hakka and also middle-of-the-road types in Taiwan. But the militancy of the overseas Taiwanese was too far advanced to allow any such compromise. In retrospect, “Chinese Taiwan” sounds like a mild compromise, like the ones now forced by the PRC; but at that time the KMT would not accept any “Taiwan” entity at all, only “Republic of China”.

Stone had a quick wit and a slick pen; but he had little political sense. For the third issue of Formosa Weekly, he penned an editorial excoriating China on some current controversy, using the same shrill anti-communist rhetoric employed by the Kuomintang. I read it in draft and took offense at it for both content and tone – red-baiting. While there was much to criticize in the PRC’s pronouncements on Taiwan, damning communism outright showed no understanding of class issues or of its internal polity, and reflected poorly on our intellectual grasp of political economy. I was only a little surprised that he totally brushed off my comments – after all, he was editor-in-chief – and it went to press, purportedly representing the position of Formosa Weekly, which at the same time claimed to stand up for grassroots social issues in Taiwan and globally. Probably I also complained to Hsu Hsin-liang and got no reaction. At the next staff meeting, Tsai led a blast of criticism of Stone’s editorial, and the other leftists followed suit. Stone picked up and left in a huff, and soon told Hsu Hsin-liang that he would quit if subjected to more attacks. That did not silence the criticism. Stone quit, and left without repaying the advances he had received. Chen Wan-chen appeared (I’m not sure when), to take over editorial work; and her partner and long-term Taiwan independence activist in France, Chang Wei-chia (張維嘉), reportedly an agent for Shih Ming, came to the office as well.
The next meeting, Hsu Hsin-liang ordered that Tsai be transferred from editing and writing to operations. Tsai and Yen immediately quit. To my objections about the lack of due process in transferring Tsai and dealing with ideological differences, Chen Wan-chen said, so what, they were pro-PRC. Subsequently, without the free labor provided by Tsai and Yen and their related leftist volunteers, Chen Chao-nan was hard put to make ends meet and keep up with the weekly publication schedule. 
And there was other fallout. The following year, their group began to publish a small-format monthly pamphlet entitled Taiwan Thought Tide (Taiwan Sze-Chao 台灣思潮), which usually skewered the bourgeois direction of opposition forces in Taiwan and Taiwan independence forces abroad, while belittling any advances in democratic process within Taiwan.
About two meetings later, Hsu Hsin-liang appeared only to say that editorial meetings were herewith suspended until further notice. I immediately raised my hand and made a motion that the magazine head (she chang (社長), namely Hsu Hsin-liang) be impeached, since we were incorporated as a democratic organization – my saying “impeached,” ba mien (罷免), was a parody on his removal from his post as head of Taoyuan County by the Control Yuan in July 1979. Perhaps predictably, no one seconded that motion. Chen Wan-chen and Chang Wei-chia said nothing, not even defense of the principles of democratic process. Wang Yao-nan, the only other remaining leftist, also remained silent; he later said to me that it was no use being fired. I guess he couldn’t go back to his studies right away, lacking funds. Soon after, I began to agitate that the staff, if employees, had the right to their own discussions and meetings. In fact payment was very minimal for most; I don’t remember getting any money at all. 
Meanwhile, Hsu Hsin-liang was largely absent, and Chang Wei-chia increasingly took over practical management and fiscal control of the organization, gradually showing a tendency to bully, despite his French commune ideals and rhetoric. Chang’s associate from Paris arrived; she was a slender, pretty, dark-skinned woman with large eyes, code named “Ah-Ngo”, who served as accountant and seemed quietly responsible.
Chen Wan-chen and Chang Wei-chia, already a couple since Chen Wan-chen’s hunger strike in mid-1979 in New York, lived in another more modern house in East LA a mile or so away, and the staff went there sometimes for potluck meals and a bit of camaraderie. There was a huge avocado tree in the back yard, and when the fruits got thick black skins and were heavy with oil, I rigged a picker out of a broomstick and a clothes hanger, and climbed up in the tree. I could get about half a grocery bag full each week. The Taiwanese didn’t like avocados, but I made heaps of guacamole and then traded some at the corner grocery for vegetables, grapes, oranges, etc. The overripe ones I gave to a Mexican restaurant to make guacamole, hoping they would give me free burritos, but they didn’t. I was short of money and food, so picking free fruit was my main entertainment.
Debbie My Dog
Meanwhile, I was lonely, and a little afraid when I slept upstairs in the empty house/office. I generally went back to my mother’s house in San Diego on weekends, but lived at the house probably three nights a week. It was a run-down neighborhood with a fairly high crime rate, and we could well also be a target for surveillance or even attack by the KMT. So I went to the dog pound and picked out a young white terrier. I named her Debbie – perhaps after my erstwhile husband’s paramour, but I was genuinely fond of the dog. I paid the pound US$30, and they gave me a coupon for a visit to the vet. The same afternoon I took her to the vet, and he gave her de-worming pills. Debbie got slightly bloody diarrhea, but I was busy and didn’t notice her stools in the backyard until I went to clean up a few days later. She seemed suddenly weak. Then someone pointed out to me that her gums were nearly white. I rushed her to the vet, and it took three days of hospitalization and US$100 to save her. I wondered if the vet had planned it that way.
A month later, the landlady said I was not allowed to keep a dog in the yard. Then I left Debbie in my mother’s yard for a few months and only saw her on weekends. But my stepfather tied her up all day, and she was not happy. She grew into a very big cream-colored terrier, probably actually an Airedale terrier, and I finally had to put an ad to give her away since I was travelling so much. Perhaps she sensed that. The first answer to the ad, a couple with two young boys, came up our driveway, and Debbie ran out to meet them. She crouched in front of the man, waving her tail with an enticing little shimmy up her spine, and looked up at him with her big brown eyes. He said firmly, “That’s the dog for us.” I refused the $25 payment I had advertised, gave them the rest of her dry dog chow, and turned away quickly to hide my wet cheeks. They drove away with Debbie sitting up on the backseat between the boys.
This is a story of individual sentiment, but actually I must say that the affection I received from my pets kept me going through much of the terror of the democratic movement period in Taiwan, and the personally unhappy marital relationship I had to endure, as well as continuing uncertainty and loneliness. So it is not trivial in terms of my subjective experience and motivation.
Shih Ming Rescues Formosa Weekly From Financial Ruin
The withdrawal of most of the leftists had somehow led to increased financial hardship for the Formosa Weekly, it seems. Chang Wei-chia proposed some belt-tightening measures and shifting of office usage. If I remember correctly, a Chinese typing machine was brought to the office, and Ah-Ngo used it. I was frequently gone on more Greyhound trips to Midwest college towns, another one late in 1980, so I could not know consistently what was going on at Formosa Weekly. In about August 1981 Shih Ming showed up in Los Angeles; it was the first time he had been able to leave Japan, I think because it had taken him over a decade to get citizenship and thus rights to return.
Chang Wei-chia was supposedly Shih Ming’s operative, but after what I heard was one week of investigation of political and financial conditions, Shih Ming ejected Chen Wan-chen and Chang Wei-chia from Formosa Weekly, while entering into an alliance with Hsu Hsin-liang. Not surprisingly, Chen Wan-chen and Chiang Wei-chia were rather bitter about this, but thence I saw little of them. Shih Ming was able to do this because he injected some significant financial assistance into Formosa Weekly, and Hsu Hsin-liang announced that they had jointly formed a political organization with the name “Democratic National Alliance (Ming-chok Ming-tsu Lien-meng 民族民主同盟)”. Shih Ming came down to San Diego with me for a day or two, and we had some long talks walking along the beach, but he did not explain much what had happened.
A few months later an emissary from Shih Ming joined Formosa Weekly, a Taiwanese woman of about 30 who had been in Japan several years, nom de guerre “Ah-Fen”. She said little, but I heard she had been one of Shih Ming’s operatives in Taiwan from a young age until she had had to flee suddenly under danger of arrest. Ah-Fen was clearly leftist revolutionary in mentality; she said very little about herself and socialized little, and seemed seriously dead-set on her revolutionary goals. She had beautiful flawless pale skin, even features, lower cheeks a little puffy at the side so her face might be said to be gourd-shaped, and thick black hair. Just one of her eyes was abnormally angled outwards. Otherwise she might be considered a beauty in a Japanese style. Wang Yao-nan was hopelessly in love with her.
(Note: In the early 1990’s back in Taiwan, Wang Yao-nan became a legislator candidate in Kaohsiung for the pro-PRC Labor Party (Lao Gong Dang 勞工黨), the one with a dark green flag with stars like those on the PRC flag [PICTURE IN LINDA’S ALBUM] – not very popular with the electorate. In the last exhausting days of the campaign, walking long marches, his feet suddenly swelled up, and he was hospitalized with heart dysfunction. I visited him in hospital. His wife has divorced him a few years previous, and he had only had custody of his 3-year-old daughter for a while. In this period Wang told me a great deal about the Workers Party (Lao Dong Dang) and then its continuation the Labor Party (Lao Gong Dang), and also Su Ching-li’s role in them. About three or four years after his first hospitalization, he died suddenly of heart failure in his forties.)

In this time also Roger Hsieh Tsung-min had come back to Los Angeles from Miami, and participated in the weekly editorial meetings; he was continuing to write his series on the Jingmei Prison of the Taiwan Garrison Command (警備總部景美看守所), where he had been imprisoned for half a dozen years at least, and tortured severely – hung up from his hands tied diagonally in back, so that his spine was permanently bent out of alignment. However, he had a habitually gleeful style and toothy grin, accentuated in cartoon effect by the upward curl at the outer ends of his bushy eyebrows, as if he were continually celebrating that he had cheated death. I felt quite sympathetic to Roger, and I could see the long-term psychological costs of his torture in that if one made any kind of small dispute with him, he might suddenly become hysterical as if facing his interrogators, and virtually foam at the mouth. 
During the editorial meetings a recurrent discussion was the effects of Formosa Weekly’s encirclement by WUFI, e.g. a boycott through dropped subscriptions. The question was whether we should respond directly and criticize WUFI. I was all for direct criticism, but Roger showed a great fear, as if facing the KMT. So at one meeting I intentionally pushed his buttons, his eyes rolled back, and he stalked off. Fortunately this did not damage our friendship. It was finally in late April 1981 that Formosa Weekly did a critical retrospective on 4-24 – April 24, 1970, when Huang Wen-hsiung (黃文雄, Peter) then a graduate student in Sociology at Cornell tried to shoot Chiang Ching-kuo at the Park Plaza Hotel in New York City. According to Roger’s memory (reported here in a recent interview), Chiu Yi-ren (邱義仁) probably penned the editorial statement for that issue. From that point, the rivalry with WUFI was open; WUFI had in New York established its competing newspaper, Taiwan Tribune (Taiwan Kung-lun Pao 台灣公論報), from which any mention of Hsu Hsin-liang, Chen Wan-chen, or Linda Arrigo was banned.
Our friendship was tested in another rather comical way. Roger bought a car, and I agreed to teach him how to drive after he got his learners license. He was alright on the regular streets, but to get anywhere in Los Angeles you must take the freeways, and when after just two lessons or so we got on the freeway, he showed a reckless streak that left my teeth chattering. He started drag-racing with a huge truck, laughing and shifting lanes back and forth to practice, not realizing that the truck might not be able to see him at its corners. With the wind in our ears, he couldn’t hear what I said. This was only a few minutes, but I wondered if our human rights campaigns might be terminated right there. I don’t know how he passed his driving test, but at least I didn’t have further occasion to teach him.
Meanwhile, my mother bought me an old navy blue Buick that she had been able to pick up cheap, and because I was in Los Angeles just then, she asked Chiu Yi-ren (a.k.a. Laba, the trumpet), temporarily back from his studies at University of Chicago, to drive it up to the Formosa Weekly office to give to me. When I took delivery of it, it had been scraped and had a new crease along the right back door, but it didn’t affect the function of the car, or probably even decrease its nominal value much. Chiu Yi-ren was around the Formosa Weekly office for perhaps two months.

Soon after, a small-framed youth with tussled hair and code name “Ah-Gyok” served in the office for a month or so. He had a skeptical attitude and had read a lot of theory, and I asked him what he thought of Taiwan Sitai (Taiwan Era, 台灣時代). He said they were Stalinist and controlling. Moreover, they were so aggressive in recruiting new arrivals from Taiwan, that if they couldn’t recruit the person, they would expose the student’s political sympathies – possibly endangering the person. I had no way to look further into what Ah-Gyok said on this.

My Class Analysis of the Taiwan Democratic Movement
Aside from the internal squabbles, which did often reflect ideological divergences and different loyalties of nationalism and did have consequences for long-term development and influence on the overseas Taiwanese and thence on Taiwan as well, Formosa Weekly showed it was able to convey news from Taiwan and publish it, news that was censored within Taiwan. Several items touched a chord for me.
For one, a middle-aged mainlander taxi driver, Jhu Wun-guang (朱文光), burned himself to death in his vehicle in front of the Sun Yat-sen Memorial. The date was the day after the end of main Kaohsiung trial, March 28, 1980. He had mailed a statement to the newspapers, and left a stack of fliers next to his burning taxi. It was a long rambling statement of sympathy for Taiwanese suppressed by Chiang Kai-shek from 2-28 on. I don’t know how we got it, but it was reproduced in Formosa Weekly Issue 7, 11 Oct 1980. 
Another case was that of an old mainlander soldier, Ho Chi-hsing (賀吉星); perhaps we read of his sentencing in Taiwan newspapers and that was the occasion for me to write an article on him for Formosa Weekly. I had investigated his case in July 1979, and I may have met him briefly when the Taichung office of Meilidao was in preparation. The executive secretary of the office, Miss Lin, had talked with him several times, and later told me of his arrest. I had sent a set of materials on him to Lynn Miles (梅心怡), and I believe they are still to be found in Miles’ files at the Wu Shan-lien Foundation (吳三連台灣史料基金會). A retired soldier, he had lost his hand in an industrial accident, but the factory owner refused to give him more than trivial compensation. Aside from protesting this, he wrote some tracts about a utopian political system, very Chinese, with a political party called “Ta Tong (Great Unity, 大同)”. The pamphlets were printed in red ink and folded into three sections. For this he was convicted of sedition, with a sentence of something like ten years.
Since it was quite laborious for me and for my translators to render my English writings into Chinese, I did not write many articles for Formosa Weekly. But given that the magazine was short of text material and content, I decided to write my account and social analysis of the recent years of the democratic movement. That was later called “The Social Origins of the Taiwan Democratic Movement (台灣民主運動的社會起因).” I wrote it week to week in ten installments, late 1980 to early 1981, and Wang Yao-nan rushed to translate it, often without a chance for me to check it, so it was not until 1996 when I was preparing my book Muckraker (Chi Tang 激盪) that I realized it had so many garbled translations, and revised it. But I left the articles virtually the same as the original English draft, so they genuinely reflect my thinking at that time. That is, it was a class analysis of Taiwan that drew heavily on articles written by the Filippino intellectual/activist Walden Bello, who had visited me when I was on hunger strike in LA in September 1980, as well as on my own observations in Taiwan.
That analysis and experience led me to be very distrustful of elite or even middle-class reformers. That is, the real injustices at the bottom of the system, especially in dictatorships, leave a tinderbox of resentment that can be easily ignited by populists of all colors who dare to articulate those resentments, but they are more likely to use this for their own purposes than to right inequality – Hsu Hsin-liang had aptly demonstrated this. He motivated and activated youthful cadres, building his image, but then sought the support of moneybags and coordinated with their agenda. I understood by then that Hsu Hsin-liang and most of the Taiwanese around him could not be trusted to take a sincere or consistent position. All the same, my strategic direction was to educate Taiwanese-Americans through critique of WUFI, though privately I often shared my analysis of Hsu Hsin-liang.
Chen Fang-ming (陳芳明, code name “Ah-Dyong” (阿仲, 陳仲林) in Taiwanese) by that time had been persuaded to come to LA from Seattle and take over as editor of Formosa Weekly. He said that my article was the first social analysis of this history. “Ah-Dyong” was also sometimes the object of my sharp class criticism, but he came to understand this was analytic, not personal. He has since written a biography of the founder of the Taiwan Communist Party, Hsieh Hsueh-hong (謝雪紅).
However, Ah-Dyong never understood my criticism of Hsu Hsin-liang’s superficial populism – a mechanism for looking like a revolutionary force of youthful movers and shakers while seeking financial backers. Indeed, a while after weekly editorial meetings were reinstated, Hsu Hsin-liang proclaimed that he was separately and secretly organizing a revolutionary force, and some selected editors could join if qualified. But it seemed to be his financial backers from the Taiwanese-American community who visited the office.
Did Ku Kuan-min Cooperate in the Search for the Fugitive Shih Ming-Deh?
In my class analysis of the Taiwan democratic movement, I was fairly direct in relating that Su Hong Yueh-chiao (蘇洪月嬌) and Huang Yu-chiao (黃玉嬌), the two opposition women in the Taiwan Provincial Assembly, were believed by Shih Ming-deh and others to have sold their vote to the KMT in the Control Yuan election following the November 1977 Provincial Assembly election. Members of the Control Yuan were elected by the Provincial Assemblymen. (1978? 監察委員第1次增額選舉為1973年2月15日.) By the grapevine, their price was NT$3 million, three times that given to Assemblymen who already owed their positions to KMT support.
In another section I described with distaste the aristocratic life style of Ku Kuan-min (辜寬敏), whom Shih Ming-deh and I had gone to visit in late 1978. Ku had given up his role with the overseas Taiwan independence movement in Japan and in 1972 came to terms with the KMT and moved back to Taiwan, in order to protect his property and his family. I didn’t relate so in my articles or anywhere else, but I wondered if Ku had cooperated further in KMT repression. Somewhere in the Midwest on my travels I had run into Chang Wen-ying’s sister (see Linda Address Book #2). Chang Wen-ying (張溫鷹) was the dentist who operated to fill out Shih Ming-deh’s jaw while he was in hiding and perhaps had more of a relationship with him as well; she was sentenced to two years for helping him. I remembered her particularly because on the day before the Meilidao Incident we spent many hours together painting the banner for the International League for Human Rights Taiwan Branch, and had some long discussions. The sister said that Chang had been visited several times by Ku in Taichung, where she lived and practiced, in the weeks before Shih was arrested (January 8, 1980). The suspicion was that Ku was fishing for information at the behest of the security agencies. We know the security agencies exercise manipulation through coercion, temptation, and personal sentiment. There is no way now for this to be clarified, and the gentile, silver-haired Ku has spent the last twenty years supporting and making large contributions to the cause of Taiwan’s independence.
Another “Spy Mission” to Taiwan – Vallaurie Crawford and the Garbled Codes

There was a lull after the Meilidao trials, which extended through to the trials, on April 24, 1980, of Reverend Kao Chun-ming (高俊明), General Secretary of the Presbyterian Church of Taiwan, and the others who had helped hide Shih Ming-Deh. Later in the year we began to hear of some more active resistance in Taiwan, that the wives of several of those arrested would be running for election in late 1980.

Vallaurie Crawford, Richard Kagan’s student who had done interviewing on abortion clinics in Taiwan in 1978 with my help, was now a cub reporter. She and her reporter companion Eric Ringham has assisted in my media campaign across Minneapolis – Eric reported on my musings concerning revolutionary violence, proving the point that nothing is off-the-record to a good reporter (ARCHIVES). But now in about October Vallaurie had some occasion to come to the Formosa Weekly office in Los Angeles, and I recruited her for a mission to Taiwan, airfare to be paid by the overseas Taiwanese, to cover the November 1980 elections and send back material and photos that could be used in Formosa Weekly as soon as possible. We were of course concerned about her carrying addresses that could be identified – Watarida Masahiro (渡田正弘), who had been caught with my notes in December 1979, suffered greatly – and we worked out a code for transforming numbers and names. The code notes are still in my notebook. As it turned out, Vallaurie could hardly remain secret on her trip, because she was taken on a whirlwind tour of the elections by Erick Chen (then the code name for Robert Lu Hsiao-chih (盧孝治), a Hakka Taiwanese businessman from Lungtan (龍潭) who had started carrying human rights information in 1980), and the codes were garbled by the time she got to sending her large package out of Hong Kong by DHL. We never got the package, but information became more open because the two wives, Hsu Jong-shu (許榮淑) and Chou Ching-yu (周清玉), were elected in an overwhelming vindication for the defendants in the Kaohsiung Incident trials, and Vallaurie’s presence provided a great deal of encouragement, plus her own reporting in English. Some articles by Vallaurie Crawford are attached to these archives (VALLOURIE CRAWFORD’S PAPERS).

After the wives of the defendants were elected, they had the resources and prestige to try to defend their own human rights in Taiwan. Chou Ching-yu formed the Care Association (關懷) that did so openly. We did not go back to the dark days of White Terror; the Meilidao movement had a long-term effect, even though many remained in jail. I heard occasionally from Shih Ming-deh by way of his sister and brother, also. He cautioned me to be careful about my personal safety. They sent me a large platinum ring, which unfortunately disappeared when left on a desk at the Formosa Weekly office, and a pure gold necklace with a heart-shaped pendant with tiny grapes in bas relief, inscribed on the back with our names, as if to confirm our marriage. I still have the necklace.

But since I was not drastically needed for human rights work, and the Taiwanese-Americans seemed to have also stepped up their connections with the Taiwan opposition, I felt that the more significant role for me was to advance my understanding of political economy and revolutionary politics, and engage in the “lu xian” (路線, ideological line) struggle within the Taiwanese community. I did not have any nationalistic loyalty to either the positions of Taiwanese or Chinese nationalism, though I certainly had more sympathy for the repressed Taiwanese and felt they had a right to self-determination. But in about winter 1980 I had gone through a long conversation with Taiwan Sitai people, and recognized their point that revolutionary struggle could only advance in concert with the subjective mass sentiment of nationalism, here Taiwanese.  

My Diaries and Personal Records

Unfortunately I did not keep an appointment book for 1980, and the busier I was, the less I wrote in notes and diaries. I had started writing diaries from teenage years, in 1962, and had several volumes. My diary for the democratic movement period was taken away by friends during the arrests, reportedly last held by Cathy Kearny, Canadian human rights helper, and never seen again. In fact the psychological impact of seeing my apartment ransacked lingered for about a year, and I could not bring myself to organize much, feeling whatever I had would be ripped away. I did write some personal notes in green-lined flip notebook, 1980-81. These make it clear how I was gripped by the heroic image of Shih Ming-deh in court, and only gradually worked through the ambivalences of the personal attachment. I began formally writing a diary again from May 1, 1980, one with a dark green cover and lined pages, but only wrote 22 pages for the year, mostly reflecting on my previous life with Nori and conflicted personal feelings for him. In my last entry for 1980, November 9, I began with an assessment of Formosa Weekly.
The development of Formosa Weekly has been a considerable disappointment to me. I have described this in some detail in a letter to Lynn Miles.


As before, I am rather passive – I do not know why I have a reputation for being intense and aggressive, I merely reflect my experiences like a mirror – and a lone actor. Perhaps because I do not have sufficient confidence in myself, I do not order others, as Nori did, though I readily call them to fault. Just a few days ago it occurred to me that seeing oneself as a passive reactor, with a sort of self-pity, fails the revolutionary task. If committed, one has no right to shirk initiative.


Formosa Weekly has taken a decidedly rightist turn. In late September Hsu Hsin-liang cancelled further weekly meetings, to stop right-left feuding. He had never appeared before to mediate the feuds. The right showed itself intolerant and ignorant, elitist and authoritarian. The left was smug and overly sarcastic. The right had more power; it closed down the discussions. Now meetings are to be held only once a month. As far as I can see, there is no political body.

My own contribution has not been great. I have defended the left, but cannot throw my weight around. I am temporarily withdrawing from active participation. I do not think my presence or activities are appreciated. I should develop my theoretical background, as Taiwan Sitai suggested, and try to begin writing an historical account, or memoirs. This is very difficult for me to do, and I have tried everything I can to avoid it.

This is only a very general discussion, but it does reflect my habitual self-perception of helplessness, one that might be surprising to others who see me now thirty years later.

But to recreate my activities of the period I do have small notebooks with addresses of people I met, kept mostly in sequential order by time met, and I know I went again to New York, probably by plane, and we had a joint meeting of activists from Taiwanese, Korean, and Filipino communities. I came back by Greyhound to lecture through college towns, probably mid-November.

Saved Again by the Taiwanese-Americans: Dr. Hsu Hsin-fu and My Sinus Operation

I was scheduled to talk to Taiwanese in Lawrence and Manhattan, Kansas, and there were about 30 people gathered in a small hall, waiting for me to talk. But I suddenly found that the recent problem with my nose and throat, exacerbated by the cold dry air, had gotten much worse, and I could hardly speak. A small man came up from the back of the room, introduced himself as a Nose, Ears, Throat specialist, and asked to look up my nose. He immediately announced that my nose was totally blocked by nasal polyps from sinusitis, and I was not fit to talk. Putting a little finger up my nostril, I found to my surprise that indeed there was something rubbery protruding down it. I had no medical insurance and had never even thought of trying to get medical treatment. Dr. Hsu Hsin-fu (許信夫) took me to his office for a more thorough examination, and then to his house where his wife took care of me lovingly. After several days on antibiotics, he operated, with also the volunteer services of a Taiwanese-American anesthesiologist. I only had to pay the hospital US$200. Then for ten days I slept almost 20 hours a day, only getting up to be fed by Mrs. Hsu. Finally about Thanksgiving I was nearly recovered, and made a Miss Piggy snowman (PICTURE), my favorite, with their two daughters Jennie and Annie. I made a turkey with fixings in appreciation of the Taiwanese community in Manhattan, Kansas, and gave the talk I had reneged on earlier. Their care gave me some sense that I was not alone, and my efforts were supported. Dr. Hsu said I should take an airplane back to San Diego rather than ride the Greyhound. 
The Murder of Professor Chen Wen-cheng: My Protest with Red Printing Ink
No doubt Taiwan Sitai chose to quietly coordinate my trips, because in Spring 1981 I found myself at the home of Dr. Cheng Wen-cheng (陳文成) in Pittsburgh. I stayed for two or three nights, and had some long discussions with him about political direction, but don’t remember any specifics. I understood he was a central activist for Taiwan Sitai, and no doubt some of the students I met with there were also part of it. Earlier I had also been to the home of Cheng Chieh in Philadelphia, and I do not remember if it was there or in Pittsburgh that a group of ten or a dozen Taiwanese youth gathered around a piano in the basement and sang “The Internationale” with passion in Taiwanese language. 
Dr. Chen had sent the only donation that Formosa Magazine had received through public channels, a check for US$5,000, and I remember receiving it when Nori and I were living at Fuhsing Road in Hsintien, about March-August 1979. Who it was made out to, I can’t remember, but I know the money was a lifeline for the organization before the magazine was issued and sold. Aside from this, I heard that Dr. Chen played the part of a pig in a skit skewering the regime, portraying Chiang Ching-kuo.

When Chen Wen-cheng’s body was found by the side of the new library building at National Taiwan University (it was just completed when I was affiliated with the Population Studies Center on the fourth floor, 1977), on July 3, 1981, during his vacation back to his homeland, we suffered a general shock. Weeks later, when the “liberal” mainlander professor Shen Chun-shan (沈君山) released his account of the tape of Chen’s interrogation by the Investigation Bureau the day before his death, I was told that the topics included my visit to Pittsburgh. But I know no more.
A few days after Chen Wen-cheng’s murder, Taiwanese in Los Angeles began planning a demonstration against the regime; it was obvious he had been killed by the security agencies. Any of the active overseas Taiwanese-Americans could have been targeted on a trip to Taiwan. Perhaps the murder was an attempt to intimidate the overseas activists. I wasn’t satisfied with just marching outside the ROC office on Wilshire Boulevard, but I wasn’t sure what to do. 
When Chen Chao-nan and I went to the print shop in the industrial area of south Los Angeles that Thursday, I asked to see the leftover ink paste, as usual, but also took home some of the leftover red stuff. I began to think how to deliver it in a way that would not get me shot by a security guard; throwing it did not seem advisable. I found an empty cardboard carton of instant noodles at the Chinese grocery, and bought enough instant noodle packages to cover one layer. Then after a few experiments on top of newspaper out on the wooden front porch of the Formosa Weekly office, I wrapped fist-sized globs of ink paste in saran wrap, arranged a layer in the box, and covered them with noodle packets. Saturday was D-day. I put on a plain rust-colored nylon dress that I was tired of.
A few dozen Taiwanese were marching in circles on the sidewalk below the office. A Los Angeles Times reporter was just arriving to cover the story, and after a few casual explanations to him about the Taiwan background, I suggested he follow me up to the office, which he did silently. The staff had moved their counter out to an anteroom. I asked for two visa application forms, and filled one out. There were two or three people in front of me, and soon I was at the counter. None of the staff recognized me, but I was anyway careful to keep my face down as if looking at the forms. I placed the box on the counter, still writing the form. All was quiet until I knocked the box of noodles over with my elbow, and then began stamping on it rather than picking it up. The red ink flew a small distance on the rug. Of course then hell broke loose.
The staff withdrew into the inner door (their office had been ransacked in late December 1979 or so by Taiwan independence activists, using my mother as a decoy) and bolted the door. The two Asian heavies had dragged me in as well, and threw me on the floor, handcuffed. A moment passed, and then one swore that I had splattered red ink on his white linen suit; he picked me up, threw me against the wall, and choked me with a steady grasp. My mind focused on the moment very clearly, and I told myself to be calm so I could last longer without oxygen. After a minute or two he released me. (Later when I was interrogated in LA police custody, the plainclothes man said laughingly, to wit, our agents are very well trained, or else you might be dead.) Then I was left sitting on the floor for thirty minutes or more while there were hurried discussions about what to do with me. The two Asian heavies in suits spoke in some Cantonese dialect, perhaps Taishanese (台山話), and I didn’t think they were from Taiwan. The other staff at a distance seemed to be discussing whether they enjoyed diplomatic immunity in the office, and could carry me back to Taiwan – that had not occurred to me. 
It was perhaps a wait of forty minutes before English-speaking policemen knocked on the door to get “the fat lady”, and the staff finally opened it. The policemen were surprised when I looked up and told them I was glad to see them. Perhaps while they were consulting with the staff, someone stepped in briefly and in an instant snapped my picture. Handcuffed in back, I was unable to pull my skirt down. It seemed that the reporter had waited to see what happened to me, thankfully. Finally the police prepared to haul me away, still in handcuffs. I pointed with my chin and said, “That man choked me.” They paid no attention. I repeated to them on the way to the LA prison the purpose for the red paint protest, and my experience of being choked, but much later in court when I saw a police form, “Did the suspect allege any mistreatment?”, both policemen had checked “No”, quite a lesson to me in American legal process. 

Later I also gathered that the two Asian heavies speaking Cantonese were members of the LAPD’s Public Disorder and Intelligence Division (PDID); and that this division had also copied license plate numbers of the marching protesters, and probably handed the names over to the Kuomintang office as well – subjecting political activities in the US to possible reprisal in Taiwan. A year or so later I was pleased to see in the Los Angeles Times (ARCHIVES DOCUMENT) that civil rights groups had successfully sued to have this LAPD division disbanded in January 1983, on the grounds that it was targeting political dissent, as well as encroaching on the territory of the FBI.

I was first taken to a nearby police station and handcuffed to a bar next to a bench, as if awaiting processing. After about half an hour a middle-aged man with sandy hair in plain clothes sat down next to me and asked in a friendly way what I was doing there. Otherwise bored, I was glad to explain. I was still quite disheveled and smeared with red paint, dry by then. I was halfway through explaining the Taiwanese political situation and the Chen Wen-cheng murder, when he changed his tone to something more insinuating and aggressive, and said, “You’re the queen of Taiwan independence, right, Linda? What do you know about these bombings…? And he gave a description of four or five recent bombings quickly (e.g. that at the home of Wang Sheng’s son (王昇之子王步天) in Los Angeles), at least two more than I had heard of – some had not exploded. Perhaps he was doing this to watch my expression, but then I understood that he was in effect interrogating me on the spot. Actually I wanted to learn more from him, but he left quickly. I think I understood obliquely that “our guys” at the KMT office were well-trained enough not to break a suspect’s neck accidentally. It was only later during the trial that I gathered that such interrogation was illegal and he and the heavies probably also were the LAPD Public Disorder and Intelligence Division.
A while later I was put in a squad car again to be taken to the women’s jail.

Going to jail was a new experience for me, and I looked on it as a sociological exercise, even though at the time I had no way of knowing how long I would be there. It was perhaps 1-2 pm when the police car drove up to a huge flat building at the top off a rise. Taken to a desk, I had to hand over all my clothing, including underwear, and was given a short cotton shift with ties in front, almost like hospital clothing that leaves you feeling vulnerable and exposed, breasts flopping. Then I was told to lean over. It was a few instructions before I understood that I had to lean over far enough for a vaginal inspection – for the matron to see if anything concealed was sticking out. The shifts seemed to be color coded. There were lots of low-security case women milling around, and I was put in a large room with women who told me that they had to report for their jail sentences on weekends. I had no idea what was going to happen to me and I thought I would be here for at least a night; I was almost disappointed when about two hours later I was told that friends had bailed me out and I should put my clothes back on. How did they know where I was? I thought only Chen Chao-nan knew my plans. The Taiwanese group congratulated me and took me to dinner, then, of course.
The next day the Los Angeles Times ran an article with the picture of me sitting disheveled and handcuffed on the floor. This was success; otherwise the protest and the issue may have never seen news in the US. Even several days later, we heard reports of the picture being published just with a caption as an Associated Press item (mistakenly saying only I was protesting my husband’s imprisonment in Taiwan), as far away as Georgia. Shih Ming later told me he admired my ability to take direct action, an endorsement that was important to me.  

But that was not the end of this matter, of course. The ROC office charged me with felony vandalism, the most they could muster, and I had to get a lawyer (Linda Moreno, a young associate of Leonard Weinglass who had long aided the Taiwanese and other human rights causes; I only had to pay her a minimal US$1,000) and especially drive up to Los Angeles four or five times through September 1981, a considerable hassle and expense. (I had stopped going much to the Formosa Weekly office and was preparing to study again.) My lawyer was smart enough to demand “discovery”, presentation of the evidence that the prosecution has against the defendant, and then the prosecution claimed that it could not be revealed, in the interests of “national security”! 
Actually I believe the US intelligence and police services habitually cooperated with the Kuomintang, despite US regulations against operation of foreign intelligence on US soil; but that seemingly came to a halt after the Henry Liu (Chiang Nan, 江南) murder in October 1984 in Daly City, California. 

Since the physical damage was only reported to be that the building janitors had to clean up the carpet – I had thought the red paint would be much more permanent than that – the charges were dropped to a misdemeanor, and I was sentenced to 80 hours of community service that I could do in San Diego. Later the community service itself was interesting, because I was assigned to do work in a welfare office with Lao and Hmong refugees, and teach driving to a foreign student from China.
Knowing that money was being raised for the wives of the defendants, and that I had spent over a year for the human rights campaign and was still continuing these efforts, I felt I deserved some consideration. I had very little income, just a scattered income from working as temporary office manpower between trips. Fortunately I lived with my mother. My old navy blue Buick was a gas-guzzler that was finally found to have a cracked piston. I needed a new car. I found a suitable small lemon-colored used car for US$1,800. I demanded some of the collection, as a wife of a defendant, and the Taiwanese community gave me about US$900, as I remember, although many were irritated by my anti-American views.

My Analysis of Local Power Brokers: Kang Ning-hsiang and Green Light, Red Light
It was probably in the process of the election that a debate broke out in Taiwan, one led by the more militant Editors Association (黨外編輯作家聯合會 (編聯會), Chiu Yi-ren and others) concerning the role of ostensibly opposition candidates who cooperated with the Kuomintang and served as a legitimation for the fake democracy by appearing at public events as a loyal opposition – most obviously Kang Ning-hsiang and Su Nan-cheng (蘇南成). This was called the “chicken-rabbit” debate (I don’t know the story behind the animal names). 
Kang Ning-hsiang was coming to the summer camp of the Taiwanese-American community, to be held in Davis, California, on July 2-4, 1982, and was also the Ninth Meeting of the World Taiwanese Associations. Kang was accompanied by Chang Deh-ming (張德銘), the mild lawyer who was Kang’s lieutenant as well as a candidate in December 1978, Huang Huang-hsiung (黃煌雄), the scholarly opposition figure from Ilan, and You Ching (尤清), who had been Nori’s lawyer in the Kaohsiung trials. These, aside from You Ching, were in the chicken camp. These figures coming to address the overseas Taiwanese-Americans, whose organizations had previously been cited as seditious organizations, seemed to show recognition by the KMT of their importance to overseas sentiment, but was also an attempt to defuse them.

By then I had heard from Huang Tien-fu (黃天福) and others how Kang had taken foreign guests sent to Taiwan at great expense by the Taiwan Association for Human Rights directly to meet the KMT’s front man, Dr. Han Lih-wu (杭立武), and his fake Chinese Association for Human Rights (中國人權協會), in the same offices as the World Anti-Communist League. While not mentioning the specifics of what I knew, I prepared a long flier for this occasion, very reasoned. 

I probably got a ride there with Hsu Pi-rong (許丕龍), the bold and cavalier restaurant owner with silver hair from Los Angeles who was a strong supporter of Hsu Hsin-liang.

I hadn’t intended to do more than hand out the flier and sat down in the back row, but when Kang expounded in his usual rousing campaign tone on the largess of the KMT in allowing elections to proceed after the Kaohsiung Incident, as if that were a resounding success of democracy, I was seething with righteous anger. His line of argument was that an unfortunate period had passed and now after the elections a new march towards democracy could proceed. This was very nearly the line of the KMT (SEE KMT-LINE BOOKLET 1980 OR 1981, PURPORTEDLY BY UC BERKELEY STUDENTS, WITH ARTICLES BY PARRIS CHANG 張旭成 AND KANG AND SEVERAL KMT SCHOLARS SUCH AS WU KUO-CHIEN 吳國建), as if there were not dozens of those who had demanded democracy, over a dozen of them originally candidates for election, still in jail and largely incommunicado.

The audience of 500 that packed the auditorium gave him long applause. Of course he was currently a national legislator and in the past had made a show of challenging the regime. But now despite the bravado he seemed to be giving a patsy performance that in effect gave credit to the regime, as if an election after the arrests of our comrades, the opposition candidates, could really indicate a democratic direction. Their sacrifice deserved a testimony of truth, not dissimulation. I was enraged beyond my own comprehension of it. Originally I had intended to sit through the whole program just as an observer, and chose a seat in the last rows. But now I put on my three-color sash and marched to the podium as soon as there was a call for questions. In less than five minutes, I made a rhetorical retort, “Where was Kang when we marched at Chiaotou (橋頭)? Where was Kang when we protested the abortion of the elections of December 1978? Where was Kang when the mass arrests ensued?” To my surprise, after a stunned moment, the audience also clapped loudly. I left the podium.
An hour later Hsu Pi-lung lit into me for breaking unity; he was among the more direct types in the Taiwanese community, a businessman who was not so domesticated by long years in schooling. Perhaps it was on the drive back that I laid out my reasoning, but he was still irate. However, two weeks later he made a special point of inviting me to dinner, saying he had come to recognize the justice of the point I was making.

Somewhere towards the end of the conference I ran into Parris Chang (張旭成) on the campus walkways. He was the Taiwanese-American professor who had come to Taiwan with a State Department election-observation mission in December 1978. He was a professor of political science and I tried to figure out his angle, but as far as I could understand he was a fence-sitter and information-purveyor (probably getting some kind of benefits from the KMT out of cultivating relations and collecting information from the camp of the opposition to the regime). As is foreshadowed in my account of my trip to South Africa in 1994 with the Democratic Progressive Party (DOCUMENT TO BE SCANNED), I later became Parris Chang’s arch enemy, and tried to prevent the advance of this opportunist within the DPP.
Stimulated by the interactions at Davis, I wrote a longer article reviewing recent events in Taiwan in which Kang had failed to stand up for the opposition, and submitted it to Formosa Weekly. (DOCUMENT)
I further prepared a short flier to challenge Kang Ning-hsiang at the reception dinner and speech planned for his visit to Los Angeles in late July 1982. (In my memory, the dinner was before the Davis conference, but from my archive materials the dinner was July 24, 1982, and the three other legislators were also there.) I wrote a short essay describing the phenomena of political brokers – using anti-KMT sentiment of the populace as capital in trade for favors by the regime – and called it “red light, green light”, i.e. waiting for the go-ahead from regime handlers. This was laboriously translated into Chinese characters by my underground collaborator, a nuclear scientist named Jeffrey Hsu, and I copied it again by hand and Xeroxed a few hundred copies (DOCUMENT, title something like “Political Power Broker Kang Ning-hsiang”). On the evening of the event, I handed it out to those entering the hall, the first of several such guerilla propaganda actions on my part. I had come to see that Taiwanese would go for indirect discussion and formal newsletters rather than confrontation on the spot, but it was difficult for me to prepare written materials and I hardly spoke native Taiwanese dialect. I had only my personal presence with a publicly-known history, so my tactic was to use it when the occasion arose. Finally everyone was seated and Kang arrived. Soon after, I could see him seated on stage reading my flier, while he waited through the lengthy introductions to usher him on. He made passing mention of the issues I raised, but mostly went on to his main line of the government’s march to democracy. 

Gradually I came to the view that people’s mentality and political perspectives do not change to any great degree through abstract reasoning and distant information, but through the clash of positions and effects that they can witness. A price may be paid in the immediate clash in going up against the mainstream position, but the innovator must trust in the truth outing. That is necessary for a community reaction. In individual interaction, discussion and analysis can have an effect, but not usually immediately; the person needs time to digest and verify the analysis through many sources, and also they will only do that if they really care about the issue. Moreover, when they come back six months later, if you have persuaded them they will remember the analysis as their own idea, not as a point of disagreement. So I gradually became much more patient in explanation, but would engage in a fray for objectives I judged strategic.
Struggle Over the Line of Ideology: Taiwan Sitai Criticizes Shih Ming

The campaign for militant and leftist (only relative to WUFI) “Taiwan nationalism” that Taiwan Sitai had launched in summer 1980 seemed to demonstrate its achievements two years later in the Houston winter camp, about January 1982. My memory is vague, and I may be combining two events into one, but let me continue. The cultural events first of all showed a new level of professionalism and modernism. Rather than the usual reproduction of traditional Taiwanese folksongs, a modern ballet depicting the Lin Family murders was performed. Kelly Su (Su Yi-cheng, 蘇怡澄) danced the lead role, portraying Lin Yi-hsiung’s eldest daughter who survived. The performance was impressive and touching. Almost two years later I attended Kelly Su’s wedding (PICTURES); she seemed to have become influential among the younger generation of Taiwan independence activists, left-leaning. But she and many other youth joined WUFI in later years under a new youth drive spearheaded by Kuo Pei-hong (郭倍宏.)

Chang Chin-tse (張金策) had been putting out a magazine called Ban-Ping-Shan (半屏山, a hill in Kaohsiung), and a cluster of youths in Houston were the authors. He still claimed to be the “revolutionary right” in cooperation with Taiwan Sitai, the “revolutionary left”. Most such terminology went over the heads of the ordinary Taiwanese-Americans, but they did feel something was wrong. Their proud World United Formosans for Independence was in conflict with each succeeding hero that was exiled from the real battlefield in Taiwan – Professor Peng Ming-min 1970, feisty Chang Chin-tse 1976, and now former Taoyuan County Head Hsu Hsin-liang 1979, one of the Meilidao leaders that had just gone openly up against the regime. The solidity of WUFI was cracking painfully. (See also the December 2011 interview with Chung Ching-chiang, Stephen Chung, originally a WUFI member and later among the “California gang” supporters of Hsu Hsin-liang.)
In the evening there were several parallel sessions in different classrooms (or the left activists may have occupied a classroom late at night because they were not given a place on the program), and one was devoted to Shih Ming and Taiwan Sitai. Perhaps 50 persons were present. After politely listening to Shih Ming, his lauding of the “lao ku da chung” (laboring masses, 勞苦大眾), and condemnation of collaborationist Taiwanese capitalists (WUFI would only condemn mainlander state terror, never Taiwanese capital), Taiwan Sitai spokesmen lit into Shih Ming for signing the joint statement of 1979-12-15 under Hsu Hsin-liang, and further being duped into joining recently in a National Democratic Alliance (民族民主同盟) with Hsu Hsin-liang – Hsu obviously being guided by capitalist, not by progressive, forces. 
I added to this debate by describing my experience of the duplicity of Hsu Hsin-liang, though not directly criticizing Shih Ming. As I later formulated it more clearly when I thought the time was ripe to criticize Hsu Hsin-liang to selected progressive audiences, Hsu Hsin-liang used populism strategically, but had no loyalty to any goal; he used people and organizations as stepping stones in personal aggrandizement. There was little that Shih Ming could say to the criticism of his disciples, Taiwan Sitai. And they were soon proved correct enough when Hsu Hsin-liang formed a new alliance with Hong Dze-Sheng (洪哲勝, Cary Hong in New York), to be discussed much further below, without even the courtesy of recognizing the effective dissolution of his coalition with Shih Ming, now that the funds Shih Ming brought to Formosa Weekly were used up.
Back to University: Shaping an Intellect for the Revolution
I applied to take classes at the University of California, San Diego, as a non-matriculated student, from Fall 1981. I had been at UCSD for many years before, 1969-73, and was comfortable there. Transportation from my mother’s house was a direct drive up Genesee Avenue; having been out of the US for my teenage years, I never did get at ease with driving. In taking courses, my goal was not any particular degree, but to understand social theory and recent history. I particularly took courses in the history of Latin America – the overthrow of Allende in Chile through CIA plots with the military. Meanwhile, I took in all I could with the films shown on campus by the leftist student collective. One day I found that a barely-visible epithet in capitals had been gouged into the beige paint at the entrance to an auditorium: KILL LINDA. I had given a talk at that auditorium a year before.
Latin American issues continually returned to “the agrarian question”, and I thought to dust off my 1975 readings on land inequality in China. On a trip to talk about Taiwan at Stanford University, I dug through the Stanford Library archives, copied a large part of the Statistics Volume of John Lossing Buck’s Land Utilization in China, Shanghai 1939, and found also some of the unpublished population data. (On that trip I also learned that my former Stanford classmates seemed to avoid me like the plague, which was painful; but I heard I had become legend for having the audacity to go up against conservative Professor Arthur Wolf – and getting flunked out.) 
With its recent communist revolution, as well as dense population on exhausted land and land ownership inequality a primary issue, China was a prime case for study of “the agrarian question.” Walking across the UCSD campus one day while pondering Marxist theory, I set a goal for myself of figuring out the logic of the rate of exploitation.
About Winter Quarter (Jan-March) 1982 I was also able to get a part-time job on campus, as an assistant to a young professor in the Department of Communications, transcribing and analyzing his interviews of legal aid lawyers. This helped fill me in on the social movements in the United States during the period I was in Taiwan, and let me eavesdrop on the contradictions these idealistic lawyers described, trying to advance the interests of the disadvantaged while receiving salaries from the state. I read Frances Fox Piven and Richard Cloward’s Regulating the Poor: The Functions of Public Welfare, an analysis of how welfare was a sop to mediate the contradictions of capitalism when the workers got restive. 
Having an office to work in, in the basement of the Communications Department, gave me much more leeway to advance my academic projects overall. The first 64K Apple computers were just arriving, and I spent long hours in the evenings inputting, collating, and trying to analyze the Buck data. I did this mostly late into the evening, even till midnight, when the place was deserted, for one so that it would not be obvious how much I was using the computers and printers. Closed underground, I ate meager dinners of almonds and dried apricots. The detailed Statistics Volume of the Buck study gave most statistics for the farms in groups by relative size, and so it was possible for me to investigate inequality more thoroughly that had been done before. Eventually some patterns began to emerge, and I felt this was a problem more significant for general social theory than my girl factory workers study.

I showed my analysis of landownership inequality in the Buck data to Philip C.C. Huang (黄宗智), a left-leaning academic in History at UCLA, in about 1982 and was very appreciative of his encouragement. Eventually the first stage of my research was published at length in his journal Modern China, 1986. The review by Joseph Escherick cited it as one of the most important papers published in the journal. Just in 1985 I finally figured out the logic for the rate of rent that I had estimated from the Buck data, using spreadsheets on the Commodore 64K. This research became my Ph.D. thesis, finally completed in May 1996 after the equivalent of about five years’ full-time effort in analyzing these data and writing up the results. But it is one of my major discontents that the significance of this research has yet to be publicly recognized. 
I did however also proceed to publish some of my Taiwan girl factory worker material in The Bulletin of the Concerned Asian Scholars. My best article, however, was only published after I received one of my field notebooks in the mail in early 1983, the one with a thick green cardboard cover, mailed wrapped in several layers of adhesive tape, with a return address from Theresa Yuan (Yuan Yen-yen 袁嬿嬿) in Taipei. Theresa was one of the dormitory mothers at the girl factory workers’ dormitory, and the only person in the political movement who cared about my research. The notebook had been much abused since I last saw it in Taipei, and every page was stamped with a small red mark of the Taiwan Garrison Command. It had been confiscated from my house, inspected, and returned. It contained my interviews of electronics company managers, in particular three interviews with Green Lin (Chinese name not known now) of RCA Corporation in Taoyuan, one of the very few native Taiwanese personnel managers in the multinational corporations. He was willing to spill the beans in our after-hours sessions. Probably the Taiwan Garrison Command was totally unable to read my English scrawls, and returned the notebook. I don’t know how Theresa got it. But it was the basis for my article.
Having in conferences at UCSD gotten to meet some the people studying globalization of labor markets especially in the towns of Mexico near the border with the US, such as June Nash and Kelly Hernandez, I was invited to present my research at a conference at UC Berkeley in June 1983, funded by USAID. The green notebook was my crucial record of fieldwork. About half the hundred or so participants were from outside the US; the conference was good but pedestrian, and my presentation was at the end, finally about 6 pm. But I could feel the air become electric as I described how Cold War aid to Taiwan under martial law morphed into the export production by US electronics multinationals -- making good use of Taiwan’s educated and nimble labor force, with CIA-trained local managers serving in personnel control. The Third World participants virtually cheered; the conference sponsors looked strained. I submitted my paper two weeks late after the December deadline, and I suppose that was good enough reason for it to be excluded from the conference proceedings, which were also late. But my presentation was not even listed in the conference schedule with the proceedings. The manuscript was refused by a mainstream sociology journal, with the reviewer saying I had “no evidence” – but the manuscript gave dates, places and details for various suppressed labor demands and protests. Then a San Francisco labor organization that had attended the conference asked for my paper, and it was published as “Economic and Political Control of Women Workers in Multinational Electronics Factories in Taiwan: Martial Law World Market Control” in Contemporary Marxism (No. 11, Fall 1985, pp. 77-95), from which it has been occasionally cited. The Chinese translation appears in my 1997 book Muckraker! An Overall Critique of the Opposition Movement in Taiwan, i.e.《激盪! 反對運動總批判》(在台灣的跨國電子工廠女工──戒嚴法的壓制及全球市場的波動). 
I did not try to finish the original research design of my project, especially since the gender ideology section had been lost: that part of the questionnaire had just been sent for punching of the computer cards when the December crackdown hit. And the coding of the 1000 questionnaires, which had taken six months work by an assistant, had disappeared. Every time I looked at the two large boxes of my Taiwan research material, packed by my friends while I was in police custody awaiting deportation, I saw in my mind the ransacking of my house on the morning of the arrests. I did not open them, so I did not know that my assistant had hidden a copy of the questionnaire coding – which I had thought had been lost in the ransacking and confiscations – at the bottom of the box. 
But let me digress to changes in my personal life, which may have some relevance for biographers.
The Gentle German

At the beginning of summer 1981, a 24-year-old mathematics Ph.D. student moved into my mother’s house. He was the friend of my sister Sue Ann and her husband Roger Whitney, studying in the Mathematics Department at UCSD, and my mother agreed to put him up while they were waiting to get an apartment to share at the UCSD Mesa Apartments. Michael Fochler was tall and lanky and his soft German accents made me think of Grimm fairy tales. He and my son Roger were equally engrossed in computer games. I was instantly in love with him, but thought it would be just a brief fling. I was wrong. I moved with him to the Mesa Apartments in September; we bought the minimal used furniture. My sister was in medical school at UC Irvine, and Roger went up there most weekends. We often took our books and went to read and watch the sunset on the cliffs of Torrey Pines Park.
This secure relationship helped me get over much of the lingering trauma of the political repression in Taiwan, as well as my unhappy fixation on Shih Ming-deh, but did not change my political commitment, nor my hope to return to Taiwan. Michael said his goal was to go back to Germany and be a university professor.
At the end of the summer 1981 we took a trip to Mexico, travelling by train down the coast on a minimal student budget. We would take a train all night, arrive at a coastal town in the morning, walk around the town all day, me struggling to keep up with Michael’s long stride; fill the gallon milk containers we carried from a tap somewhere, swim in the warm ocean, rinse off with non-salt water as the sun set, and make our way back to the train station after a local dinner. In the most memorable part of the trek, we took a lurching bus over the continental divide, from Oaxaca to Veracruz, passing from desert to alpine forest to tropical rainforest to pampas grass lowlands to the east coast beach. I learned a great deal both about the ecology and Mexican social conditions, as well as German penny-pinching. The Mexican peso had just crashed, and workers’ wages fell to a third in US dollars, to the point they could no longer buy meat, I learned from conversations on the buses.
After a year at Mesa Apartments, Roger Whitney finished his Ph.D. and the assignment of the apartment lapsed, so we moved back to my room at my mother’s place. However, my mother’s husband Elmer bore continuing jealousies from my mother’s taking off on the 1980 human rights campaign with me, leaving Elmer to pay the mortgage, and he determined to run us off. That put my kind-hearted mother into an emotional crisis (a year later she divorced Elmer). Michael and I moved to sublet a bedroom/bath suite in University City within walking distance of UCSD, and later for three months or so a basement studio on a hill in Del Mar from which I bicycled up the steep hill at Torrey Pines Park, to UCSD, and was briefly in good shape. Right now I can’t remember the exact months.
I continued to travel to the Taiwanese summer and winter camps and participate in central political discussions. Wang Su-ying (王淑英), whom I knew from the Meilidao period, and her husband Tsai Ming-dian (Dan, 蔡明殿) were among the few people I knew well who had a social activist perspective. I tried to visit them each time I went back east. They had started a plant nursery and lived out in the countryside of New Jersey. I took a bus from Newark late at night after an activity in January 1983; it was over an hour away. There were no distinguishing marks on the dark winding road, and the bus driver told me to get off the bus at the wrong place. It was 11 pm and there was frost on the ground and few houses in sight. I panicked until I was able to wander to a house with lights on and get up the courage to knock. The family kindly let me use their phone, and Su-ying came to get me in half an hour. However, I had had a mild cold, and it turned into a slow asthma attack. 
A week later, back with Michael at UCSD, we watched the traumatic Japanese 1959 movie “The Human Condition,” about Japanese atrocities and bloody defeat in Manchuria, twelve hours over three evenings. At the end my asthma began to choke me. In the middle of the night I sat in the closet at the University City apartment so as not to awake Michael with coughing, and for about three hours I felt I was going psychotic, buried alive under the weight of all the cruelty in the world. Then the spell gradually passed. I think it was a delayed reaction to the human rights work and even more to the recent ejection from my mother’s care.
FBI Surveillance and KMT Infiltrators
As President Reagan revved up the pressure on Nicaragua, illegally funding the Contras with help from Taiwan and other lackeys and mining the Bluefields harbor, I joined the Committee in Support of El Salvador and then the Committee in Solidarity with Nicaragua, even more militantly in opposition to US actions. These were coordinated by the Socialist Workers Party, in which I registered my vote, a Trotskyite party that was strong in Mexico. A large joint meeting of American and Mexican CISPES (Committee in Solidarity with the People of El Salvador) was to be held in Tiajuana. I had long been trying to persuade Taiwanese to participate in such activities with me, to no avail. Finally a tall thin Taiwanese youth of about 30 I met at some activity readily agreed to go. He was rather inarticulate but seemed to listen carefully to everything I said. He had a strange look in that sometimes his dark pupils would start bouncing back and forth faster than could be consciously controlled, like a neurological tic, and not stop for a minute or more. I’ve forgotten his name, but will call him here Alan Yeh. Alan went with me to several activities. A Taiwan Sitai friend didn’t like him, but wouldn’t explain why. After I moved out of my mother’s house, Alan rented a room from my mother for a few months; my mother frequently rented rooms to foreign students. But finally I began to see a pattern in his asking questions about my recent activities. Most telling, he never hesitated to consider the danger of the activities he attended; a normal participant would weigh the fear of KMT retribution, as I had often seen. Alan moved out, but he would call me every three months for no particular reason as if anxious to get some information for a report. Finally I was sure he was a plant, and realized I had been much too unsuspecting. And I wondered if his tic were what is called “shifty eyes”, perhaps an involuntary movement set off by internal conflicts of conscience.

Sometime in the early fall of 1982, probably, when I was still living at my mother’s house, the phone rang early in the morning, and an unknown deep male voice asked for Linda Arrigo. I identified myself, and asked who was calling. With an annoying smirk of familiarity he introduced himself as Hank Tenorio of the Federal Bureau of Investigation, and would I please make an appointment to talk with them. I was curious to know why, but as soon as I understood clearly who it was, I flatly refused and hung up. I was in a hurry to get to class. (An obituary found online in 2012 confirms that a Henry Tenorio worked for the FBI in San Diego for several decades.)
Over the past few months I had heard a few times that the FBI had interviewed and asked Taiwanese friends about me. I would actually have liked to talk to them and try to understand what they were up to, but I guessed they meant me no good and were better at psychological games than I was. I thought I may as well wait and see if they had legal ways to coerce me to talk with them. The Taiwanese were also being investigated over the trashing of the ROC office in December 1979 and the various bombings; Taiwanese were listed as among four terrorist groups operating in California, and I would not want to be put in the position of implicating WUFI’s Kuo Ching-chiang (郭清江) whom I knew well organized the trashing. Mr. Tenorio did not call again. However, it seems that was not the end of it. The first night Michael and I moved to the University City apartment, the phone rang at close to midnight, and there was heavy breathing but no voice. The same when we moved to Del Mar in May 1983.
At that time I had a SPRINT account which would allow long-distance dialing from any telephone, and my Sprint bill with the listing of phone calls began to arrive two or more weeks late. I don’t know why they couldn’t legally tap my calls somehow through Sprint; but the bill listed all calls and phone numbers, so it was a good record of my contacts. Some of my mail seemed to show signs of being opened. Finally, in Spring 1983 the checks for my work in the Department of Communications, somewhat irregular depending on hours worked, stopped coming for three months. I called the UCSD personnel office, and they said my files were nowhere to be found. I got angry, and decided to call up the FBI directly; I looked up the number from telephone information. At the Los Angeles someone named Alan Covert (I’m not kidding, that’s what the name was) said immediately that they were not harassing me. But he seemed to know my name as soon as I called; usually I have to spell it out. Was it their policy to deny without even knowing who called? If it wasn’t them, wouldn’t they want to figure out if foreign intelligence agencies were operating in the US? I considered doing a Freedom of Information request, but did not have time or money for a lawyer. After a few calls to the personnel office my last payments were sent, with no explanation.
Laying Plans for Returning to Graduate School
Taking a sociology class in early 1983, I guess, I discussed with one of my professors where I might continue my graduate studies. She was one of the few Marxists in my environment; she was a quiet woman with black hair, named Mary with an Irish family name, not very active it seems because she had a heart condition and was not allowed to drive. She said that New School for Social Research was very good in Marxist economics and Eastern Europe, but the State University of New York, Binghamton, was best for Third World studies. 
I made a detour to Binghamton when in New York City in the winter, and was hosted by an enthusiastic Taiwanese-American named Dr. Huang Chia-tao (黃家道), a pediatric dentist Michael M. Yang (楊明昊) who looked like the Wizard of Oz, round face with deep laughing dimples and a wisp of hair over a shiny pate. He later found he was blacklisted from a visa to Taiwan, perhaps for hosting me and other Taiwan independence activities. SUNY Binghamton seemed quite radical and compatible to my revolutionary interests. To my surprise, Ka Jiming (柯志明), the son of the leftist political prisoner Ka Chi-hua(柯旗化), who had worked together with me on the labor candidate’s campaign in November 1978, was studying there, as well as was Dennis Engbarth, formerly the aspiring reporter in Taiwan, known for long accounts of the Taiwan opposition secretly submitted to Lynn Miles. Dennis, with his usual taciturn tone, admonished me not to come to study at Binghamton because I would attract FBI surveillance and endanger him and Ka. I thought that laughable, given that SUNY Binghamton Sociology was already a bed of radical thought. Why study there and be afraid of more attention from the FBI? I applied, and was granted the basic 3-year scholarship for the Ph.D. program. I suspected my phone was tapped for years, especially when I shared my rented house with newly arriving Eastern European students, but my side of political activities was open education and propaganda, not undercover work, and I had little to hide.
The Big Move to Binghamton, New York

I had never stayed long on my trips to the East, and it was unfamiliar territory to me. I felt there was little meaningful for me to do at Formosa Weekly at that point, though I had not withdrawn from the political debates – but I did not speak Taiwanese, and got little response. So I determined to go back to graduate school, and SUNY Binghamton was the obvious choice. Michael was finishing his mathematics Ph.D. in mid-1983, but his thesis on mathematical probability theory was not ideal, he thought, and he began to doubt he could make it into the coveted ranks of professors in Germany. We talked with sweet sadness on the beach that we might part. The landlord wanted us out of the Del Mar basement for remodeling, too. In August I rented a small U-Haul trailer, and found a more reasonable repair for the navy blue Buick, to pull it. I had a fair amount of books, documents, and household goods. Michael had a little more to do before he could submit his thesis, and we had very little money. He packed his few belongings in the little lemon yellow car, parked it under the eucalyptus trees on the undeveloped side of the university land, slept there or in his office, and showered in the gym. He would drive the car to me when he finished.
My son Roger was now a gangly fourteen-year-old, living in a beautiful house with his father in Menlo Park, California, and a traditional Taiwanese housewife stepmother who took care of him hand and foot. But his father George, after ten years or so with the defense industry, Lockheed in Sunnyvale, was eligible to collect some retirement and was recalled to Taiwan to help with his father’s business, now one of the largest publishers and book sellers in Taiwan. He took his two small daughters to study at Taipei American School, but did not think that would be best for Roger. So he agreed for Roger to live with me in Binghamton. Roger first came down to San Diego. I advertised and found two 20-year-old twins from Holland who wanted to travel across the country and could drive. It was a harrowing one-week drive across the country, with high winds and big trucks on the freeway crossing the Rockies, and sweltering heat in Kansas, where fortunately we could rest with Dr. Hsu. I told the twins to drive slower and not turn on the air conditioner, but they flouted instructions while I slept. The alternator gave out, and after paying US$145 and towing, I had only about $50 in cash left. Two days later on a country road in Canada I knocked over a mail box post when trying to turn the trailer around, but was unable to pay anything to the farmer when he came out; he just frowned and grunted.

When we finally pulled into the old working class town of Binghamton, I had only $20 left and an indeterminate time to collect my stipend, but again was saved by the care of the Taiwanese-Americans, staying at Dr. Huang Chia-Tao’s house for a few days. 

I was able to rent a drafty 1900 wooden frame house, the upstairs apartment accessed from the rear stairway, on Lester Street in Johnson City near the old shoe factories, where I heard the junior high school was new and well regarded. According to legend, a Russian immigrant had hung himself in the basement of our house in about 1910 after being cheated out of $500 by a shyster selling a money-printing machine. Or was it the $10 he had been charged by the dentist that afternoon? For other local color, old women neighbors spoke Lithuanian and Polish and German. The bakeries had thick crusted brown bread as well as poppy seed paste and apricot jam fillings for sale. 
Johnson City had all the paternalistic facilities of a 1920’s company town, including a park with a gazebo for a band and an antique carousel with colorful painted horses. The nearby Main Street arch said “Home of the Square Deal”, 1923, not far from the Knights of Columbus clubhouse and a Catholic church. The Russian Orthodox church had a gleaming gold dome, and the Ukrainian Catholic church was a genuine timber church modeled on those in the homeland. (PICTURES) The annual Ukrainian parade carried huge boards declaiming Stalin’s murder of millions in 1923. American industrial history came alive for me.
Roger did not fare as well as I did. There had been rumbles between white and Vietnamese students at the school. Roger introduced himself as “Arrigo” rather than “Chen”, but he was decidedly a dark-skinned Asian. I was called to his school after he was in a fight. I was too busy in my new studies to cook much, and we lived on a shoestring with my US$300 a month stipend until his father sent US$2,000 and I was able to catch up on the rent. At Christmas Roger angrily went back to California to live with George’s elder brother and his wife. There he was assigned to a half-black school in East Palo Alto and became a soul brother for a while. When I called him on the telephone and asked how his school was, he retorted icily, “We don’t talk to whites about that.” 
As a hulking teenager, he shaved his head into a Mohawk and wore a single earring, vehemently rejecting the good little four-eyed Chinese kid stereotype. Fortunately his father, an engineer, talked him back to a path to a serious future, and his precocious introduction to computer languages from Michael Fochler and Roger Whitney stood him in good stead. He finally graduated from Massachusetts Institute of Technology, tuition paid by his father and grandfather, with a patent in artificial intelligence chips already under his belt.

In January 1984, Michael drove up in the lemon yellow car, and we were happily reunited. We went walking in the cemeteries and snowy hills for leisure, Michael in just a thin cotton shirt, pleased with cold. He was however increasingly beaten down with job-hunting, and even though he found a job in New York City after a few months, being overworked as an immigrant wore on him. I helped him find and furnish a fourth-floor apartment in an old brownstone walkup in Jersey City. It was a short PATH train ride from the Grove Street Station in Jersey City into Manhattan.
World Systems Analysis at Binghamton

Otherwise, I was engrossed with my studies, firstly with a class with the man Immanuel Wallerstein himself, an introduction to world systems analysis beginning with the European religious wars of the 16th Century. I did not do that well with historical details of Europe, but Wallerstein smiled at my bold questions, both in class and in visitor presentations, and later labeled me a “white Taiwanese”. World systems analysis sees the structures of the modern nation-state spreading with the expansion of incorporation into a “world system” of capitalism. The economic relations herein are polarized between the exploiting core and the exploited periphery, with the “semi-periphery” mediating the process of exploitation and benefiting partially. I saw Taiwan as clearly within the semi-periphery of American hegemony, but of course another aspect of the theory is that the core goes through cycles of shifting, and revolutions tend to happen in the shift. That is, newly arising powers destabilize the colonies of the old powers, to take over their spheres of influence. Also, semi-peripheries vie for positions closer to the core, while they mediate core penetration of the peripheries. The world systems analysis was relevant to my understanding of Taiwan’s international role and likely political evolution.
Though Marxism was the mainstream at Binghamton Sociology, and the History Department focused on related social history, I found most of my white teachers overly dogmatic and pedantic. Fortunately we had also several regularly visiting professors from across the world. Only about a third of the graduate students were white Americans, and many of these were experienced with labor or student movements. The foreign students were even more impressive. Binghamton attracted the radical intellectuals of Latin America and the Middle East, plus a scattering from Africa, South Asia, and East Asia. Some had been jailed or forced into exile, or had already written books on political economy in their own language. Their experiences were most fascinating to me. I proposed a monthly meeting with rotating speakers, and most would at first say they were afraid of spies from their own country, but then go on to speak anyway. The audience was rarely more than a dozen, but important to me. I lured the participants with homemade food.
We all had the same low stipend, but I realized that as an American I had much greater resources than the new arrivals whose currencies were worth almost nothing in US dollars. And I was the object of charity bestowed by the Taiwanese-Americans as well. For years I had learned how to buy secondhand and live on meager income. Binghamton was a good choice: low cost of farm products like pork, milk, and potatoes; church sales that practically gave clothes away. When they got to $1 for a grocery bag stuffed with winter coats at the end of the rummage sale, I stockpiled. My new classmates from Africa and South Asia, shivering in September, got their pick of about 20 coats, and were warmed even if sometimes they did not understand the difference between men’s and women’s fashions. Perhaps I followed in my mother’s footsteps.
Students from the Socialist Countries at Binghamton

Since Sociology Binghamton was probably the farthest left of any academic department in the US, and also encouraged direct contact with social movement action, it was not surprising that it was the first department to receive visiting professors from the socialist countries. Mark Selden, my advisor, had been involved in “ping pong diplomacy” in advance of Nixon’s trip to China, and was among the earliest academics allowed to do social research there. It was probably my second year, 1984-85, that a Professor Chen from the Peoples Republic of China was invited to our department, and taught a course about the Chinese economy to about five graduate students. But he really couldn’t speak much English, so I usually translated his lectures for him in the class. 

Professor Chen was a bustling little character, with ambitions for starting up business interests in New York City (the first of many cases in which the pecuniary side interests of the official PRC visitors were obvious), and he presumed on Michael and myself to give him frequent rides down to or from the City, since we were commuting every other week. One afternoon, I suppose a Friday, he prevailed on Michael and me to pick him up in Queens; we had gone there to buy some computer equipment. After finding the address and getting him, he insisted we take him to an office of the PRC government in Queens, and he picked up a large reel of film. By 5 pm we were on the highway out of New York City, but we were stuck in heavy traffic. I couldn’t understand why he became increasingly agitated, almost abusive, with the slow progress. I explained that it was a four-hour drive to Binghamton. Finally he admitted that he had promised to show the film that evening in Binghamton: The Sian Incident (西案事變). There was nothing to be done but to stop at a pay phone and cancel the showing. He announced a delay until the next evening. To my surprise and amusement, he had reserved a large auditorium, and at least 200 students, mostly Chinese-speaking since Binghamton had large technical departments, had shown up to see this PRC film with an unfavorable depiction of Chiang Kai-shek, enacting his kidnapping by Chang Hsueh-liang (張學良) to try to make Chiang stop the civil war and resist the Japanese. The KMT professional students had tried to force a boycott of the film, and spread a rumor that the Taiwan independence Linda was cooperating with the Chinese communists to defame Chiang! Only unwittingly.
1984: Political Organizations and Challenges In the Taiwanese-American Community
Although much occupied at Binghamton with the demands of my graduate program, I still kept up some contact with the Taiwanese community, especially in New York state (the Buffalo area was particularly active), and in fact I was able to maintain increased communication with some central Taiwanese organizations and personnel in New York City. New York City had long been the headquarters of the World United Formosans for Independence (WUFI), the largest TI organization.
The World United Formosans for Independence (WUFI) had worked hard to coordinate the Taiwanese-American community groups since 1971, and to keep them from infiltration and control by the professional students and spies paid by the Kuomintang. This was a continual struggle. Reportedly, there were even persons assigned to make political reports to the Taiwan authorities among the Chinese- and Taiwanese-Americans in large corporations like IBM in Endicott, near Binghamton. WUFI was however not able to fully prevent infiltration. In 1980, the security agencies bragged that they had recorded a 1979 conversation of Chen Chu (陳菊) in the home of WUFI president George Chang (Chang Tsan-hong,張燦鍙, a mild-mannered professor of chemical engineering). Keeping intact the large affiliations of Taiwanese such as the Taiwanese Associations of America, an umbrella over hundreds of local clubs, was no trivial task; WUFI was known to continually recruit the local figures that seemed most enthusiastic and effective in defending Taiwanese ideals. But then their control also could be felt as confining to later arrivals. Typically, WUFI poured cold water on any initiative or organization that would take control out of their hands and funds out of their coffers. There was no great ideological angle to it. 
The change in the late 1970’s and 1980’s was that the later arrivals were increasingly mature heads of commercial enterprises, unlike the earlier graduate students in the natural sciences who had become academics and scientists in defense industry and served as weekend revolutionaries. The new arrivals had had to work with the Kuomintang bureaucracy in Taiwan, and also travelled back and forth frequently. They were more in touch with current conditions and less rigid. They wanted to defend the rights of Taiwanese, but not spout revolutionary slogans. Those who challenged WUFI’s control over local Taiwanese clubs got the moniker “Meng-wai ren-shih” (盟外人士, People outside WUFI), in parallel with the term “Dangwai” (黨外, Outside the KMT) used in Taiwan by the opposition challenging the monopoly of the KMT. Such people more commonly aligned with Hsu Hsin-liang and Formosa Weekly.
Another example of the different mentality of “people outside WUFI” can be seen in Yang Huang Mei-shing (楊黃美幸, Maysing Yang), a stylish woman who became one of the leaders of the Taiwanese community in Flushing, a suburb of New York City, where also a large Taiwanese community center was set up close to Flushing’s Main Street and commercial district, mostly speaking Chinese and Taiwanese. Maysing’s husband founded a major Asian-American bank. Her mother, an elegant and modern woman speaking fluent Japanese, was related to Reverend Kao Chun-ming, General Secretary of the Taiwan Presbyterian Church. 
Maysing, as I remembered she told me, became active in the local community when Taiwan elected its first Miss Taiwan in about 1985, and Maysing thought that the Flushing Taiwanese should be proud of that, even if her trip to the US was largely a public relations push of the KMT. The usual Taiwan independence view derided all such contacts. Maysing was accused by WUFI of collaborating with the Taiwan government, but she continued in her efforts of developing a public presence for Taiwanese-Americans. This extended to cooperating with the California gang and other “non-WUFI” in “returning the party to Taiwan.”
 It was a coincidence that her son Welly Yang (楊呈偉) became an emblematic Taiwanese-American star in Broadway musicals as a result of looking for summer jobs while studying law at Columbia University. Willy invited my son and me to a memorable performance of Miss Saigon. (PICTURE)
Another aspect of the cracking of WUFI’s solid control was its developing internal split, the fracturing away of its “leftwing” faction of relatively younger members, superficially influenced by international revolutionary rhetoric. This crack was wedged open further by Hsu Hsin-liang and other successful opposition to WUFI. The leftwing faction was led by Hong Dze-sheng (Cary Hong), a freelance engineer in New York City. Tall and robust, with a heavy handlebar mustache, Cary was a jovial and open-hearted figure, more like a visionary than a revolutionary. Cary told me once that he had put together the first mailing list for anti-KMT newsletters in 1969. He and a colleague spent three weeks driving through the college towns throughout the US, and picking up the membership lists of Chinese student associations. At that time all students from Taiwan would be in such an association, and there were as yet no students from the PRC. They would also copy addresses of Taiwanese-sounding names out of phone books in small towns.
Cary and also the European figures had long been trotted out as the token representatives of the left in WUFI’s pan-ideological pantheon. However, in about 1978 Cary had tried to wrest leadership of the organization from George (Chang Tsan-hong), but lost in what he believed was a rigged election – a large number of WUFI members were secret and could not be independently contacted. Since then he had been biding his time.

I remember overhearing part of a conversation between Cary and Hsu Hsin-liang, and also some open discussions in 1983. Living in Binghamton, I had more occasions to meet with him when I made the four-hour drive down to New York City, and a few times I stayed at his house in the north suburbs of NYC and had long discussions with him while his wife cooked homey Taiwanese food and practiced her Chinese medical arts on my sinuses – a painful foot massage. Rather than withdrawing from WUFI in protest after the election, Cary determined to band together the more progressive members and break when the time was right. His confederate and lieutenant in this was Patrick Huang (Huang Dzai-tien 黃再添, wife Sharon, 楊淑卿), a small man with a soft voice but a ready temper, his right arm partly withered due to a childhood fall out of a tree. Patrick was unusual in that he had actually gotten a graduate degree in sociology and spoke decent English, although he did not work in academia. Kang Tai-shan (康泰山), a Ph.D. in chemistry who ran a plastic-sheet supply company in New Jersey, was another supporter who often showed up at Formosa Weekly in Los Angeles and seemed to have some connection with Shih Ming; and the same for Wang Chiu-sheng (王秋森). 
Cary was a very likeable person. But although he was the “left” wing in WUFI, I was not impressed with his grasp of Marxist theory and practice. Mainly, his reading was limited to Chinese sources, i.e. Maoism from the PRC, and he had not been exposed to much other literature or Third World situations. I rated him as at most democratic liberal. So it was not surprising that he looked to Hsu Hsin-liang for leadership. However, I was also invited as a sort of advisor to some preparatory meetings, e.g. in New Jersey at the offices of Kang Tai-shan’s Lucite factory.

Cary and Patrick had 27 group members ready when they prepared to announce the split with WUFI, in early 1984. Joshua Tin (real name J. K. Tin 鄭嘉信, Cheng is Tin in Taiwanese; his nom de guerre was Tien Tai-ren, 田台仁; Ph.D. Economics, good Marxist foundation, also entrepreneurial bent) and a handsome youth with the surname Lin were another two main figures in it. Cary also asked me about having Hsu Hsin-liang join the organization, and I suggested leaving Hsu Hsin-liang as an advisor but not incorporating him inside the leadership, considering his record of taking over, using and discarding. (Formosa Weekly had ceased publication after about three years, actually an impressive record; the widening of freedom of speech in Taiwan had superseded it.) Actually I was more agitated that the organization was to be named “Taiwan Revolutionary Party (台灣革命黨)” from the get-go, demonstrating the same boastful bravado as WUFI, definitely an immature move that was meant to claim leadership of the overseas community, but would provide an easy script for the confession statement to be conjured by the Taiwan Garrison Command, if anyone sent back to Taiwan were arrested. Cary likewise disregarded this consideration. So I wrote a long statement (DOCUMENT: “對台灣革命黨的九點建議”) on what I thought the overseas movement should do at that time, at least for the record. 
The split in WUFI and formation of the Taiwan Revolutionary Party with Hsu Hsin-liang in it was dutifully announced in spring 1984, but my next interaction with it was at the east coast summer camp a few months later, generally the biggest one. The location was near Philadelphia; no doubt the 15th east coast summer camp of the Taiwanese-Americans (美東台灣人夏令會), at Kutztown University, Pennsylvania, with theme announced as “Recognition, Unity, Welfare” (認識、團結、爭福利) (http://www.tacec.org/2009/themes.html). 

Philadelphia was the base camp of Taiwan Sitai, where its spokesman Cheng Chieh lived, and according to Taiwan Sitai statements to me at the time they originally controlled the majority on the preparatory committee that set the agenda. A political debate among overseas organizations was the centerpiece of the program. But Taiwan Sitai also complained that later maneuvers put WUFI in the majority, and the committee passed a resolution that the discussion was to be entirely on political goals and vision, and bringing up past incidents would not be permitted. Taiwan Sitai protested this gag rule, and withdrew from the debate.

Cary Hong did not protest this restriction on freedom of speech, to my surprise, and so the presentations that followed were pat and blustery, George Chang and Cary Hong addressing an audience of two hundred or more. I thought such a gag rule was outrageous, and especially egregious for organizations proclaiming democratic principles. I planned my own protest. I wrote up a sheet reviewing my past experience with WUFI in using visitors as “money trees” (搖錢樹), and handed it out to those entering the hall in that afternoon session. Then in the question and answer session, about the third in sequence, I raised my hand, immediately raised a past issue, and promptly got overruled by the monitor. I turned and walked out publicly, as I had planned. I was hoping for some people to follow me, but it seemed not. Too much conformism, even among people long in the United States. However, some of the audience did get the point.
Little was heard of the Taiwan Revolutionary Party after that. Most of the members seemed to have slacked off and returned to personal life. However, Joshua Tin moved to New York City and worked full-time for the cause. Cary and Patrick also began several projects that I will discuss below.
WUFI seemed to go through a period of paralysis. Tsai Tong-rong (Dr. Trong Tsai, professor of political science) in forming the Formosan Association for Public Affairs (FAPA, founded in Los Angeles in 1982 and later moved to Washington DC) had stolen WUFI’s thunder in that while WUFI claimed goals of violent revolution, its actual main activities were lobbying the US Congress and doing human rights reporting. FAPA did these openly with an office near the Capitol, and garnered the lion’s share of donations with tax-exempt status. (See interview of Stephen Chung 鍾金江for additional description.) FAPA support groups opened throughout the States, formalizing the lobbying links begun in the 1980 Kaohsiung trials appeal.

But WUFI rallied by opening a new youth branch with a recruiting drive headed by Kuo Pei-hong, an engineering student, and for a while it seemed that there might be a more progressive generation growing up within WUFI, since some of the youth, especially those in Texas I talked to, were very critical of the old guard.     

Meanwhile, developments in Taiwan partly overtook the overseas organizations.

Real Estate Investments to Support the Social Movements

Cary Hong and Patrick Huang did not seem to linger long over disappointment with the Taiwan Revolutionary Party. With Patrick living in a rather downtrodden area of Queens, they formed a joint fund for buying and renovating (with Mexican and Chinese labor) and selling or renting out older buildings. If I were to be sarcastic, I might say they became slumlords, except that I never saw any evidence that they were making unconscionable profits or providing substandard housing. A large part of the profits from this venture, however, was said to be earmarked for aiding social movements in Taiwan. What I saw directly, because I stayed there twice, was that they set aside a four-story walkup house in a remote location off Queens Boulevard (few Asians there) to provide education for youths coming from Taiwan. They furnished it with rows of book shelves, filled with books in Chinese banned or hardly available in Taiwan, as well as the classics of Marxism and social movements in English. There were also bedrooms and kitchens for those invited to stay for three weeks or so to immerse themselves in this literature.
In 1985 I gave them a box of books, including some I had bought at a social movement bookstore in San Francisco. One was called something like 100 Tactics of Social Protest. A year later they had had it translated and printed in Taiwan, with a cover taken from a well-known protest in Taiwan: Presbyterian ministers with arms linked, standing up against the blast of a water cannon, against the backdrop of the red brick presidential office.

I do not know how many youths went through their reading room. By 1988 WUFI was also sponsoring its first program for labor activists (San Diego), supposedly secret but later boastfully exposed, and such efforts expanded and became more open through the early 1990’s. In about 1988 or 89 Cary and Patrick held a youth training camp with more of an international perspective, about thirty Taiwanese youth attending, and I recruited five or six of my Binghamton classmates to talk about social movements in their countries. 
The activities of the Urban-Rural Mission programs, e.g. mainly run by Albert Lin (林哲夫) from Toronto with his Presbyterian Church contacts, bringing Edward File and Donna Loft from Canada, and others with connections with South Korean activists, first in meetings abroad from 1986 and then in Taiwan in the early 1990’s, themselves deserve a book, and no doubt these were the origins of a later surge in activism among labor and indigenous people.

A Renewed Drive for an Opposition Party in Taiwan

Over the many times that the opposition figures elected in Taiwan, such as Hsu Jong-shu and You Ching, came to Taiwan, the overseas activists urged them to openly form a political party, despite martial law. You Ching threatened the KMT that he would do so, but left it as a threat. Conditions had changed considerably in Taiwan, in that after the Kaohsiung trials that were a rout for the ROC regime in terms of international publicity, the security agencies turned away from making charges of sedition against the opposition, and instead used the new election laws that provided sentences of three and a half years for candidates making statements “in violation of national policy”. The change of strategy was also seen in a secret meeting for which the minutes were leaked and published in translation in 1983 in James Seymour’s SPEARhead newsletter: Head of the Government Information Office and later of the Bureau of Culture, James Soong (Sung Chu-yu, 宋楚瑜) met with the full range of security agencies, and hit upon a polity of using libel charges rather than sedition charges to neutralize the opposition. For example, Chen Shui-bian was jailed for 8 months. These lower penalties and less likely torture considerably blunted the teeth of martial law.
Then we heard that Shih Ming-deh had begun a hunger strike in April 1985 and written an open letter to Chiang Ching-kuo: Forgo suppression of the formation of an opposition party, and resistance to the regime will forgo violence. 

Perhaps this demand had credibility in terms of the events at that time around the world, that martial law conditions were falling in many countries in Latin America, and the US had acquiesced in regime changes, beginning with Haiti. The Solidarity movement in Poland was of course the forerunner that was celebrated in the United States.
Shih Ming-deh’s sister relayed that he hoped I would hold a hunger strike in Washington D.C. in sympathy with his. But of course that would have to wait until my summer vacation, and it would have to be assisted by a body of Taiwanese-Americans. I called around, and got no positive response from anyone in the East related to WUFI or FAPA. Cary and Patrick in New York City by themselves were unable to pull it off. 
The “California Gang” and the 1985 Washington D.C. Hunger Strike

But then suddenly I got news from Steve Chung in Los Angeles that “the California gang (加州幫)”, in rivalry with WUFI also for control of the local associations in LA, would go all out. The hunger strike was on, and the California gang was somehow taking care of all the logistics. Steve got the crucial Capitol Hill police permit by way of his brother in D.C. (DOCUMENT). As described in more detail in his account, ten persons flew in from LA on June 29, 1985, and somehow they had gotten agreement for the whole group to bed at the FAPA offices, fifteen minutes’ walk away. Hsu Pi-lung brought two huge plasticized canvas banners in the red-green-gold colors of Meilidao, reading “Free Political Prisoners in Taiwan”, etc. Adding a few poles to support them and a few lawn chairs, we were a sight the size of a highway billboard, unavoidable on the broad lawn in front of the Capitol building, not far from the sidewalk; though that side of the building was not the most travelled. Mostly tourists came to take pictures with the backdrop of the Capitol building in the distance.
Successfully setting up the protest activity generated a tremendous amount of camaraderie, as did having everyone sleeping on the sofas and floors on the second and third floors of the FAPA office, talking late into the night. No doubt there was much more time to talk because there was no dinner. We had fruit juice and clear soup, not as strict a hunger strike as my previous one, but rumbling stomachs probably kept many awake. It was only the second night after their arrival that the California gang generated an idea: that the overseas should take a more defined step to push for the formation of an opposition party in Taiwan. They thought up establishing an organization with the obvious name “Organization for the Promotion of an Opposition Party” (台灣民主黨組黨促進會), and assigned Hsieh Ching-chih (謝清志), who was going back to Los Angeles after the weekend, to put out the word. Knowing that Peng Ming-min had had a falling out with WUFI, and hoping he would endorse this drive, I personally called him, but he just hemmed and hawed, and I wondered how such a heroic figure in Taiwan history could be so indecisive; was he somehow still dependent on WUFI?
Despite the factionalism and limited support among the Taiwanese community, the hunger strike generated a lot of reaction, and groups of those living in the area dropped by, especially on the weekend. Cary Hong and Patrick Huang came down from New York City. Several Chinese journalists and writers, notably Lin Yun (林雲) spent long hours interviewing me as we sat on the lawn with the banners, and wrote articles about the activity and its goals. Laurie Wiseberg of Human Rights Internet came as well. Hsu Tzu-feng (許瑞峰), then head of the Formosan Association for Human Rights, came at least once, although FAHR was a WUFI organization and would not promote the hunger strike. 
An Appeal to the United States Congress for Democracy in Taiwan

In addition to the hunger strike activity, I penned a formal letter of appeal to the Congress, and we printed 500 copies of this on heavy cream-colored letter stock, and had it delivered to all the offices. This set off some official letters of response and sympathy (DOCUMENTS), including a reaction from the State Department. Somewhere in the middle of our hunger strike, a man from the State Department dropped by to talk to me informally, and divulged that the Reagan administration had been considerably irritated at Chiang Ching-kuo for the Henry Liu assassination in Daly City, California, in October 1984. 
By 1985 all the information about the involvement of Taiwan security agencies and General Wang Hsi-ling 汪希苓 had come out, and the U.S. had pressured the Chiang regime to sentence its henchmen. (I had appeared a few times with Henry Liu’s widow at press conferences on her civil suit against the government of Taiwan.) I would guess that this is when agents of the KMT overseas surveillance stopped operating with impunity within the US; many were citizens or wanted to remain in the States, and would not want to risk exposure. I didn’t hear any more reports of open action by professional students on campuses after this time, although formerly any Taiwanese student political activities would have been countered by KMT plants.
Ejection from FAPA: “Linda’s Anti-Imperialism Upsets the State Department”

After the second weekend, the California gang had to go back to their jobs and businesses. Steve made application for the second week of the hunger strike. Patrick Huang agreed to stay and help us for the second week. I did not have a car then. Lynn Miles and his wife Sachiko came from Connecticut for the week. So we only had four people manning the protest, and Sachiko served as an honorary Taiwanese. Before the California gang had left, Mark Chen (Chen Tang-shan, 陳唐山), head of FAPA, announced that FAPA would not let us sleep in their building the second week, because the State Department might be displeased with Linda’s criticism of US support for the El Salvadoran government and its bloody repression of social movements. The Taiwanese seemed not to have noticed that most Democrats in the US also opposed this, and that the US polity legitimately contains differing opinions. So we had to find a place to sleep with Patrick’s Taiwanese friends elsewhere in the city, and drive about half an hour.
The second week was much more tiring for me. I was the only person still on hunger strike, but sometimes only Sachiko and I were sitting there, and we had to run around to keep the banners upright in the wind. I began to get a ringing in my ears, and I wondered if the starvation would do some long-term damage to my nervous system, though I obviously had enough fat on my body. Actually the ringing did not stop until about a month after the hunger strike, and I decided I would not do this again.

On the last day of the hunger strike, FAHR mobilized some twenty or thirty Washington D.C. Taiwanese to come for a closing ceremony, and we made a respectable presentation for the pictures. However, I did resent somewhat that FAHR’s head, Hsu Tzu-feng, took center stage with a tight grip on my hand, and together with a few others edged Cary Hong and Patrick Huang out to the outer edge of the lineup in the pictures. All the same, I did not want to break the image of unity and did not resist this ploy.
These two weeks in Washington D.C. also gave me the opportunity to renew acquaintances with Korean and Filipino human rights activists, because they had offices right across the street and about two blocks west from the site of our hunger strike protest. It was an older building filled with social movement organizations. As I remember, Sonny San Juan
 was at the Filipino organization, and Pharis Harvey and others were at the Korean one. I think this was the time I had the occasion to explain to a Korean activist how the Voice of Taiwan was run, and they subsequently emulated us. 
The “Return the Party to Taiwan (遷黨回台)” Campaign
Busy at university, I did not have time to keep close contact with the Taiwanese activities after the summer. But as seen in Steve Chung’s interview, the events in the Philippines, with Cory Aquino rising on the backs of people’s power after the assassination of Benigno, further stimulated action among the Taiwanese, as well as Kim Dae-jung’s return to Korea from exile in the US. At a Chinese New Year’s gathering at Steve’s house, January 1986, a plan was laid for Hsu Hsin-liang, under arrest warrant in Taiwan, to return to Taipei and face the regime. He would be accompanied by Roger Hsieh Tsung-min and the former Taipei City councilman who had also done time as a political prisoner, Lin Shui-chuan (林水泉). Both were blacklisted in Taiwan. The framework for this was that a political party to promote Taiwan’s democracy would be formed among Taiwanese in the US, and then it would be transplanted back to Taiwan as a fait accompli by their return.

According to Joshua Tin’s account to me in about the early 1990’s, he thought up this plan and had a hard time convincing Hsu Hsin-liang to put his neck on the line. But according to January 2012 interviews with Stephen Chung (ATTACHED INTERVIEW), the plan came jointly out of discussions on Chinese New Year’s Eve 1985 at his house (PHOTO), Joshua Tin and Hsu Hsin-liang included, and Hsu Hsin-liang immediately agreed. Again according to Joshua, he was ready to carry out the plan, but because he was a central member of Taiwan Revolutionary Party and also well known as a leftist, the other mainstream participants eased him out of the picture quickly. Hsu Hsin-liang, for his part, publicly renounced violence and his membership in Taiwan Revolutionary Party.
In the first few months of 1986, Hsu Hsin-liang, Roger Hsieh, and Lin Shui-chuan criss-crossed the U.S. seeking participants in the party and contributors. Hsieh said that he spent days telephoning his broad contacts throughout the continent, and even got some WUFI members to endorse the effort – even though they later were subject to pressure from their organization. The peoples’ power accession of Cory Aquino to the presidency of the Philippines on February 25, 1986 and the ignominious flight of Marcos with US urgings seemed to portend a shift in US policy towards its puppet regimes. Taiwanese were encouraged, and the KMT was apparently chastened as well. 
Hsu Hsin-liang repeatedly invited his supporters in Taoyuan, including his brother Hsu Kuo-tai  (許國泰), to come and tour the US, in order to openly break the KMT’s embargo on contacts with overseas “seditionists”. No arrests ensued. Lynn Miles, who had known Roger in Taiwan in 1970 and long been concerned for him through his imprisonment and torture, was recruited to be their publicist and translator as they travelled. The three achieved consultations with congressional figures, and were featured in a number of English newspapers. (LYNN MILES DOCUMENTS) Over US$500,000 was raised just for the final phase of the campaign: setting up the party and paying airfare for some highly visible but impecunious persons (persons who had been blacklisted or deported, including foreigners such as myself and religious people like Father James Collignon; see A Borrowed Voice 2008). On May 1, 1986, the Committee for the Formation of the Taiwan Democratic Party was announced with great fanfare at the United Nations Plaza Hotel, with a name list of 119 committee members. But at this time there was still great fear, and some said their names had been used without full notification of what was afoot. I came down from Binghamton specifically for this activity. The drive for participants and contributors continued with greater momentum; the liberal mainlander legislator Fei Hsi-ping (費希平), elderly but daring in his long association with the opposition, visited Stephen Chung (INTERVIEW).
On September 28, 1986 came the sudden news that the Democratic Progressive Party had been formed at the Grand Hotel in Taipei, with Chen Chu, the wives of imprisoned leaders, the young editors group, and Fei Hsi-ping among the thirty-some founding members. The California gang changed the gala Los Angeles party previously set for October 4 to announce their new party, into a celebration of the founding of the DPP; I was pleased to be able to attend this also (PICTURE). The theme was changed from “Return the Party to Taiwan (遷黨回台)” to “Return to Homeland (回台入黨)”, planning to defy the blacklist with dozens of those refused visas suddenly showing up at the Taipei airport.
The founding of the Democratic Progressive Party definitely put the overseas organizations in a different light, because now there was a legitimate field for open struggle within Taiwan. The California gang and “non-WUFI” forces assumed that they were be quickly recognized as overseas branches of the DPP, but for various reasons, including previous relations between the New Tide faction (新潮流) of the DPP and WUFI, and also the repudiation of overseas quasi-citizenship for people of Chinese ancestry and voting rights for them that had always worked to the benefit of the KMT, no such recognition was forthcoming. WUFI in the following year or so reaffirmed its insistence on armed revolution, which I heard in a strident public speech by George Chang, in which he also presented “national bonds” to be sold and honored after the coming revolution. However, WUFI and George Chang within a few years emulated the “return to Taiwan” success of Hsu Hsin-liang. These post-1986 developments deserve their own detailed history, so I have chosen just to foreshadow them here.
Pulling a Salary: Temping at World Trade Center One in New York City

After June of 1986, I was hard put to find income, because the three years of my scholarship (1983-84, 84-85, 85-86) were completed. I kept my rented house on Goethe Street in Binghamton for the time being, thinking I would have to move back soon to finish my two area papers (i.e. qualifying exams) and thesis, but sublet the rooms, as before, to classmates. I lived with Michael Fochler in an old four-floor “railroad flat” walkup (a narrow building where the rooms are all linked in a line; no elevator) in Jersey City, near the Grove Street station of the PATH subway into Manhattan. Fortunately I had secretarial skills. I signed up at a manpower company, and was immediately sent to work with the Port Authority of New York and New Jersey, Department of Tunnels, Bridges and Terminals. The location was World Trade Center One, 71st Floor, and on the way to the office I seemed to come out of the bowels of the earth from the PATH station underground, ascending huge escalators and two banks of elevators for over ten minutes, before emerging onto the floor of office cubicles. Sometimes you could see the Statue of Liberty nearby, and sometimes you looked down on the clouds below. 
I was first assigned to help the administrative assistant of the department, a diminutive bully with the first name Linda, also Italian like me, with a heavy New Jersey accent. But my superior skills were recognized and I was soon sent to a project dealing with computerizing the long-term work and expenditures schedule for the department, working under a slick young project manager named Bob Harvey. I also taught the older engineers how to operate the new IBM XT personal computers, that is, the standard spreadsheet and word processing programs that I had long used in my own research and writing, and helped them write up their project reports after interviewing them. (At the end of my stint at the Port Authority, after I saw the Administrative Assistant Linda dealing with black temps unfairly, I collected information on her falsification of work sign-in sheets, and she was disciplined.)
Once while working in New York City I was asked to appear on a public television documentary about Amnesty International. Since my husband was imprisoned in Taiwan and on the AI list of prisoners of conscience, I was a convenient person to interview in English. But I did not want my co-workers to recognize me; I used my middle name “Gail” in my job, and I frequently felt the gap between my understanding and concern for international events, and their lack. Little did they know that they could be a target.
 I found a 1970’s novel in a used book store about Middle Eastern terrorists blowing up the air tower for the Lincoln Tunnel under the Hudson River, and gave it to John Lesko who managed that facility. For the interview filming, I wore a wig and changed my makeup style. None of my co-workers commented. But six months later an African trader on Wall Street that I met at a diner said immediately, “You are that woman I saw on the Amnesty International program.”  

Two years here gave me a vivid view of the problems of the aging, nearly decrepit, facilities of New York City, then in financial crisis, and a physical image of the cycle of imperialist ascendancy and decline described by Wallerstein. The problem of homeless people making nests in warm corners of the underground tunnels and hiding in the drop-ceiling spaces of public restrooms entailed millions of dollars of expenditures in special construction and cleanup.
The Taoyuan Airport Standoff and the California Gang in Hong Kong
On Thanksgiving weekend, probably November 30, 1986, I took off from JFK Airport in New York City, in coordination with the “Return to the Homeland” movement. I had requested leave from as much time from work as possible (as a contract worker I had no paid vacation time, but they also could not easily prevent me from taking time off), because it had been several years since I had been able to go to Hong Kong in 1980, and I thought this time I would take the chance to visit China, whether or not the Taiwanese were pleased about it. I soon found there were a few dozen other persons in the “Return to the Homeland” campaign, schedule kept secret to delay KMT counter-measures. So it was only a while into the 20-some hour flight that I met some of the other participants on the plane, mostly Taiwanese-Americans suspected to be on the KMT’s blacklist, who were coming from all over the eastern seaboard.

I met Father James Collignon, fluent in native Taiwanese, who still seemed so personally pained about being refused entrance to Taiwan from 1983 (see his account in A Borrowed Voice, p. 231-237). Even more curious, I met a Japanese reporter, Kiyoshi Wakamiya, whose name card listed his home base as a Philippines address. He had been right behind Benigno Aquino on the airplane in August 1983 and witnessed his murder on the airplane steps. Then he followed Kim Dae-jong back to Korea in early 1985. Now he seemed delighted to be accompanying our group, and presumably Hsu Hsin-liang, to Taiwan. 
I vaguely remember that we stayed overnight in Tokyo at the expense of the organization, and Lynn Miles was there helping with a press conference, as well as Bettine Birge, who had two years earlier interviewed White Wolf (白狼 張安樂), one of the Henry Liu murderers, at length, although as usual she denied that she was participating in any political activity. We were taken by chartered bus back to the airport, perhaps a total of 50 people involved, and we intended to buy tickets on flights passing through Taipei – where it might be possible to try to go through immigration from transit rather than get back on the original plane. However, for a large number of people, including myself, the regime had put our names on lists of those to be refused boarding to such flights. A few hours passed in weighing options at the Tokyo airport before I had no choice but to get on a plane direct to Hong Kong, my final destination in my plane routing. I believe I glimpsed Hsu Hsin-liang and Roger, but then they disappeared.
It was nearly dark when I came out of immigration in Hong Kong, without any idea of what to do or where to go. Fortunately that was all decided for me by circumstance and chance. As soon as I came through the door, a mass of reporters were yelling for me, much to my surprise. It seems that I had not been forgotten since 1980, and Hong Kong television had been replaying all day the scene on December 2nd noon at the Taoyuan Chiang Kai-shek Airport: Huge crowds of protesters with signs, barricades, riot trucks, police, and water cannon. And I was still fending off the reporters when Stephen Chung, Hank Ou-yang Kun (歐陽坤), and some others of the California gang came out of immigration, plus Hsieh Ing-min (謝英敏), head of the Taiwanese Associations of America (全美台灣同鄉會). Hsieh, whom I had met once before in Houston, was a small, quiet man, and I had my doubts as to whether he would be able to stand up to the rowdy Hong Kong press that virtually breathed fire on Taiwan independence – but he several times made solid statements on Taiwan’s right to self-determination that were calmly articulate and resolute, and the weight of his elected position in the community gave great credence to our presentations. An hour or more later, Lynn Miles also came tumbling out of the door at immigration, or at least that’s the way I imagined it. As he told it, he made it on to a flight through Taipei, got off the plane, and refused to get back on when told he could not enter Taiwan. He lay down on the tarmac and had to be carried onto the plane.
The details have faded from my mind now, but I believe we first went to the Caritas hostel, a Catholic-church run place where I had stayed in 1980, but were forced out the next day. News people followed us and hounded us aside from our stated news conferences. Whether they printed or broadcast what we said was another matter. Already somewhat trained from earlier experience, I learned to make 30-second presentations for television cameras so that they had very little leeway to edit out what they didn’t like.
The fact that the Taiwan regime didn’t dare to arrest a man who was on their fugitive list, and whose comrades were sitting in jail under sentence for sedition, changed the game. The regime seemed to be cringing in the face of world opinion; and the Taiwan independence option suddenly more respectable, though still anathema in Hong Kong.
In just a few days, the Taiwanese-Americans left, and I was on my own. Kiyoko Miyake’s (三宅清子) former husband Mr. Chen Chin-tsai (陳進財) had met with our group earlier privately, but was scared off by the reporters, and found he had insufficient resources to help. If there were other Taiwanese residents in Hong Kong, none came forward. I went to stay at the home of Nori’s second brother, Shih Ming-ho (施明和), for perhaps two nights. He was gone on business, breeding orchids, in Guangdong, as he often was, but I finally got to hear a lot of family lore from his wife, a large jovial woman, and his teenage son and daughter.
Journey to the Forbidden Kingdom

I applied for a tourist visa to China, and got it one day later – perhaps if I had applied in New York, I would not have been granted entry, but that was in the days before computers, and I heard each area’s consulate kept its own lists of banned visitors. I prepared a statement to issue on entering China, one that was conciliatory and leaving open many possibilities. I can’t remember who helped me with translation; perhaps it was the Centre Daily News staff, who also issued it for me. I announced a press conference for my trip to China, a few reporters came briefly, and I handed out my statement.
When I left Hong Kong on December 6, 1986, I kept looking over my shoulder. I had bought tickets for HK-Xiamen-Beijing-HK for about US$150, and only had US$250 left for eight days travel and the transit again in Hong Kong. I was obsessed with seeing what the other side of the Taiwan Strait looked like, physically and culturally – a hundred miles away, but a yawning chasm of animosity and foreboding. What the forbidden People’s Republic of China felt like. In late 1986 we heard that there were winds of liberalism rising in China, even though the pattern of opening and then snapping shut had long been observed. It seemed to be the right time to go. But I had no doubt that the authorities knew my name and something of my role. On the flight to Xiamen (廈門), there were no empty seats on the plane except the two next to me. In fact, I had originally asked two intellectuals in Hong Kong to accompany me, but they didn’t show. Waiting in line outside the dingy immigration processing room and watching the security personnel in bulky uniforms with red bands, I tried to discern if I were the subject of any surveillance – but as one of very few foreigners, I would be a focus of attention in any case.
I didn’t stay in the hotel in Xiamen that I had marked on my visa application; it was too expensive for me. I found a cheap hotel with two or three guests in each bare-floored room, and barely usable common toilet and shower facilities. My roommate, a woman cadre, came back late and coughed all night, and by the third day I was seized with a severe sore throat, strange germs that I had no resistance to. But I had seen most of Xiamen.
It was not a big place. I heard familiar Taiwanese music playing in the distance, and the familiar tones of Minnan dialect, but there was no tension in the switch between Mandarin and Minnan, as in Taiwan with the hierarchy of mainlanders over native Taiwanese. I had always heard that Xiamen was a place of temples, but I only found one unlit and barely used temple, overlooking the sea. I saw a factory with carved stone pillars partially covered with cement – remodeled from a temple. In general there was no adornment or artistic elaboration, only drab functional forms.

I was told that the resort island of Gulanyu (鼓浪嶼) was a beautiful place for tourists to go, and took a short ferry across the harbor. It was a hill jutting out of the harbor, with European-style mansions lining the streets, originally elegant but now in disrepair. Gulanyu had been the foreign concession area for the Xiamen treaty port. Walking up the hill, I met one other foreigner, Jack XXXX, British, whose father had worked for the Hongkong and Shanghai Banking Corporation (Hui Fong Yin Hang, 匯豐銀行) in the 1930’s; he had been here as a child. He was looking for signs of the bank and the house, but he spoke no Chinese. I thought it would be fascinating to help him seek this history, and served as translator. The stone posts and gates with English titles were defaced during the Cultural Revolution, but we found the location. We took a few pictures and I bid him farewell.

I took a bus to the countryside north of the city, the point closest to the offshore islands held by the Republic of China – Big and Little Kinmen (金門). Standing at the seashore, I felt they were very close, and this brought tears to my eyes. Would I ever be able to return? Was there any other place where I belonged? What identity could I feel with this land in China that was the origin of the people of Taiwan? 

As I had seen from the airplane, coastal southern China looked nothing like lushly green Taiwan. Low worn granite hills rose above the barren land. There did not seem to be enough soil or water for rice paddies. I wondered how the farmers fed themselves. But the villagers I talked to said their lives had steadily improved since the economic liberalization. Everywhere in the village, both adults and children were wielding chisels and mallets to shape posts and blocks out of the native granite, to build new houses. The military posts had been withdrawn from the area to signal a stop to bombardment and promote economic development. In fact an area near the city was being prepared for Taiwanese investment.
The second day I arrived I had walked into Xiamen University and found they had a Taiwan Research Institute. I volunteered to give a talk, and they accepted, for the next day. The ten or so researchers there were fairly knowledgeable about recent events in Taiwan, because they listened to the radio. But they were not able to afford buying the political magazines from Taiwan, they said. My talk explained the history and the subjective experience of the people of Taiwan since 2-28: “Chinese” meant the privileges of the oppressive regime, rationalized by the claim that they are China’s rightful rulers. Tacitly, they seemed to support democratization in Taiwan, and they seemed to expect the same development on their side of the Strait, given the recent assurances by leaders in Beijing. Overall, I was favorably impressed with the sincerity and openness of the Xiamen Taiwan Research Institute.
But this was after all a country with the recent experience of internal struggles and ideological control. I wanted to see the limitations of their political freedom, but was cautious also. Usually I was asked why I spoke Chinese, and then I explained I had spent many years in Taiwan. Clearly the people in Xiamen admired Taiwan; their streets were recently flooded with attractive goods from Taiwan, in particular colorful children’s clothing, though the adults wore communist gray. My Taiwan origins easily led to many ideological questions. Riding on a small bus, the youth, saying confidently that their leaders had now guaranteed freedom of speech and there was no going back, engaged in political banter with me on the sensitive Taiwan issue; but the elders clearly stiffened tensely at this, and tried to hush them. For taxi drivers, a burning topic was whether the female body building contests newly being held in Guangdong (廣東) were athletics, art, or pornography. 
On the next to the last day I asked directions of a youth, a 20-year-old soldier on vacation, and he attached himself to me for the whole afternoon and evening, including a movie about Mongolia. He was just curious about the outside world. I said goodbye, I am leaving Xiamen soon; but early the next morning he appeared at my hotel eager to serve as my guide again. Finally I told him frankly that I had a special political background in Taiwan, and this could be dangerous for him, especially since he was in the military, so he should leave. His babyish face looked stunned, nearly in tears.

The Taiwan Compatriots Friendship Association

From Xiamen I telephoned Chen Ku-ying’s (陳鼓應) number in Beijing; I believe I got it from Chiu Yen-liang (丘延亮), a young pro-PRC professor from Taiwan, whom I had seen in Hong Kong. I was not able to get through to him, but left a message. It was very difficult to find public long-distance telephone facilities. I flew to Beijing at noon, as my throat began to feel seriously constricted. Entering at the airport, I was asked to fill in a form stating my lodgings. I filled in a standard hotel name, but took off for a backpacker hostel address. It was some official youth service; they did not question my staying there, and gave me a nice third-floor room. Eager to make the best use of my time, I immediately went out walking in the blustery, gritty, cold wind, strolling through old hutongs (胡同) and curio shops that reminded me of Lu Xun (魯迅) and Mao Dun (茅盾) novels. When I returned I realized I was beginning to have difficulty breathing – bronchitis and asthma, a recurrent illness for me. About midnight I awoke gasping, and finally admitted to myself that I probably should go to a hospital. I dressed and painfully walked down to the front desk. I could not find a single soul, or even guess where to knock on a door; I had not seen a single other guest since arriving. With more painful wheezing, I slowly pulled myself back up the stairs, and stood in a steamy shower for a long time till I could sleep.

At 10 am I awoke to a telephone call. It was, thankfully, my close comrade from the democratic movement, Professor Chen Guying. How did he ever find me? I had not yet called him from the Beijing address. He picked me up in an official black sedan and took me to the Friendship Hotel clinic, I believe it was. Facilities were sparse, but treatment seemed efficient and reliable. I was given a brief physical examination and a chest X-ray, and waited for the results. I was not quite to pneumonia, the doctor said, and he gave me a huge injection of antibiotics. After a day’s rest, I was still very weak, but able to meet and talk. Chen Guying watched over me solicitously. We had long but somewhat reserved discussions. He told me that he thought he had been able to stimulate the students in China indirectly with his many lectures throughout the country. He had been given a professorship at Beijing University. Also Chang Chun-nan (張春男), the dangwai (黨外) candidate from Changhua (彰化) in 1978, and the booming voice that manned the bullhorn at the Chiaotou march (橋頭遊行), came to see me as well. He told me that after he had served 3-1/2 years for election rules violations, he decided to see the other side of the Cold War equation, the PRC, and understand what they were about. He was made in effect a Taiwan token member of the People’s Congress, following on former Taiwan opposition figure Huang Hsun-hsin (黃順興), and Chang and his family in Beijing were dependent on that income. I can’t remember who told me that my public statement issued in Hong Kong a week earlier had been printed in the Communist Party newsletter for high-level cadres, Da Cankao (Large References 大參考, da tsan kao).
After I was a little better, the Taiwan Compatriots Association (中華全國台灣同胞聯誼會, (簡稱全國台聯)) assigned a car and a guide to take me around Beijing; I didn’t feel up to going to the Great Wall, though. The guide was a young woman of Korean descent, one of just a few employees for minorities, and they lumped Korean-Chinese together with Taiwan-Chinese, which says a lot about Beijing’s concept of relations with Taiwanese. An official dinner of the Taiwan Compatriots Association was held, with three or four banquet tables, I’m not sure for whose benefit. All the highest ranking people involved in the issues were there. Aside from perhaps four friends that I knew from Taiwan, I saw again Mr. Peng Teng-yun (彭騰雲), an engineer who had been pressed into service for the association as they tried to woo overseas Taiwanese. He had come to a large Taiwanese summer camp in 1982, I think at UC Davis, California. Probably only after the Meilidao movement did Beijing begin to think they should do more than make overtures to their old enemies of the civil war, the KMT. At that time I tried sincerely to explain the issues of the Taiwanese to Peng, but as far as I saw none of the Taiwanese-Americans would give him any attention. Then he was rather amenable to discussion, but in Beijing he was confined to the party line. The new head of the association, a prim pretty woman named Lin Li-yun (林麗韞), was even more strident that Taiwan must be subordinated to Beijing. But at the banquet table some official told me in hushed tones that the Taiwan problem was being given serious consideration by high leaders in Beijing; there had recently been a brief pronouncement in the People’s Daily (人民日報), whose every word should be weighed carefully. I retorted that no one in Taiwan read People’s Daily.
More important to me, I was scheduled to give a talk at the Chinese Academy for Social Sciences, Institute of Taiwan Studies (中国社会科学院台湾研究所), a few days hence I suppose. I thought these were the people who would be interested in the details of the democratic movement, and with whom I could enter into a real discussion, as at Xiamen University. But there was some mix up about what time my talk was scheduled, and I started my talk to a room of about 50 people, at 3 pm rather than 2 pm. After introductions, I was only about 20 minutes into my narrative of the democratic movement, beginning with slides introducing the background of the important figures, when someone nearby began to scratch the table impatiently, and finally spoke up that we needed to prepare to board the buses for the trip to the banquet. Everyone stood up and filed out. I had no idea of when, where, who or why there was going to be a banquet, but I had the definite impression that the staff of the Institute of Taiwan Studies was infinitely more interested in the banquet than in anything I might say. We milled around in the cold waiting for the buses about an hour, then the bus trip took about an hour to drive to a formal restaurant, then we sat at the banquet tables popping watermelon seeds half an hour, before the banquet commenced at about 6:30 pm. No one asked any further opinions of me, though as usual there was a lot of toasting with “important” people on the Taiwan question. Again there were some brief whispered pronouncements to me that I didn’t really understand, given the background noise and my lack of understanding of who the people were and what they had to do with Taiwan.
Back to the Mundane in New Jersey

When I returned to the United States I understood that the Taiwan independence forces were unhappy with me, not surprisingly. I didn’t mind much. And the reception was cold in another way. I had moved in with the family of Wu Hsueh-dao (吳學道, aka Shadow) in New Providence, New Jersey, after breaking up with Michael Fochler in late summer 1986. Shadow had been one of the opposition youths who would meet up at my house at Da Feng Road (新店大豐路) in 1977-78, when Tien Chiu-chin (田秋堇) and Chen Chu (陳菊) frequently came over. Like Lin Cheng-chieh (林正杰), Shadow was a young mainlander who rejected the KMT’s rule; Tien Chiu-chin might have married him at that time, except that her father Dr. Tien Chao-ming (田朝明) adamantly refused his daughter marrying a mainlander. In personality Shadow was always very quiet. Now he worked at an insurance company in New Jersey. 
It was a long commute to my job at World Trade Center One, but a nice place to stay, and the Wu’s needed to cover the mortgage for a huge ranch-style house, with bedroom wings on two ends. My end was usually not heated because I was rarely there. Coming back through Hong Kong and still sick, I called in advance to ask Mrs. Wu if she would please turn on the heater; but arriving at midnight I found she had not. My room was freezing, and my asthma flared up again. I had to delay returning to work.
Despite all his plans for his family, Wu Hsueh-dao died young of cancer, about in 1989. He was survived by his wife Katherine Geng and a daughter and a son. I spoke at his funeral, and the conservative Chinese Christians who had kept vigil with him at the end were amazed to hear of his early involvement with the opposition in Taiwan.  
Jimmy Tan (陳慶榮), in 1975 the teenager who left Keelung with his political prisoner father (陳明財) in a fishing boat, in the late 1980’s worked at Bell Labs in nearby Murray Hill, and he often invited me for dinner. He was one of the few activists in the Taiwanese-American community who had a critical perspective and had travelled to understand global issues. (See attached interview with Jimmy Tan, Chen Ching-rong; he seemed quite guarded in this interview.) We hiked in nearby scenic areas while discussing political direction. (PICTURES)

The Three-Way Debate: PRC, KMT, TI

In Beijing I began to understand that officials of the PRC were in recent years newly pondering the Taiwan question. About this time there were many official delegations from the PRC to Chinese-Taiwan-US discussions and conferences in the United States. These somewhat changed the nature of the debates, in that in a three-way standoff of KMT sycophants, PRC official line, and Taiwan independence advocates, the KMT was hard put to claim it was the real China ruling the Taiwanese. 
This triangular relationship became manifest at a meeting of the American Sociological Association, I believe August 1986, Chicago. There were two or three sessions on China issues, heavily attended by Taiwanese-Americans outside of Asian Studies. Hsu Cho-Yun (許倬雲), formerly the head of the school of humanities at National Taiwan University when I was there, easily recognizable because his limbs are congenitally malformed, defended the Republic of China and its martial law. In a separate session, John Copper, a sycophant of the KMT, praised democracy in Taiwan, and Ed Friedman as I remember put him down sharply. Then a large portion of the thirty or so in the audience walked out of Copper’s talk, the only time I ever saw such an action at an academic meeting, but well deserved in this case.
Earlier, the PRC sent five or six Taiwanese communists who had fled Taiwan after the 2-28 incident to hold a commemoration and conference near Columbia University, around February 28, 1985. As I remember, Wang Tuo (王拓) not long freed from his sentence in the Kaohsiung Incident civilian trial was there, and other Taiwanese resident in New York like Hsu Deng-yuan who were pro-PRC. The eyewitness accounts of the old Taiwanese communists were electrifying. Most interesting, they said that their communist comrades had no inkling that such a mass disturbance was about to break out, and they could not take credit for it. 
Later, I heard, relations between the PRC and even the pro-PRC Taiwanese groups in the United States grew frosty, after a high Chinese official, Li Xiannian (李先念), on a trip to Burma in July 1985, proclaimed that the KMT could, if only it would recognize Beijing’s authority over China, retain not only its administration, economy, and military, but also its intelligence services. I heard that Lin Hsiao-hsin’s (林孝信) group sent a delegation to Beijing to protest; that an issue of Taisheng (台聲, Taiwan Voice, the publication of the Taiwan Compatriots Association) was recalled for publishing unauthorized articles; and Lin’s group boycotted travel to China for some time. But I know no easy source to verify this. When possible, I have tried to interview Taiwanese in the pro-PRC groups and attend their activities, but I cannot be quoted with certainty on these. For many years I have been trying to get a grad student to take on this interesting topic, but so far none has.
However, I think I have known several individuals in this group long enough and had long discussions with some, to know the general contradictions among social ideals and nationalist identity and personal action that they faced. Chen Hsing-Chun (陳杏村, usually called “Wooden Mouth (木口)” because of his halting speech and because those are the components of the character in his formal name, Almond) was a native Taiwanese who closely supported the activities of Lin Hsiao-hsin although Chen was not doctrinaire in either PRC or TI directions. Athletic and playful, he lived in Naperville near Chicago and worked in various high-tech communications companies, later helping to set up telephone systems in China. However, his sympathies definitely were with Taiwan rather than China, and in later years he especially returned to Taiwan several times to vote for Chen Shui-bian. Returning to Taiwan in the early 1990’s, Lin Hsiao-hsin at first appeared from his activities to be diehard pro-PRC. But then he threw himself into organizing the community colleges that became the almost-institutionalized base for social movements in Taiwan, beginning from Chen Shui-bian’s grant for Wen Shan Community College (文山社區大學) in 1995, and I saw no predetermination of PRC or TI sympathies in these. The social activists of various stripes co-existed, while in practical terms of local history and ecology for preservation, native Taiwanese were the majority. John Yen (顏朝明), one of the pro-PRC native Taiwanese in Los Angeles who helped set up the Formosa Weekly office, came back to Taiwan and took up social issues, seemingly alienated from the pro-PRC China Tide group that became linked after 1990 with the most reactionary KMT figures on the basis of Chinese nationalism. But of course the Taiwanese like these committed to social ideals were the tiny majority among the overseas Taiwanese.
Overall it would seem that the political direction of the Chinese- and Taiwanese-Americans was over-determined to be inimical to the People’s Republic. The Chinese who had fled the Chinese civil war and come to the West with their wealth resented the communists; but to my experience they hardly even participated in efforts to promote democracy in China. The later Chinese who came in a second migration through Taiwan, and especially the children of Kuomintang mainlanders, often rebelled against their parents and became pro-PRC – some, like Chen Ruoxi (陳若曦) with her husband Duan Shiyao (段世堯), even went to the motherland to devote their skills to its development. But most, like Chen’s husband, a mainlander who grew up in Taiwan, came back to the US in disillusionment after the Cultural Revolution. Among native Taiwanese, a fewer number from poor backgrounds found the PRC’s socialism alluring, but by the mid-1980’s they were disappointed with the failure or distortion of ideals. Such Chinese nationalists faced strong ambivalences – wanting China to be strong, while defending China against the United States in the name of its socialist claims. But the rising capitalism of China undermined their position. 
Then only when China became open to investment and business did ties with the Chinese- and Taiwanese-Americans begin to flourish. In fact I remember Peng Teng-yun in the late 1980’s announcing the new PRC policy of special favorable conditions for investment by the Taiwan compatriots, which at that time I did not think would go anywhere. Of course there were many painful stories within the returns to homeland when Taiwan’s ban on travel to the mainland was no longer enforced, about 1986. Chinese returning to their home villages found their relatives impoverished, long stigmatized by their ties to the Kuomintang and/or foreign family member. Stricken with guilt, the returnees were ripe for plucking by the wily villagers. Shadow Wu’s wife, a mainlander from Taiwan who did not have his degree of political awareness, illustrated the marked change in opinion in the late-1980’s. Before 1986 she was generally ready to condemn native Taiwanese for their localism and low culture; but after contact with relatives and immigrants from China she began to rail about the dirtiness and poor manners of people from China.
Otherwise, technocratic Chinese and Taiwanese of all stripes in the United States were most likely to be employed by the military-industrial complex, and to become securely part of the US middle-upper class. My experience was that they had no concept of the broader role of the US throughout the world, nor understanding of why much of the Third World was anti-American. As Taiwan became richer through the 1980’s and 1990’s, they had even less reason to think that the American-directed world order might not be totally in their interest.

Career Possibilities Dashed

With no possibility of return to Taiwan in sight, and my studies fairly advanced, I had to think of a career or at least employment future. Obviously Chinese language was my strong point. By the mid-1980’s, companies were setting up offices for doing business with China, and there was even a 1985 conference on this at Binghamton, which had a strong school of business; I was a volunteer for it. I often chatted with Professor Bert Horwitz (Bertrand Horwitz, School of Management, now University Center at Binghamton, SUNY), a senior professor who was spearheading American business contacts with China. But I discovered that I was much too infamous to be easily employed. Even though I commonly used my middle name “Gail” in these activities, as soon as a Hong Kong or Taiwanese business saw my full name, he would say, “Oh, you’re that Linda.” Once I had a tentative agreement with a university in the Midwest to accompany a group of students on a tour of China and India. While my employment papers were in processing, it took them only a week to find out that I was known as affiliated with the Taiwan cause. Fearing that even if I got a Chinese visa my notoriety would overshadow their tour, they apologized for bypassing me.
Then and later, I realized that being labeled an “activist” brought a kind of stigmatization within academia. I could feel I was being shunned by Asian scholars, especially in a situation of collegiality among them -- while sometimes also surreptitiously admired. Scholars would generally want to flaunt their liberal credentials as do-gooders, but draw a line short of the kind of involvement and commitment that I embodied. Certainly for scholars there were concrete issues of being refused access to your object of study in either Taiwan or China; but I felt the barrier between scholar and activist roles was greater than that, scholars did not put their beliefs on the line and certainly would not risk employment for them. Another subtle and insidious effect was that of rivalry, an implicit claim as to which side could claim to have deeper and more accurate understanding of social and political functioning. An explicit example of this happened to me in 2003, when Denny Roy dismissed my criticisms of his book by just applying the epithet “activist” to me. (SEE MY REVIEW “THE OLD KMT’S NEW TAIWAN HISTORY” IN ISSUES AND STUDIES, Sep 2003, AND ROY’S REJOINDER.)      

So when I am asked, as often happens, why I stayed with the Taiwan cause, I sometimes answer lightly that I had no choice. Perhaps I could have taken up a teaching position in the United States, and my advisor Mark Selden once suggested I apply for the position of Professor Frederic Deyo, specializing in Asian labor, who was retiring. But seeing the low level of Asian studies at small colleges, especially as the US in the Reagan period clearly turned away from its earlier international vision, I was never very much interested in being tied down in such a position.
Reflections on a Personal History
Writing this biographical account of my involvement with the overseas Taiwan independence movement 1980-86, at this date in January 2012 when Taiwan seems assured of political incorporation with the People’s Republic, sped in this path by US pronouncements, has a certain jarring effect. Those on the left warned of this decades ago, and were blithely ignored. There seems to be little point now in saying “I told you so”. I must admit it would not be misplaced to depict my political role as that of a kind of Don Quixote, tilting at windmills. My radical propaganda seemed to come to naught. I designed my missions alone. 
Even in my loose coordination with Taiwan Sitai, I had no idea what their strategy or prognosis was for future developments. In 1986, under the rubric of writing a paper for a class taught by Martin Murray, I wrote “The Logic of Formosan Nationalism” (DOCUMENT). At this time I tried to interview Cheng Chieh, the spokesman, but he refused to be interviewed, implying changes were afoot. As best I can gather from later contacts, the rise of an open opposition in Taiwan pulled the rug out from under Taiwan Sitai. Cheng Chieh and those related tried to turn Taiwan Sitai into a lower-key kind of social group and reading club, to at least continue to spread the ideals. But I doubt if this lasted long.
Looking over this rough account now, I have a certain sense of futility. However, it is probably the case that my efforts in the overseas human rights campaign, especially 1980-81, bore fruit over the long run, and at least speeded the democratic opening in Taiwan. I experienced that directly in that my friends Annette Lu Hsiu-lien (呂秀蓮) and Chen Chu were released from prison after serving about half of their twelve-year sentences, and I saw them in New York City. That is enough of a mark to hope to make on history.
Participating in and analyzing the social dynamics of a righteous struggle have been more important to me than being on the winning side of current history, which seems to go to the capitalists. We can see clearly that world inequality continues to grow, while the shrinking resources of the globe are being recklessly squandered, and the physical conditions of human subsistence on the globe are even deteriorating. That is a truth far larger than the current winning side of history. Knowing the truth is what is important to me.
Return to Taiwan, May 1990

In May 1990 when I had to liquidate my apartment in Harrison, New Jersey, to go back to Taiwan, the family of Maysing Yang let me store my personal effects in their basement apartment, and later also reside there periodically when I came down to New York City from Binghamton, where I resumed full-time study on my Ph.D. in Fall 1990. Again, the personal assistance I received from dedicated Taiwanese-Americans was crucial in allowing me to continue as I did with little financial resources or promise of career. (SEE PICTURES OF LINDA BEING SENT OFF AT THE AIRPORT IN MAY 1990, WITH MAYSING, KANG TAI-SHAN, AND ALSO CHEN WEN-CHEN’S SISTER.)
� Code names for Formosa Weekly personnel: 


許信良/阿仁		陳婉真/吳麗娟(阿娟)		謝聰敏/羅杰		張維嘉/李常	


孫慶餘/石群(石頭)	陳芳明/陳仲林(阿仲)		蔡建仁/楊明潭(小楊)	王耀南/王雲田(阿田) Linda Arrigo/陳麗芳	陳昭南/陳南成(阿南)


� In 1993 Yang Huang Maysing served as head of the International Department when Shih Ming-deh became DPP Chairman; in 2000 Maysing was President Chen Shui-bian’s appointee inside the Ministry of Foreign Affairs. It is not surprising that her vision of Taiwan’s international relations was that of a loyal minority in the U.S. polity seeking recognition within the American polity.


� Ed File and Donna Loft were interviewed as part of the Taiwan Foundation for Democracy conference, December 6-7, 2003. Interviewer Joshua Tin, transcript attached (ARCHIVE DOCUMENT). The rise in activism and its source was confirmed by my later discussions with indigenous activists such as Dalur Bayan of Chutung 竹東, original Chinese name 陳金水. He became the first indigenous legislator of the Democratic Progressive Party, 1993. He attended a WUFI-sponsored training activity in San Diego in about 1988.


� Epifanio San Juan, Jr., later a well-known professor of literature and culture, now based in Connecticut. Sonny San Juan visited Taiwan in about 2010, and I had the opportunity to meet him again through Amnesty International Taiwan.


� I watched the collapse of World Trade Center One on September 11, 2001, on television in Taipei in the middle of the night, aghast. I thought that at least 20,000 people would be killed; a hundred thousand or more worked in the buildings. Due to alerts in earlier years, the number was only a fraction of that. At least two of the names on the World Trade Center memorial are people I remember, especially Pat Hoey who was one of the engineers I worked for. No doubt many of the others I would recognize from passing them in the elevator. After 9-11, I wrote a short opinion piece for the Taipei Times, “The Hubris of the American War on Terror”, which described American ignorance about global issues from my days with the engineers; and later I wrote “Playing with Dolls,” about watching the news of civilian casualties in Iraq.


� Jerome Keating a few years ago was able to obtain a partial copy of the 1991 KMT blacklist, with about 900 names, 50 of them whites and Japanese and other internationals; that computer printout may have been the last edition of it.





