VVbrld
BANGLADESH:
THE DREAM
BECOMES A
NIGHTMARE
Plagued by mismanagement
in industry, corruption in
government, grinding poverty
and famine, the infant state
of Bangladesh edges toward
total chaos and ruin.
by Donald Kirk
Dacca
It is the morning after the long night
of victory and euphoria, and Sheik
Mujibur Rahman, head of the new state,
is reclining in the lounge of his residence,
talking about the struggle for "liberation" and the suffering of his country. It
is a year and a half since "Bangabandhu,"
as he is popularly known, was r e l e a s ^
from prison in Pakistan and flown here
amid cries of Joi Bangla! or "Victory for
Bengal," from the multitudes. Bangabandhu, or "Friend of Bengal," never
tires of reciting his story.
"They destroyed everything," he says,
his voice rising slightly in the passion
with which he has mesmerized his
countrymen. "Ten to fifteen million had
to leave their homes. Their houses were
looted. Everything was burned. You
know about the damage to the railways
and the ports, the killing of the intellectuals, the raping of the girls."
It is an old story, this recitation of the
wrongs perpetrated by the Pakistani oppressors, those descendants of the Mogul
armies who founded Moslem Pakistan
with the partition of the Indian subcontinent in 1947-and ruled over the
ethnically alien Moslem Bengalis of the
"eastern wing" for the next twenty-four
years.
"I cannot say I have given everyone
houses," says Bangabandhu, his voice asFrank Schreider; Black Star
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The Chicago Tribune, based in Tokyo.
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suming an air of almost apologetic uncertainty as he shifts from recent history
to current problems. "The condition of
my people is worse than that of the dogs
of Western countries."
It is as if he preferred the role of
persecuted critic to that of prime
minister of a nation of 75 million. The
former freedom fighter, first arrested
while a student at Dacca University in
1949, secludes himself on the upper floor
of his residence with his advisers and
ministers. Through thick, horn-rimmed
glasses, he pores over plans to combat starvation, reduce inflation, cut
down crime, eliminate corruptionchronic problems in which he gained
little or no experience as a popular
revolutionary politician.
Indulgent though Bangabandhu may
appear, he cannot answer the question,
How can a populace dressed in rags be
clothed? Indeed, he may not be entirely
aware that most of his people own only
the tattered pieces of cloth on their
backs—and some not even that much. "In
certain villages women can't go outside
because they do not have enough cloth
to cover their faces," says a foreigner
who has witnessed the emergence of
Bangladesh for the past three years.
"There often is no winding cloth for the
dead. They used to get some from West
Pakistan. Now they buy from India at
inflated prices that most people can't
afford. They don't need foreign radios
or liquor. They need cloth."
A visit to almost any village in the
deceptively green flood plain stretching
on all sides from Dacca tells the story.
Driving with a Bengali journalist on
the road running west to the town of
Aricha, at the conflux of the Brahmaputra and Ganges rivers, I meet a young
student at one of the ferry crossings en
route. "Famine is already here because
the people have lost their purchasing
power," says the student, Fazlul Huq.
"Most of the people live on only one
meal a day. If this continues, there will
be no alternative but to die." Huq gladly
escorts us by foot along the bank of the
stream to his village, named Chaybaria,
some twenty miles southwest of Dacca.
In a half-built, unroofed brick-andcement schoolhouse, begun in what the
people now call simply "the Pakistan
time," some twenty villagers gather
around us as the Bengali journalist interprets my questions.
"The population has increased, and
the supply is less," says the village
leader, Mohammed Polokhan. "I have
never been so unhappy in my life. There
is no starvation yet, but the people are
living only on bread and sometimes
vegetables." Chaybaria, if anything, is
above the national average in terms of
(Continued on page 19.)
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TIME-LIFE RECORDS PRESENTS THE

start building your personal collection with the first six symphonies recorded by the Berlin
Philharmonic Orchestra under the direction of Herbert von Karajan, with a 10-day free audition.

Beethoven's achievements are a reflection of
the man himself, for his music is Mice a diary
into which he poured his life, his desires,
his regrets, his furies, his melancholies and his
loves. Beethoven was at constant odds with
his society—a society steeped in a stormy
world of revolution. He transposed his own
personal struggle to the scale of the whole
human race, and dreamed of bringing to it joy
and universal brotherhood.
Experience the poetry and fire of Beethoven's
genius: Time-Life Records presents THE
BEETHOVEN BICENTENNIAL COLLECTION,
17 volumes that contain every important work
the master ever wrote. This magnificent
collection was assembled by Time-Liff I
and recorded by the famous Dejutsche
Grammophon Company of Germany.
/
10-day free audition: To introduce you
to this incomparable collection, we /
invite you to audition Volume I, /
the first six symphonies plus the ^
popular Leonore Overture No. 3, for 10 days
FREE. These selections were performed by
the renowned Berlin Philharmonic Orchestra
under the direction of Herbert von Karajan.
Highlighted in Volume I are:
SYMPHONY NO. 3 in E Flat Major-the
"Eroica." This was Beethoven's first symphony
on the "new" road—a decisive break from
the 18th-century school.
SYMPHONY NO. 5 in C Minor-The opening
is probably Beethoven's most well-known
theme; it is merely four notes. It is those four
notes which color and characterize the entire
work, a work filled with violence and muscle,
struggle and anger, ending in triumph.

Special bonus—$29.50 Beethoven book free
With the first volume you will receive a lavishl'
illustrated book. It contains 275 pages and
150 color plates, and is a scholarly account
of the master's life and works. This book is
yours to keep—FREE—if you decide to
purchase Volume I.
No risk or obligation: If you are as delighted
with Volume I as we think you will be, keep
the five-record set and the $29.50 book for or
$17.95*. Please understand you are under
no obligation to purchase any minimum
^^number of volumes, and you may cancel your
__^subscription at any time you wish. By mailir
I the attached postage-paid card, you simf
accept the privilege of auditioning
t^

^t^.
n The 9th Symphony—a revolutionary work
in that it was the first choral symphony ever
composed. It is a resplendent musical piece
celebrating the idea of the brotherhood of man,
with the words of Schiller's "Ode to Joy."
D MISSA SOLEMNIS-Who but Beethoven
would include the sounds of battle in a setting
of the Mass? The work is enormous in length
and took many years to complete. It is an
exhilarating synthesis of symphony, opera and
church music—ending with a prayer for inner
and outer peace.

SYMPHONY NO. 6 in F Major-the "Pastoral"
a musical evocation of nature's changing
moods—from serene to tempestuous, from lush
green to black stormy skies.

D EGMONT—the complete incidental music
to the drama by Goethe. Like Beethoven's
only opera, FIDELIO (also included in the
collection), EGMONT celebrates a heroic
struggle against the forces of tyranny.

Only the beginning: If you decide to keep the
five records of Volume I for the low price of
$17.95*, plus shipping and handling, you
become entitled, as a subscriber, to audition,
approximately every other month, future albums
in this fantastic 17-volume Beethoven
collection for the same low price. Some of
the magnificent works contained in future
volumes are:

D The 16 Quartets—The first six quartets are
in Beethoven's early style, influenced by the
classical school of Haydn and Mozart. The
middle works open up new and exciting paths.
The last five, couched in a language that was
incomprehensible to the majority of his contemporaries, are difficult, thorny and
enormously rewarding.

'Residents of Canada, $1.00 additional.
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Volume I for 10 days FREE and the
privilege of accepting or rejecting
future volumes in THE BEETHOVEN^
BICENTENNIAL COLLECTION.
Mail the card today — and reward
yourself and your family with this
truly remarkable collection.
Herbert von Karajan, Conductor

TIME-LIFE RECORDS

17 95^

Plus shipping and handling.

Audition Volume I, the
first six symphonies
plus the Leonore Overture No. 3, for 10 days
FREE. Then pay only
$17.95* if you decide
to l<eep it.

> SYMPHONIES AND
OVERTURES • STRING
QUARTETS • CONCERTOS
• CHAMBER MUSIC • MUSIC
FOR VIOLIN AND CELLO'PIANO
SONATAS • MUSIC FOR THE STAGE
• SONGS AND ARIAS • CHORAL MUSIC

Just Mail This
Coupon Today!
Time-Life Records,
Time & Life Building, DepL 3612
Chicago, III. 60611

YOURS FREE
Book measures: 12V2 x 12V2 inches,
contains 275 pages and
150 color plates.

Beethoven lovers will revel in ttiis lavishly
illustrated book, worth $29.50. It will be
shipped to you—FREE—when you order
Album I of THE DEFINITIVE BEETHOVEN
COLLECTION. Here is just a sampling of the
riches this superb book contains:
n an absorbing chronicle of Beethoven's
life and times.
n authoritative essays and discussions on
every aspect of his work.
n reproductions of the original scores of
many of Beethoven's greatest compositions.
n scenes of the Vienna where he spent
most of his creative life (many of these
pictures are published for the first time).
n an illuminating article on Beethoven's
life-style.
n portraits, both in color and black and
white, of the people who influenced him
during his tumultuous lifetime.
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Please send me my $29.50 Beethoven book plus
the first volume of ttie Beethoven Bicentennial
Collection for a free 10-day home trial and enroll me as a subscriber to the series. The album
contains five 12-inch LP stereo records with the
first six symphonies and the Leonore Overture
No. 3, recorded by Von Karajan and the Berlin
Philharmonic. Within 10 days, I may return both
the album and the book and owe nothing. Or I
can keep both and pay the low price of only
$17.95* (plus shipping and handling) lor the album (the book is free!). As a subscriber I will
then receive subsequent albums in the Collection
at two-month intervals to audition and examine.
I may return or keep any I choose. There is absolutely no obligation to buy a minimum number,
and I may cancel my subscription at any time.

NAME
(Please print)

ADDRESS

CITY

STATE

ZIP

'Residents of Canada, $1.00 additional.

Last year, out of44,190
engineering graduates
only 405 were black.
General Electric is trying to do something about it.
Less t h a n 1% of America's graduating engineers are black. And
only a handful are from other
minorities or are female.
General Electric is trying to
help increase the annual number of m i n o r i t y e n g i n e e r i n g
graduates 10 to 15 times by the
mid 80's.
We've been w o r k i n g with
educators, minority groups,
technical societies, other companies and the government to
plan a national attack on the
problem.
Motivating minority youth.
A lot of minority kids don't even
know what an engineer is. No
one's ever told them about engineers. Or about the important
problems they can help solve.
GE is out to tell them. We're
aiming a national information
campaign at minority students
from grammar school to college.
We're a s k i n g t h e n a t i o n ' s
t e a c h e r s and counselors for
help. This year alone, we expect
to reach over 18,000 counselors.
We're also bringing minority
kids inside our plants. To meet
engineers. And see what kind of
work they do.
Grants for minority education.
Besides making more kids want
an engineering education, we're

h e l p i n g m a k e s u r e they'll be
able to find one. With major
grants to the six traditionally
black engineering schools. With
grants to 30 other schools and
organizations t h a t are trying to
help solve the shortage.
Helping minority students
stay in engineering.
Many w h i t e e n g i n e e r i n g students have parents or relatives
who are engineers. They've been
exposed to engineers and engin e e r i n g all t h e i r lives. Most
minority kids don't have that

special background to give them
the confidence and extra incentive to "stay with it."
GE is working on many prog r a m s to help fill t h a t void.
These include plans where college students divide their time
between school and work at GE.
Also s u m m e r job p r o g r a m s ,
plant visits and more.
GE wants minorities to make
it to t h e top in e n g i n e e r i n g .
The reason is simple. America
depends on engineers. And so
does General Electric.
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(Continued from page 15.)
overall prosperity. Most of the men, like
Polokhan, own one to three acres of
land; more than half of them can read
or write simple sentences—in a land with
a literacy rate estimated at 18 percent.
"Only a few years ago," says Polokhan,
at seventy the oldest and therefore most
respected man in the village, "everyone
had several sets of cloth. Now the prices
are too high to purchase more than we
are wearing. My wife has only one piece
of cloth. When she wants to wash, she
has to borrow from a neighbor."
Cloth, in the Islamic tradition, assumes spiritual as well as practical significance. Although not all women veil
their faces, as they once did, they cannot leave their homes unless they are
swathed at least from neck to ankle. The
men must wear clean, fresh clothes
when they go to the mosque on Fridays,
and winding cloth must cover a body as
a prerequisite for a religious burial. "I
have not gone to the mosque for months
because I cannot dress for it," says
Polokhan. "We do not have enough
money for winding cloth, so we obtain it
from charity." Another villager, a youngish man named Manikmia, notes that
eventually even charitable institutions
may not offer winding cloth. "Then
people will no longer be living—they will
just be dying," he says. "In about a year
it will happen."
As it is now, most of the women remain indoors—not so much in deference
to Moslem tradition as in embarrassment
over what they have to wear. "Their
saris are torn," says Manikmia. "In two
or three villages far from here young
women have hanged themselves in
shame. They were unhappy because
they had nothing to wear for marriage."
Here in the village the sense of residual
reverence for Bangabandhu seems considerably less certain than it is in the
capital. "If the sheik cannot help us,
then some other one will rise to power,"
Manikmia readily predicts.
IT

IS LATE AFTERNOON,

and

a

small

crowd is gathering outside the iron gates
of Bangabandhu's residence. They all
have grievances—a group of noisy college students wants Bangabandhu to
order their landlord to lower the rent;
an aging, white-bearded man hopes to
persuade him to spend more time in
prayer.
"He is very kindhearted," says a
young lecturer accompanying the students. "He is easy on all people, even
thieves and beggars. We have confidence
in him, though we have many things
against his party and his advisers." So
there it is—a hint of serious criticism
against a man who once was above
criticism, the suggestion that he might
World 8/28/73

be all right if only he did not have such
bad advisers. "He should be more strict,"
says the lecturer. "He should not have
such sympathy for thieves." The holy
man, describing himself as a faithful
member of the sheik's omnipotent political party, the Awami League, seems to
agree. "I don't think Bangabandhu says
his prayers any more," says the holy man.
"I see corruption and many bad things
for this reason."

"In two or three villages...
young women have hanged
themselves in shame."
Not long ago, in the heady days after
liberation, Bangabandhu held weekly
audiences at which his people could say
almost anything they pleased. It was the
kind of political gesture that he loved,
but then there were too many problems
and too many people but not enough
time.
For three days one Abdul Majib has
been waiting outside the gates, holding
a sheath of carefully typewritten letters,
all headed "Prayer for Financial Help to
a Destitute Family Consisting of Ten
Members." Majib, who says he's twentyfive but looks ten or fifteen years older,
shows me a copy, the one he hoped
would go to the relief minister, whose
minions have already turned him back
at the door to his office. "Now I have become a street beggar," the letter reads.
"My entire family will die of starvation
if I am not given some relief or help from
the government." Majib can expect little
relief from his native village. It is a
logical haven for one who has tried and
failed in the big city, which has been
swollen since the war by more than a
million other dispossessed refugees from
the ravaged countryside.
Inside the residence Bangabandhu is
proud of his government's campaign to
feed the people. "We have a serious food
problem. Everyone expected a few
million would die of starvation. We have
fought the battle," he says with an air of
having once again triumphed over oppression. It is the old mystique of perpetual revolution, the same kind of aura
exuded by the late President Sukarno of
Indonesia before his downfall in a mire
of corruption, economic malaise, and
political rivalries. "My people are very
poor," he says, as Sukarno was fond of
saying about his people, "but my people
are good people." He concludes with a
flourish of rhetoric: "Bangladesh will
overcome. I will fight it out by the grace
of God. My people will suffer, but I hope
there will be no starvation."

Few observers here—even his political
critics—doubt Bangabandhu's ovvn sincerity. In fact, in the past year and a
half, his government has imported some
2.5 million tons of grain—a million of it
obtained by outright purchase at jackedup prices, the rest primarily with longrange loans from the United States,
India, and Canada. Yet Bangabandhu's
good intentions seem to founder on the
horrors of his environment as well as on
the corruption of his underlings.
"The biggest racket is in the distribution of food and relief supplies," says one
foreign source here. "These people in
the government-they've been out in the
cold for many years. They're hungry!"
Bengali editors and journalists, proverbially loquacious, are openly critical.
"The problems are multiplying day by
day," says Enayetullah Khan, editor of
the English-language Sunday newspaper Holiday. "Every day you see
screaming headlines about antigovernment conspirators and charismatic leadership, but the leaders themselves are
amassing wealth. A new class of nouveau
riche has emerged in Bangladesh. It's apparent that those close to the prime
minister are making hay while the sun
shines."
The fastest path to money in Bangladesh is through the management of
newly expropriated companies or the acquisition of import licenses. "These days
we have a strange situation," observes
editor Khan. "Goods are not available,
but prices go up day by day. The entire
chain of business has been disrupted.
New dealers are appointed who want to
make too much profit. Instead of dealing in the products themselves, the
government sells licenses to dealers, who
drastically raise the price on the retail
level." The result is that almost all imports, ranging from radios to liquor to
spare parts, cost perhaps ten times their
original price. Inflation spreads throughout the economy, driving up the costs of
foodstuffs and household commodities—
and lowering the value of the taka from
its official rate of little more than seven
to one American dollar to nearly twenty
to one on the "free," or black, market.
The country suffers still more from
mismanagement of jute and textile mills,
once owned by West Pakistani businessmen. The jute industry. East Pakistan's
major source of foreign exchange before
"liberation," was not physically damaged
in the war, but the mills now operate at
only 50 percent of normal capacity. The
production of textiles, vital for domestic
purposes, is even lower. Again, profiteers
on the state-controlled boards are responsible for inflating the prices. "Cloth
may cost five takas at the mill but then
goes up to fifteen takas on the market,"
says a textile worker sipping tea at a
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roadside stand in Tongi, ten miles north
of Dacca. "Often when we produce
cloth, we never see it on the market at
all. The hoarders are waiting for higher
prices."
At Tongi's Olympia Textile Mill, one
of the largest, a union leader named
Mohammed Safrullah describes some of
the effects of the transition from private
Pakistani to government Bengali control:
"The cost of living is so high that our pay
does not meet basic necessities. Our mill
has 2900 workers, but only 1700 to 2000
normally report for work. The rest are
sick. They do not have enough to eat,
and the food is not so good. We get only
one meal of rice per day. Some people
have to depend on wheat, which we
don't like." The government corporations, Safrullah explains, "are dominated
by bureaucrats who do not understand
the grievances of the workers."
Nepotism and favoritism, it seems, are
far more common now than before
"liberation." "The private owners appointed the proper people for the proper
places," says Safrullah. "There was no
nepotism. Now there is bungling and
corruption at all levels."
In his residence the sheik parries questions about corruption and nationalization with slogans and generalities—again
indicative of his frustrating unawareness
of mundane realities. "After liberation
come two things, corruption and conviction," he says. "There are many modem
countries in the world where the situation is worse."
THE IRONY of Bangladesh today is that
hatred for the Pakistanis has been followed so quickly by disillusionment with
the liberation and the liberators, the
Indians. Yet this disenchantment fits into
the historical pattern of the Bengali
Moslems, whose low-caste Hindu ancestors turned to Islam some four centuries
ago as an antidote to social, political,
and financial oppression. Now the people of Bangladesh again reveal their fear
of India, the troops of which were primarily responsible for the defeat of the
Pakistanis. "Scrap Indo-Bangla Secret
Pacts," urges a sign painted on the inviting white wall of the American Information Center in Dacca. "The people are
now universally anti-Indian," says the
outspoken editor Enayetullah Khan.
"They are protesting the Indian-Bangladesh friendship pact of March 1972.
They think there are secret treaties as
well."
Perhaps more to the point, Bengalis
object to the high cost of shoddy cloth
imported from India—and to the smuggling of precious rice and relief materials back across the border. "There is
illegal trade all along the frontier," says
Khan. "Merchants get twice as much for

rice and jute in India. We've had Red
Cross relief blankets, milk, and medicine
for Bangladesh being sold on the streets
of Calcutta." Officially, Bangladesh bureaucrats pass off the smuggling as just
routine. The government for a time
posted regular army troops along the
border but now has left the entire
frontier to the protection of an ill-trained
militia organization.
"India is a big country. Criticism is
always there," says Bangabandhu. He
prefers to talk about the bogey of Pakistan, now a distant enemy separated by
1500 miles of Indian territory. His voice
rises as he discusses Pakistan's refusal to
release some 300,000 Bengalis living in
West Pakistan at the time of liberation.
"They have arrested my people. They
are torturing them," he says. "They have
my senior civil service officers"—veteran
bureaucrats who were working in the
Pakistani capital of Rawalpindi and interned soon after liberation. Pakistan authorities rounded up the Bengalis as
pawns in a great bargaining game also
involving some 90,000 Pakistani prisoners of war held in India and 260,000
Biharis living in camps in Bangladesh.
Bangabandhu promises to free the Biharis, all Moslems who migrated to East
Pakistan from the Indian state of Bihar,
as soon as the Pakistanis acquiesce to his
terms. "I am not asking Pakistan for diplomatic recognition," he says. "What I
have Suggested is they give us back our
Bengalis—and take their Pakistanis from
Bangladesh."
One hitch is that Bangabandhu also
insists on war-crime trials for some 195
senior Pakistani officers and civilian officials. "How can I not try them?" he demands. "They killed three million of our
people. They raped our women. They
kidnaped them from their homes. What
will our women and children think if I
yield to Pakistan and return them without trials?"
In the midst of the bargaining, the
plight of the Bengalis in Pakistan and
the Biharis in Bangladesh represents an
extreme of cruelty in the tortuous history
of this conflict. "We get rations only
twice a month," says one of the Biharis,
a middle-aged man named Abdul Aziz,
whom I visit in a camp on the outskirts
of Dacca. "My son is undernourished
and sick and has a fever. My shop was
looted during the fighting. Then we
were sent to the camp. I want to leave
this place as soon as possible, to go anywhere I will be accepted. I cannot work
here."
Although built and initially run by the
International Red Cross, the camps recently were turned over to the Bangladesh Red Cross. "Before," says Aziz,
"we got our rations, but now they sell
them on the market or give them to

Bengalis." Some sixty persons, members
of eight family groups, share a typical
thatched-roof building, twenty-by-forty
feet. A woman hovering in the shadows
looks at the monsoon rain seeping
through a tiny hole in the roof, which
no one will repair. The children and the
elderly try to supplement their rations
by begging in town. "Sometimes people
shut their doors on me and tell me to get
food from the Red Cross," says a gaptoothed old woman. "I cannot go on
much longer without food."
IN THE COMFORTABLE

air-conditioned

confines of the prime minister's residence, Bangabandhu talks quickly and
excitedly of the impasse with Pakistan.
"One day our people will come home,"
he vows. "Otherwise their people will
not go back."
The endless negotiations would appear to be a political exercise for a government that has lost the support of the
masses, for most people in Bangladesh
today are just too poor and too hungry
to care any more what happens to the
Pakistani prisoners or, for that matter,
to the Biharis or the Bengalis detained
in the camps.
D

THE U.N. & THE OCEANS
What should be the division of jurisdiction between States and the internationai
community with respect to the resources
of the sea-bed, the iiving resources of the
sea, and various uses of the sea?
What arrangements should be made to
preserve the marine environment and to
protect it against pollution and other hazards?
What international institutions should be
established by the U.N. to ensure an
equitable sharing by all States in the benefits from the resources of the sea as the
common heritage of mankind?
THE UNITED NATIONS AND THE
OCEANS, just published by the Commission to Study the Organization of Peace,
analyzes these and other questions which
will be before the UN Seabed Committee at
its summer session and the forthcoming
UN Conference on the Law of the Sea.
For a copy, please use the coupon below.
Commission to Study the
Organization of Peace
866 United Nations Plaza
New York, NY 10017
-copy(ies) of THE
Please send me_
UNITED NATIONS AND THE OCEANS at
$1.50 per copy.
I enclose
Name
Add ress
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My Country, Right or Wrong?
Fragility of Ortliodoxies
by U Thant

O

n April 11, 1958, I spoke before
the sixty-second annual meeting of
the American Academy of Political and
Social Science, in Philadelphia. The
title of my address was "A Burmese
View of World Tensions." Of the 400
persons who attended the meeting, some
50 walked out when I said:
The refusal of the United States to support the admission of China to the United
Nations is based on two assumptions: first,
that the Peking government's grip on China
may be broken at any moment. No one,
however, believes this. The second assumption is that the Chinese government's
behavior makes it unfit for membership in
the world organization. Many instances
are cited in support of this view.
In this connection it is important to remember that the main job of the United Nations is to settle disputes without wars. The
more the countries disapprove of one another, the more important it is that their accusations and counteraccusations should
take place within the organization. Otherwise they may settle their disputes on the
battlefield. The United Nations exists precisely to prevent this from happening. By

Wide World

U Thant—"Today there also appears to
he more intelligent thinking worldwide
about the future of our planet."

excluding the Peking government, one damages not Peking but the United Nations,
which is thereby ruled out as an effective instrument of international conciliation. I believe this is not the intention of U.S. policy
but its unhappy consequence.
In the Fifties, particularly after the
Korean War, China and the Soviet
Union were viewed as the two great
sources of evil in the world. In the late
Fifties, especially, China began to figure
prominently in U.S. missile policy—despite John Foster Dulles's SEATO,
which was largely irrelevant from the
very beginning. But China's bark has always been worse than her bite: Despite
frequent arrogant pronouncements, her
attitude toward her neighbors has been
consistently correct. In Burma, for example, 1300 miles of which borders China
and where the Communist party has
been illegal since 1948, although underground Communists still strongly resist
the government, Peking has never overtly interfered. Her propaganda has
never gone beyond Peking Radio and
Hsinhua news dispatches. In fact. Premier Chou En-lai told Premier U Nu at
a meeting in Peking in November
1954, at which I was present, that the
social systems of the two countries were
very different but China would not interfere in the internal affairs of Burma
so long as U Nu did not accept American military assistance or permit American military bases on Burmese territory.
China kept her word, even during the
Sino-Burmese communal riots in 1968.
But China continued to be ostracized
from the world corhmunity; so her voice
grew more strident. In fact, in the late
Sixties, most Americans believed that
the great source of evil in the world
was not the Soviet Union but China.
Hence the prospect of China's entry into
the United Nations became ever more
remote. On May 5, 1969, Foreign Minister Pietro Nenni of Italy told me in
Rome that, during a meeting in Washington with Secretary of State Dean
Rusk, the latter had said, in effect, regarding China's admission to the United
Nations, "If Peking is in, Washington
is out." Perhaps Rusk chose to make his
threat dramatic since Italy was then reassessing its policy toward Peking, but
he did, nonetheless, reflect the sentiment of the majority of Americans at
that time.

22

PRODUCED 2005 BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

Seven years ago at a press conference,
I said the Vietnam war was essentially
a civil war. There was thunderous protest, not only by many knowledgeable
Americans but by half a dozen government representatives at the United Nations. Now when Dr. Henry Kissinger
says it is a civil war, there is no dissent.
In 1965, when I proposed a conference on Vietnam with all groups engaged in fighting represented, including
the NLF, I received scores of angry letters. How could Communist Vietcong
rebels sit with Americans at the same
table? people would ask. Yet three years
later Americans were negotiating with
the Vietcong in Paris. For the United
States, the most powerful country in the
world, to be able to talk on equal terms
with a tiny peasant group was light
years away from Dulles's encircling
pacts.
In 1965, when I said that the cessation of the bombing of North Vietnam
was a prerequisite for meaningful talks,
Washington and Saigon alleged that I
was parroting the Communist line. In
1966, when I proposed a standstill
cease-fire by all sides, Peking, Hanoi,
and the National Liberation Front accused me of being a stooge of Washington. How could U Thant, they asked,
equate the American aggressors with
those who are fighting them? Six years
later all agreed to a standstill truce.
I am recounting these instances more
in sorrow than in anger. Now China is
occupying its legitimate seat at the
United Nations. After an absence of
more than two decades, Americans are
being represented in Peking by a "chiefof-liaison office," headed by Ambassador
David K. E. Bruce, one of the most
respected diplomats in the United
States. China, in turn, has sent her
most prestigious ambassador. Gen.
Huang Chan, to Washington. Meanwhile, she has restored full diplomatic
relations with Japan, her most powerful neighbor.
FOR A QUARTER of a century the world
was dominated by the United States and
the Soviet Union; and other countries
had to adjust to that overriding fact of
international life. Now China appears to
have superpower credentials as well.
Moscow and Peking have become rival
powers, and both are courting Washington. Ironically, one result of this will
be added problems in Southeast Asia, in
spite of the Vietnamese peace agreement. Bombs still rain over Cambodia
and Laos. The slaughter of innocent
civilians inflicted from 30,000 feet above
is no less ghastly than that caused by
rifles and automatics. It is a sad commentary on our times that one must
(Continued on page 51.)

