Remembering Uncle Sun                 
Recently, a friend kindly loaned me a DVD entitled “The Life of Sun Li-jen in Three Parts” produced by Taiwan Public Television. The program brought back memories from seventeen years ago and I was especially excited while viewing the third segment in which General Sun’s foster son, Mr. Chung Chieh, was interviewed. In 1988, I had the good fortune of meeting Mr. Chieh at General Sun’s house in Taichung. For me, that meeting was of both personal and historic importance.  In the documentary, Mr. Chieh revealed his plan of creating a website on General Sun. I immediately started a search on the Internet and found the site. The more I read about the General’s story, the more I wished to re-establish contact with Mr. Chieh. Fortunately, I found his e-mail address from the website and quickly established contact. Mr. Chieh asked me to translate the article I wrote about the 1988 meeting with General Sun into English so that he could post it on the website. I happily agreed and enlisted my dear friend Luo Jiu-fong to help edit it. In this article, my purpose was to present a truthful and vivid picture of General Sun’s precarious status in March of 1988. According to Mr. Chieh, its publication in the prestigious China Times was instrumental in securing the full freedom of General Sun as promised by the Government.

This article's heading ,"Literature is More Truthful than History", was added by the editor of China Times. The purpose of my visit was to see Uncle Sun for myself and to tell him how much he had been in my father's thoughts until he passed away four months ago. I was deeply moved to see Uncle Sun's face beaming when he recalled the happy times they spent together before his enforced isolation more than thirty years ago. This article is  an honest record of the visit and how I felt.

Liang Wenchiang, 

February 13, 2005, Seattle
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Literature is More Truthful Than History

Liang Wenchiang, The Daughter of Liang Shih-chiu,

 Made a Special Visit to Sun Li-jen

Finally I Saw Uncle Sun Again

Liang Wenchiang

I read the headline news on the front pages of several newspapers on March 21, 1988 under the headline: Sun Li-jen Regains his Freedom. It was reported that Cheng Wei-yuan, the Minister of Defense, personally went to Sun’s residence to pay a visit. He gave his guarantee that from now on Sun’s freedom of movement and freedom of speech were restored, and further emphasized that the General “can freely receive any friend and talk about anything he wishes to.”

After I read this news, lots of memories came back to mind. For a long time, I was immersed in deep thought. My father was a classmate of Uncle Sun Li-jen. Although one was a literary man, the other pursued a military career and their interests were miles apart, their friendship had grown over time. During the thirty some years of Uncle Sun’s house arrest in Taichung, my father often expressed to me how his longing for his old friend. Many times he mentioned the regrettable incident that he saw Uncle Sun face to face at the Central Clinic, but had to walk past him, unable to say hello. Now, that Uncle Sun had “completely” regained his freedom, and could enjoy his rights as a human being, how could I not rejoice with excitement?

After two sleepless nights, I mustered enough courage to write a letter to Uncle Sun requesting a visit. And, through the help of some kind-hearted friends, I finally received an indirect message while I was visiting an elder in Xinzhu, that although he was willing to receive me, he had to ask permission from his aide, and the aide had to ask permission from the “higher up”. We were told to remain in Xinzhu and await their reply. I sensed that there was a problem, and that the answer would be “not convenient”. Then I made up my mind that if it was “not convenient” for Uncle Sun to receive me, I would find it “very convenient” to visit him. I would make a special trip to Taichung with my friend Hsu Shih-tang (the second son of Uncle Hsu Zong-shu who was also a friend of Uncle Sun), ring the doorbell of Uncle Sun’s house and ask to see him. I was convinced that the newspaper report of Minister Cheng Wei-yuan’s promise was factual, and that he was sincere when he made it. 

Waiting for the promised phone call made me more anxious and nervous than while I was waiting for the result of my entrance exam to Taiwan University years ago. I do not have religious beliefs. Otherwise, I would have prayed to my God or Bodhisattva. I can only hope that the respect for the human rights had indeed improved in Taiwan, and that the “higher up” was a person with a conscience. My friend who accompanied me waited quietly with me. I felt confused. I longed for the “permission” from the “higher up”. Yet I was puzzled. Since Uncle Sun had the freedom of “freely receive any friend”, why was I foolishly waiting for “permission” from the “higher up”? Finally, the phone rang. The “imperial edict” came down. I was allowed to visit. Rushing to Taichung, my heart was filled with gratitude, indignation, and excitement, mixed with feelings of both sadness and joy.

A friend took time to drive me to the gate of Uncle Sun’s residence. I had mentally prepared myself for questions from the reporters who might be gathered outside and was nervous on our way there. But when we arrived, there was nobody at the gate. The place looked just like any other residential house, so I felt a bit more relaxed. After we rang the doorbell, an aide wearing a big smile opened the gate for us. Without asking me to identify myself, he immediately invited us into the courtyard and asked us to wait. He went into the house to announce my arrival and a short while later, came out and asked us to step inside. It was a Japanese-style house. At the entrance, we took off our shoes, changed into slippers and entered. General Sun’s foster son, Chung Chieh’s wife cordially received us. The living room was well furnished and immaculately clean. Looking into the backyard, I could see a neat garden with flowers and shrubs, and a small piece of well manicured lawn, which was a rarity in Taipei residences. I realized that this was the place where Uncle Sun had spent his long years of “house arrest”. While I was still in a daze, Mr. Chung Chieh came out. I immediately recognized him because I had seen his picture in the newspapers many times. I introduced myself although I knew it was unnecessary. Shortly after we sat down, Mr. Chieh said softly, “Here he comes.” We all immediately stood up, waiting for this historic moment. I turned around, looked behind me, and saw Uncle Sun, assisted by his son, Mr. Sun An-ping and Mrs. Chieh, slowly walking into the living room from the end of the corridor. I stepped forward to meet him and held his hand. His hand was warm and soft. I called out, “Uncle Sun!” My voice was trembling. I struggled to hold back my feelings and said, “Uncle Sun, do you remember me? When I was very young, my father took me to your house on Nanchang Street and we stayed for dinner.” I knew it was superfluous to ask this. How could he remember a kid from thirty some years ago? The reason he wanted to see me was to find a trace of my father—his old friend Liang Shih-chiu—and their unforgettable friendship through me.

Over thirty years ago, Uncle Sun’s house often held parties. Sometimes, my father was invited. As a teenager, of course, I had never been included in the invitations. But, there was one occasion when my father took me to Sun’s house to pay a visit. At that time Uncle Sun was the Commander-in-Chief of the Army. There were fully armed military guards at the gate. I felt intimidated when I walked into the building. To the left hand of the entrance was the living room. Against the wall, there was a long couch on which an aide was taking a nap. My father went over and purposely tried to startle him by saying: “You’ve got guests!” That aide jumped up immediately and went upstairs. Soon, Uncle Sun came down, exchanged a few pleasantries, and invited us to stay for dinner. That was the only time that I had dinner at his house. It was a casual meal. Everyone was very relaxed and the elders had a great time chatting. I was a generation younger and of course, it was not my place to say a word.

Uncle Sun had also visited our home. As a military man, he used to wear shinny polished high boots. It was not easy to take them off unless his aide was there to help. Therefore, we always gave Uncle Sun special treatment when he came. For him, the custom of taking off shoes before entering our house was waived.

In my heart, Uncle Sun had always been a radiantly heroic figure glowing with health. The way he walked was in the typical energetic military style. In his mild and kind demeanor, there was an air of solemn, inviolable dignity. But, now, right in front of me, stood a white haired, feeble voiced gentle old man. The only thing that had not changed was his amiable demeanor and his inviolable dignity, the dignity of a human being.

After we all sat down, I began some small talk with Uncle Sun. I said I had heard that in his house watermelons were always sweet. It was because when his aide went to the peddlers to buy watermelons, the rule was that the aide would cut open and taste every watermelon until he found a sweet one. Then, he would pay for all the watermelons he cut open and tasted. This kind of shopping method guaranteed success. Uncle Sun chuckled and said, “This was your father’s sense of humor.”

I told Uncle Sun, “The last time my father saw you was many years ago, in the corridor of Central Clinic (the old site) when you two walked past each other.” Uncle Sun heard me, and then sank into deep thought. After a long pause, he nodded. After another long pause, he said that once his aide took him to my father’s residence for a visit. But did not find him at home. I asked anxiously, “When was that?” Uncle Sun said, “About two years ago.” My heart ached. “Good God, you are not fair. Why didn’t you allow these two old men to see each other for the last time?” Uncle Sun asked me where my father was buried. I told him it was in North Sea Cemetery. Uncle Sun said, “I want to visit your father’s grave to pay my respects.” I did not understand him very clearly, so Mr. Chung Chieh repeated it for me and said,” We shall find a nice day to go to North Sea with Dad for a walk.” I promised Mr. Chieh that I would provide them with a map and directions.

When I told Uncle Sun of my plans that if we could not obtain permission to visit him, Shih-tang and I would sit outside his gate all day till dark, Mr. Chieh, who was kneeling by Uncle Sun’s chair, caressed his chest gently and said excitedly, “Dad, see, how much everybody loves you? You must believe that we all consider you innocent!” Everyone in the room chimed in unison, “You are innocent!”     

The precious time with Uncle Sun was passing too quickly. I remembered that I had a dinner engagement with a couple in Taipei, so I indicated that I should leave. Mr. Chieh said, “Is it possible for you to stay a little longer and leave a little later? It is not often that Dad is in such a good mood.” His request was so sincere that I sat down again and I used all my faculties to absorb Uncle Sun’s every word and to observe his every move and expression. I only regret that I was not a video recorder and that I had no way of preserving his voice and demeanor for posterity.

Finally, I took out a copy of “Reminiscences at Acacia Memorial Park” and gave it to Uncle Sun as a gift. I asked him if he had been allowed to read my father’s books. He said that he had read a few. In my handbag there were two copies of [In Memory of the Life of Mr. Liang Shih-chiu] given to me by Qinghua University's Archives Office. I conveniently gave one copy to Uncle Sun and asked him to autograph the one remaining.  He held a ballpoint pen, hesitated for a while and wrote three characters with his trembling hand: Sun Li-jen. Then he offered to write my name. But, the character, Chiang, has too many strokes and I couldn’t bear seeing his hands trembling so hard. So  I asked him not to bother. When I inquired if the trembling was a symptom of disease, he said, “ This is a normal phenomenon of being old.”

I could not ask more questions about Uncle Sun’s health, but according to newspaper reports, he needed medical attention desperately. I sincerely wish that the people who love him could arrange the best possible medical and nursing care for him. Mr. Chung Chieh said that since my field was nutrition, I should be able to provide the best nutritional advice. I replied that I would be returning to the U.S. in three days, after which I would gladly help in any way I could by phone or by mail. But, as the saying goes, “ water from far way cannot extinguish the fire nearby”.  I earnestly hope that the dieticians in the hospitals in Taichung  will be able to give him the best service he needs.

I reluctantly bade farewell to Uncle Sun and his family. Then, one final picture was taken in which Uncle Sun stood in front of the house surrounded by his family. I walked toward the gate, looking back twice and waving goodbye. My respected and beloved Uncle Sun disappeared from the corner of my eye while I walked out of the gate. Tears rolled down my cheeks.

As I conclude my one-month sabbatical in Taiwan and return to the United States the day after tomorrow, it is my earnest hope that Uncle Sun will be cleared of all false charges and his innocence will be fully restored by our government and society. I am confident that average citizens in our country share my hope that the declaration by Minister Cheng Wei-yuan that “………..From now on, he (Sun Li-jen) has complete freedom of movement and freedom of speech. He can talk freely to any of his friends about anything he wishes” will be become reality soon.





March 28, 1988 Taipei

Dear WenChiang,

Please do not worry about my lost weight. Actually, over the winter, I think I put on a few pounds. The trip lost them all. In other words, my weight returned to the low side of my normal weight. Usually, it took a long time for me to gain that extra weight. This morning, I weighed myself and that has not changed much from the time I came back from China. Shiao-yu is doing fine too. Please worry not.

Just one more news to share with you and Jiu Fong. The day before the ceremony of paying respect to the dead soldiers, my meeting with two government officers disappointed me. They would not let the event being reported by any news paper. They have not giving us any indication of willingness to rebuilt the monument. Thus, that night, I thought of a sad note

   "ShiShan Wu Bei(The world has no monument) ChuChu Bei (sad everywhere)"

I also made up my mind to show my respect in a unique way.

During the ceremony, I faced the damaged monument and said: "More than 60 years ago, you trained hard under the leadership of Gen. Sun. Your mental and physical strength remain in our heart. I have not been among you during that time, but your spirit strongly influenced me. I too have been trained under Gen. Sun's leadership. I am paying the respect by showing one of the most important exercise you performed everyday,

and again and again." Following that, I did 50 push-ups.

At the start, many people worred, and said that was enough. No one made a noise when I reached 30, and I stopped at 50. That picture of my doing the pushup in front of the monument showed up in one of the Guangzhou paper, despite the anger of the government. Some young reporters were defiant. This young lady put the title this way: 70-year old (I am nearly that biologically) performed 50 pushups at the Monument, of course in Chinese.

I must say that I did this out of disappointment with the government. The Monument area has been occupied by the PLA, military. Because of the military, the re-consturction could not be done at the origonal site. I wanted also to tell the PLA that they were no match to the New First Army. Of course, the N1A defeated Lin Biao's army was one of the reason for the disrespect of the Monument. It was Lin Biao's army that liberated

Guangzhou in 1949.

Jiu Fong, would you please let me know of an English medium that might be interested in an article regarding the Guangzhou Monument story? During the past weeks, I have been thinking of writing to the UN to raise some issues with the government.                                          

