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My dad passed away 67 years ago, but | still miss him badly, and ached for him, in particular
when | was enjoying niceties of life.

I often thought about the white pant that he had left at home. Ten years after his death, | was
wearing it (see first picture below) when | was at college in Fuzhou, China. My dad as |
remembered always wore suit and tie. He was in a suit until the last moment in August 1949 when
he was arrested, put in jail, tortured, and killed by strangle. When he was stripped of his suit and
tie, savagely beaten in the torture chamber, he certainly did not repent (otherwise he his life could
have been spared). He certainly did not feel sorry for his nice suites. But he certainly thought
about his young wife and his three- and eight-years-old sons. During severe physical beatings, and
when rope was placed around his neck, he probably still believed in the New China that he was



laying the foundation for with his dear life. He probably was confident that his wife and children
and parents and relatives would live in happiness as promised by the revolution.

Oh, poor Dad. You have died in vain. The New Democracy claimed, promoted and promised by
Mao never materialized. Mom and me and my brother lived in extreme poverty for a great many
years. We were not only cheated by Mao, who never delivered happiness to his people, but we
were also cheated by our uncle, who kept our bereavement money of 750 silver dollars, and only
gave my mother 75 dollars back. Our family not only lived in hardships, but our home was
ransacked during Mao's Cultural Revolution, and Mother was put in jail. My brother scored high
grades in one of the college entrance examinations, but was not admitted to college because my
mother's work unit alleged that my father did not die a true revolutionary. Oh father, how badly
ill-treated we were! How badly ill-treated you were!

Our lives eventually improved after Mao's death. You are to be credited for the gene you gave us.
Mother was to be credited with her devotion for us, and we ourselves were to be credited with the
hard work we ourselves put in. But it had nothing to do with your dying for the New China. You
died in vain. And that was why | missed you and pained and ached for you the more. I felt so sorry
for you, dear Dad, you never slept on a Simmons mattress. You never bathed in a hot tub, dear
father. I so felt for you!

The second picture below was taken in 1941 with my dad, my mom and me. August 22, 2016,
written for the 67 death anniversary of my beloved dad



