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PUBLISHER'S NOTE » :

In 1858 the French colonialists began to invade
Vietnam. Due to the fierce resistance of the Viet-
namese people, it was not until the end of the
19th century that the aggressors and their hench-
men—the local feudalists — succeeded in establish-
ing their domination over the whole country.

Throughout imperialist and feudal rule, the
Vietnamese people waged an unceasing struggle
against their oppressors.

However, all the uprisings attempted before
1930 though hevoic failed due to lack of correct
leadership.

From 1930, with the founding of the Indo-
chinese Communist Party — that is the present
Vietnam Lao Dong Party — the Vietnamese Revo-
lution steeved a vight course. Thanks to a skilful
application of Marxism-Leninism to the practi-
cal conditions obtaining in Vietnam, the Party
brought into full play the heroic fighting spirit,
the vevolutionary thoroughness and the vast crea-
tive potentialities of the Vietnamese people.
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Under the leadership of the Party, the Viet-
namese people led the 1945 August Revolution
to success, won the historic battle of Dien Bien
Phu in 1954, thereby compelling the French
colonialists to sign the Geneva Agreements which
restored peace in Indo-China. Since them, they
have steadfastly been building socialism in North
Vietnam and continued their struggle for national
reunification by peaceful means.

Earlyin 1960, on the occasion of the 30th anni-
versary of the founding of the Party, some vetevan
revolutionaries told the story of their underground
activities before the August Revolution.

In this booklet we introduce to the reader an
extract from President Ho Chi Mink’s Address
to the Meeting for the study of the History of the
Party, and some memoirs of several leaders of the
Revolution during the underground period.

FOREIGN LANGUAGES PUBLISHING HOUSE
HANOI — VIETNAM

OUR PARTY HAS STRUGGLED
VERY HEROICALLY AND WON
GLORIOUS VICTORIES

Extract from President Ho Chi Minh’s
Addyess to the Meeting for the study of
the History of the Party organized by
the Centval Buveau of Propaganda and
Education.

...Before our Party was founded, there had been in
our country three Communist groups. In 1930 a meet-
ing took place to discuss their merging. Enemy
repression was then at its fiercest. The delegates had
to leave secretly for Hong Kong. Feigning to attend
a foot-ball match, we sat on the lawn and discussed.
Finally it was agreed that the three groups should be
amalgamated into a single Party, called the Indo-
Chinese Communist Party.

Our Party was born in the midst of the French
colonialists’ fierce repression. Soon after its birth,
it organized and led the most heroic Nghe - Tinh
Soviet insurrection.

When it was twelve years old it organized the
guerilla movement to fight the French and Japanese.

Fifteen years after it was set up, it organized and
led to success the August Revolution. '

From the age of seventeen, it led the Resistance
War, which it brought to victory at twenty-four.
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After the restoration of peace, our Party has led and
-organized our people to build socialism in the North,
turning it into a base of the struggle for national
reunification. :

Thus within thirty years, our Party has led two
revolutions, the national democratic revolution and
the socialist revolution. What made our Party win
such victories ?

In the beginning, our Party members were very
few and were often arrested and imprisoned by the
French colonialists. But our Party constantly marched
forward. When the August Revolution took place,
there were about 5,000 Party members, including
those in jail. Less than 5,000 Party members have
thus organized and led the uprisings of 24 million
fellow-countrymen over the country to victory.

How could our Party achieve such glorious successes?
At that time, a revolutionary might carry out
his work until the revolution triumphed, or be
arrested, murdered. But his conviction that the Party
would win final victory was unshakable, so when he
was arrested he was immediately replaced by another,
when he was killed, a hundred were ready to take
over his task. Our Party members were strongly
united, single-minded, and very close to the people.
That is why, despite its small number, our Party has
led the Revolution to victory.

Many Party members had exemplary conduct and
revolutionary virtues. Comrade Minh Khai was twice
condemned to death, and died very bravely. Com-
rades Tran Phu, Hoang Van Thu and many others
have set examples of heroism.
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Examples of heroism are also numerous in our
Party members’ activities. For instance, there were
comrades who worked secretly in dug-outs for months,
writing propaganda leaflets, translating books and
newspapers. When they reappeared in the daylight,
their eyesight was weakened. There were comrades
who, tortured by the enemy, lost consciousness.
several times, but did not say a word... ‘

Our cadres and Party members are human beings,
made of flesh and blood, but their faith in the Party,
in the working class and in the force of the collective,.
makes them fight with determination until their last
breath.

There were also young heroes like Trong, Sau...
and many other unknown heroes. That is why our
Party became stronger and stronger.

In the Resistance War, there were in the ranks of
our Party heroic comrades such as Phan Dinh Giot
who blocked a loop-hole in the enemy fortress with
his body so that our troops might advance, To Vinh
Dien who threw himself under the wheels of a gun
carriage to stop its rolling downhill, and many others
who pursued the enemy on an empty stomach for two
or three days. These heroes of the Party, of the people,
are heroes of the collective, they were impregnated
with the Party’s revolutionary virtues. Only with
revolutionary virtues can we lead the working class,
organize and unite the masses to bring the Revolution
and the Resistance War to victory.

At present, in building socialism, we have impor-
tant and complex tasks to do. We have defeated the
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French colonialists and the feudal class, but we still
have to fight against other dangerous enemies. These
are poverty, hunger, backwardness.

We have started with a backward agriculture, a
low standard of living. We have to struggle so that
everyone in our country has enough food and clothing,
work and leisure time, and receives education.

We have favourable conditions to build socialism.
‘Our country has ‘ forests of gold and seas of silver’,
our people are industrious. The brother countries
are giving us aid. But there are also difficulties such
as flood, drought, the low level of general education
and technique.

In general, our cadres and Party members are
good and loyal to the Revolution. If we struggle
‘with determination we shall certainly overcome these
difficulties. Of course, political consciousness is indis-
pensable, a Party member must know of politics,
must study politics. But general education and
technique are necessary to handle the machines which
are becoming more and more complex. We are still
‘weak in this field. In the factories of the Soviet Union
many workers have finished their tenth form. But how
many among the cadres here have finished their tenth
form? So we have to learn much, we must endeavour
to learn. Otherwise, we shall not make progress. If
we do not progress, we regress. As society progresses,
there are more things to do, more complex machines.
If we do not endeavour to study, we shall lag behind,

and if we lag behind we shall be rejected, through
our own fault.
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Is it right? If it is, you must endeavour to raise
your cultural and professional level.

In our Party not a few comrades are self-conceited,
they are overbearing and self-satisfied with their
many years of revolutionary activities. It is a good
thing to have engaged for a long time in revolutionary
work, but we must always be modest and endeavour
to study to progress unceasingly. Society progresses
unceasingly. To build socialism in the North, to make
of it a base for the struggle to reunify the country,
we must endeavour to study.

In our Party, many have set examples of bravery
in face of danger and sacrifice, because they believe
in the Party, in the Revolution, and in the future of
the working class and of the Fatherland. At present,
in the persistent struggle against the American impe-
rialists and the Diem clique, our fellow-countrymen
in the South are also displaying outstanding heroism.

In the North all the labour heroes and model workers,
responding to the Party’s appeal, have been
toiling selflessly for the people and for the working
class. They do not think of personal gains and losses.
They enthusiastically do what the Party wants them
to do, endeavouring to surpass the set target. That
is heroism too,

We Party members, the sons of the working class,
of the working people, are very ordinary people but
loyal to the proletarian class and determined to
struggle for the people. The very fact that we are
very ordinary people makes our Party very great.
Apart from the interests of the Fatherland, of the
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working class and of the people, our Party knows no
other interests.

Yesterday’s newspapers related the story of a
militiaman named Tran Van Tan, a Lao Dong Party
member. He was entrusted with the task of getting a
quantity of timber, together with some comrades.
There was a storm and their raft threatened to break
up several times. Braving danger, Comrade Tan
plunged into the river to repair the raft. When the raft
arrived at its destination, it was found that a number
of logs were missing. Comrade Tan volunteered to go
and look for them, and he brought back all of them
after two or three days. A militiaman is a man of an
ordinary position. To get timber is an ordinary task.
But to overcome all difficulties, to fulfil one’s task,
is heroism.

At present in the countryside, a heated discussion
is going on: which way to follow, that of individualism
or that of collectivism ?

Why is our Party strong and becoming stronger and
stronger 7 Because our Party practises collecisvism.
Every Party member should do likewise. But a num-
ber of comrades have not been completely won to
collectivism, individualism among them is still pre-
vailing. For example, in the question of remuneration
they have shown discontent and jealousy. They want
to do easy jobs and avoid hard ones, etc. Those com-
rades do not remember that during the period of
underground activities, during the Resistance War,
and at present, the heroes, and the model workers
have not been struggling and making sacrifices for
any remuneration, position or rank.
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The close division of work in the Party and the
State is like clockwork. The hands of the clock and
the spring are two different parts but they act in
close unity. None of the parts of the clock can be
done without. Likewise in our society, our Party is
a closeknit collectivity which does not allow indivi-
dualism. Individualism is the source of many evils.
Everyone, whatever his work, his position may be, is
important. Any work that is useful to the Party, to
the Revolution, is honourable.

The individualists cater for their personal interests
only, not for the collectivity. They want to enjoy
material privileges, and never volunteer for work.
That is not good. With individualism there can be
no enthusiasm, no progress.

Our Party is a great collective united in thought
and in action. Every Party member must defend the
Party and the Party’s policies.

Has our Party displayed shortcomings ? It has. To
transform the old society into a new one is no easy
thing. It is like demolishing an old house and building
a new palace. In building the new palace, we cannot
avoid breaking a few bricks, spreading saw-dust, etc.
Likewise in building socialism, some shortcomings and
mistakes are inevitable. But whenever it makes a
mistake, the Party courageously admits it and resolu-
tely corrects it.

Our Party has a very effective means to make its
members progress, and the Party become stronger
and stronger: self-criticism and criticism. Lenin has
said: Only two categories of people are free from
mistakes: the feetus in womb and the dead in their
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coffins. Action is seldom free from mistakes. But
when we make mistakes, we must frankly criticize
ourselves, welcome the others’ criticisms and resolu-
tely correct our mistakes. Individualism makes us
fear self-criticism and criticism, prevents us from
resolutely correcting our mistakes. Thus it makes us
regress instead of progressing.

In a word, our Party has been struggling heroically
for the last thirty years and has won glorious
victories. At present, it has to continue the struggle
to build socialism in the North and make of the latter
a base for the struggle to reunify the country. In
this struggle we have many advantages. But we also
meet with many difficulties. If every cadre, every
Party member fulfils his duties, fosters and enhances
the spirit of collectivism, gets rid of individualism,
and closely studies politics, general education and
technical knowledge, we shall certainly overcome all
difficulties, and brilliantly fulfil our duties.

Lastly, I trust you will remember the above-
mentioned and put it into practice. At present, we
have over four hundred thousand Party members and
over six hundred thousand Lao Dong youths, a strong
government, a most heroic army, and our people are
showing great enthusiasm. Furthermore, our country
is a member of the great socialist family headed by
the great Soviet Union. Therefore, if our cadres and
Party members fulfil their duties and endeavour to
study politics, general education and technical
knowledge, we shall certainly succeed.

I wish you all continuous progress.

November 28, 1959
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BROUGHT TO
POLITICAL MATURITY THANKS TO
THE PEOPLE AND THE PARTY

I

By the end of 1925, when a little over twenty, I
worked aboard a French warship lying at anchor in
Shameen port, a French Concession in Canton. Living
far from my native country and my family, every
time I went ashore I would leave the French Con-
cession to make new friends from among the youth
of the neighbourhood, a thing which I could do easily
as I myself was a young man.

At that time I met Cam Xuyen, a Chinese who
had lived in Vietnam and spoke fairly good Viet-
namese. We became close friends and often went for
a stroll together. Both he and his wife were engaged
in revolutionary activities. I was told that Cam
Xuyen’s wife was very active. Wearing a red scarf,
she used to make propaganda among the workers.

Once, on a Sunday, Cam Xuyen bought flowers and
took me for a pilgrimage to Pham Hong Thai’s tomb
at Hoang Hoa Cuong. Standing before the hero’s last
resting place, I was greatly moved.
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Some time later, Cam Xuyen introduced me to
two Vietnamese named Ich and Vuong. Thanks to
comrade Ich who was known later as comrade Ho
Tung Mau, I became a member of the Vietnam Young
Revolutionary Comrades Association. Comrade Vuong
was also present at the admission ceremony, but he
spoke little. At that time, Canton was the revolu-
tionary centre of China and seething day and night
with public meetings of workers and of the masses.
Whenever my friends and I could leave the French
Concession, comrades Ich and Vuong took us to a
Trade Union local in some quarter and there
organized training classes for us.

““Can you go back to Vietnam?” comrade Vuong
asked me in private over a year later.

““I can,” I answered, ‘“Iwill go at once if the
Association wants me to.” '

Comrade Vuong personally made preparations for
me to return to Vietnam. When confiding tasks to me
he gave me this advice, “Don’t do anything imme-
diately after your return. Wait and see, because the
secret police will be keeping a close watch on you.”

Back in Haiphong, I lived in Cau Dat Street.
Exactly as comrade Vuong had said, the French secret
police agents were posted all day long opposite my
house so I whiled away my time until they no longer
suspected me. Only then, little by little did I get
into contact with Hong Kong to bring in political
documents. By April 1927, I went to work aboard
the Chambord. This ship made alternate sailings to
Hong Kong and Canton. Thus we had a very conve-
nient means of communication. We organized the
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smuggling into Vietnam of the Thanh nien (Youth)

monthly, the book entitled *“The Revolutionary Path”
and other materials issued by the Association which
were distributed to a large number of acquaintances
in Hanoi, Haiphong and Nam Dinh.

A man named Luu Ba Ngu was entrusted with the
task of distributing propaganda material. He inad-
vertently handed over a number of newspapers and
other material to a bookseller named Nguyen Manh
Bong. This fellow, an agent of the French colonialists,
informed them of the receipt of propaganda material.
Ngu was arrested and he said that the material had
been given him by a man named Ba working aboard
a ship. Ba was my pseudonym at that time.

The colonialists searched the ships for a man
named Ba but found none. Warned of the danger,
I left the Chambord to go to Thai Binh, and from
there to Saigon.

In Saigon I met a number of comrades who had
come from Canton and we got into contact with Ngo
Thiem. We often saw him come to a house opposite
ours but we never asked Ngo Thiem about it for the
sake of secrecy. Later, after the successful Revolu-
tion, when speaking of the old days, comrade Ton
Duc Thang told me that the house was a Party
local where he lived with comrade Dong and comrade
Ngo Thiem. ,

In Saigon, we received books and newspapers from
Siam. By the end of 1927 and 1928, the mOvement
was fairly strong, and the quantity of material
received was growing, but the living conditions of
those who devoted their whole time to revolutjonary
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activities were extremely hard. All the comrades in
our group, beside engaging in revolutionary activities,
had to work for a living. For our meals we had

only some rice and boiled vegetables and one or two

fried eggs, to be shared among six or seven persons.
Comrade Ngo Thiem was our group leader. One day,
when he came for a meeting with us, we asked him
if he had eaten, and he said he had not, so we
bought some beef soup for him. When he had finished
it, he told us that he had not eaten for three
days as the Party organ had not a cent left. On
hearing this, tears came to our eyes and Ngo Thiem
wept too, greatly moved by the revolutionary soli-
darity and comradeship binding us. From that day
we decided to eat less and spend less to save some
money for Ngo Thiem.

Before the Barbier Road murder case * occurred, I
returned to Haiphong where I immediately resumed
revolutionary activities. At that time, the Party
organization in the port city had grown in strength,
with over one hundred members.

Early in 1929, the North Vietnam bureau of the
Vietnam Young Revolutionary Comrades Association
directed all its members to proletarianize themselves.
Thereupon all of us donned blouses, and those who
could work in factories did everything possible to get
in, while those who could not did any other manual
work they could find. I tried in vain to get work in the

* After we had executed a traitor at Barbier Road, due
to the imperialists’ persecutions, our organization was
broken, a number of comrades were arrested and sentenced.
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Caron Works. Carrying out the instructions given by
the Association, a number of its members including
myself became rickshaw-pullers.

The decision on proletarianization had immediate
effects. Our comrades organized the movement of
struggle in all the factories where they worked. They
did likewise among the rickshaw-pullers. In 1930 there
was a general strike of rickshaw-pullers in Haiphong.

I found rickshaw-pulling a very convenient means
to maintain liaison with the port, with the coming and
outgoing ships. :

One day I was informed that a number of people
who had come from Hong Kong aboard a Japanese
ship were not allowed to disembark as they had not
paid the fare. They were comrade Ngo Gia Tu
and other delegates to the Vietnam Young Revolu-
tionary Comrades Association Conference in Hong
Kong. As they had left the Conference dissociating
themselves from it, they did not have money for
their journey home. Penniless but undaunted, they
boarded a Japanese ship, promising to pay on their
arrival in Vietnam.

A woman sympathizer then sold her jewels to pay
the fare for comrade Ngo Gia Tu and his companions.

I took Ngo Gia Tu to my house where he stayed
for some time. Afterwards he returned to Hanoi, issued
the Manifesto of the newly founded Indo-Chinese
Communist Party, then went to Saigon.

*
® K

By mid 1929, the Central Bureau of the Vietnam
Young Revolutionary Comrades Association sent for
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me to do liaison work between Hong Kong and Can-
ton. ‘

After the founding of the Indo-Chinese Communist
Party, the revolutionary organization abroad was still
called Vietnam Young Revolutionary Comrades Asso-
ciation.

Soon after my departure, the assassinations of Thi
Nhu and Thi Uyen took place in a lane behind the
building of the Haiphong JMutual Education Society.
This lane communicated with the Tham Thuat Passage
where I lived. The secret agents searched my house
and found a number of copies of our mimeographed
newspaper ‘‘ Red Flag”. At that time I was doing
propaganda work for the working class party.

On finding the “ Red Flag” in my house, the
secret agents arrested my mother and the comrades
who lived there.

I had left for Hong Kong ten days before.

Back in Hong Kong I again found work aboard a
French warship. Two months later, Léron, a French
inspector of secret police and a specialist on political
affairs, came to Canton, where he went to the French
sailors’ club to investigate. I felt great anxiety and
thought the moment was near when I should be hand-
cuffed. Happily, I managed to avoid arrest. I asked the
leaders of our group to let me go away, but they told
me to stay. At that time I did liaison work between
Canton and Hong Kong, was in charge of the Party
finance and did propaganda work among sailors.

Four months later, I received an order from home
to leave work aboard the French warship as the colo-
nialists were actively searching for me. A comrade in
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the Vietnam Young Revolutionary Comrades Associa-
tion then advised me to join the Communist Party.

““The Communist Party is founded at home, what
is your opinion? " he asked.

“My opinion is that I will follow which side is
right.”’

““What do you think of the Vietnam Young Revolu-
tionary Comrades Association?”

“The Association’s historic mission is over. The
revolutionary wovement in our country has reached a
stage when the organization of a Communist party
becomes a pressing need.”’

““ Which party should we follow, that in Vietnam
or that organized here?”

““ Any will do provided it conforms to the aims and
principles of the working class.”

“ The Indo-Chinese Communist Party has displayed
shortcomings, so we organized the Annam Communist
Party. But sooner or later the two parties will cer-
tainly merge into a single one.”

“Now that T am here, it is all right for me to join

the Annam Communist Party. But T wish that in the

near future all communists will belong to a unified
organization.”

{ was admitted to the Annam Communist Party
in October, 1929.

After my admission I had the choice of one of the
three tasks: either to return to Vietnam where there
was a great need for cadres ; this was the best thing to.
do, but for the fact that the French police were after
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me—to go to Yunnan to assist the comrades there in
propaganda work among the Vietnamese residents —
or to go to Shanghai to establish grassroot bases for
activities among the Vietnamese residents and soldiers
there.

Like all young people, I had a liking for new and
difficult tasks. Without hesitation I chose Shanghai.
The comrades in charge gave me a ticket costing six
dollars and told me to go to Shanghai where I was to
work for my living and to bring into being mass
organizations three months after my arrival.

In the French Concession in Shanghai, there were
4,000 militiamen and regular troops. There were
also a number of workers. With the families of the
soldiers and workers, there were altogether 6,000 Viet-
namese in Shanghai. There were 1,000 French troops
and French warships were permanently at anchor in
Woosung Port. Many ships plying between Marseilles
and Yokohama stopped at Shanghai. I knew that
Shanghai was of vital importance, but I had no
acquaintances there and did not speak the Shanghai
dialect.

On taking the six-dollar ticket and thinking of the
hard task facing me, I felt great anxiety.

Searching in my mind, I at last remembered Ba
Den, a member of the Cooks and Servants Union
founded by the Vietnam Young Revolutionary Com-
rades Association in Hong Kong. (At present, Ba Den
is working at the Nhan Dan newspaper Printing House.)
Ba Den had an acquaintance in Shanghai so I obtained
from him a letter of introduction to that acquaintance.
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In Shanghai, I put up at an hotel, then called on
Ba Den’s acquaintance, a young man named Thuyet
who was a medical student. I told Thuyet that I had
come to Shanghai looking for a job.

““That’s rather difficult,”” Thuyet said. “How about
coming to live with me in the meantime” ?

Thuyet, together with two other men named Nganh
and Tran Tam owned Tran Tam Restaurant which
catered for French soldiers. Tran Tam had overall
charge, Thuyet went to school and did book-keeping
in his spare time, and Nganh who was at the same
time a cook for a French family, got the provisions
for the restaurant. I became a waiter.

Only a few days later, I established contact with a
number of people to set up a base.

One morning, Vietnamese workers at the French-
owned Oxygen Factory in Shanghai came to our res-
taurant to collect money to assist the family of a
worker who had died aboard a ship. Seeing the
workers’ readiness to join in an act of solidarity, I
went to meet them. They were all natives of South
Vietnam and were patriotic and well-intentioned
people. But they were not class-conscious as they
had received no revolutionary propaganda.

On my suggestion, a mutual assistance organization
was founded, so that those who were living far from
their fatherland and their families might help one
another in case of need. Thus, less than a month after
my arrival in Shanghai, I could report to Hong Kong
the results of my activities.

Our mass organization was developing and b651de
the workers who were its first members, the servants,
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cooks, and small merchants soon joined. As a result,
it extended to the garrison. First to join were the
militiamen, then came men of the regular army and
sailors. Then we began to build a Party organization.

The movement was growing in strength and, having
too much work to do, I requested Hong Kong to send
some comrades to assist me. Five or six comrades in
turn came to Shanghai to work with me. Among them
was comrade Phiem Chu — whose real name was Do
Ngoc Du — one of the seven men who organized them-
selves into the first Communist cell in Hanoli.

One day I received an anonymous letter which had
the tone of a love letter. The man who wrote it asked
me to meet him in the billiard room of the Hsien
Shil Company, a big department store in Shanghai.

At the appointed time, I came to the rendezvous.
Finding nobody there I was about to leave when I
heard somebody calling from behind, “Hai’’ ! I turned
round and great was my joy: the man I saw was com-
rade Vuong!

He led me into the street, gave me his address at
an hotel and told me to come to see him the next day.
Of course, I could not miss the rendezvous with him.
During our meeting, I reported to him on my work.

Afterwards he introduced me to comrades of the.

Chinese Communist Party.

The first Chinese comrade with whom I got into
contact was Thai Xuyen, a woman, who is now a
member of the Central Committee of the Chinese
Communist Party. She came in person to the restau-
rant where I was working to fetch me and took me
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to quite a good hotel where she introduced me to a
comrade member of the Central Committee.

The latter raised the question of propaganda activ-
ities among foreign troops in Shanghai and also
discussed organization among French and Vietnamese
troops. He gave me equipment for mimeographing
with which we were to print propaganda leaflets.

But the question was how to distribute propaganda
leaflets in the vast Shanghai area ? The Chinese com-
rades told us to draw a map and mark on it the places
where the leaflets were to be distributed, and a distri-
bution group would take care of the rest. At that
time, the Chinese comrades’ activities in Shanghai
had considerably increased. There was a large number
of people specializing in distributing leaflets. The
work of agitation and propaganda was as active as
in the pre-insurrectionary period in our country.

One day, Chinese comrades threw leaflets into a.
sympathizers’ house I was visiting. The sympathizers
picked up the leaflets.

“Indeed Vietnamese revolutionaries abroad are so
many ! ”’ they said in admiration.

As the number of distributed leaflets increased the
movement spread like wild fire. With the development
of the situation, our contacts with the Chinese Com-
munist Party became closer. The Central Committee of
the Chinese Communist Party organized a committee
for propaganda activities among foreign troops, with
the participation of Vietnamese and Japanese.
Chinese comrades directly agitated among British
troops, Japanese comrades were to work among
Japanese, Korean and Formosan troops (Formosa was
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then a Japanese colony). We were in charge of Viet-
namese and French soldiers. Our liaison by correspond-
ence with the Propaganda Committee was maintained
through a bookshop owned by a Japanese comrade.
As the propaganda work expanded, it was entrusted
by the Chinese Communist Party Central Committee
to the Kiangsu Committee. Now that it was handled
by the Party primary organization, propaganda and
agitation work was intensified.

Our propaganda work spread to French troops. The
Tran Tam restaurant was frequented by them. It was
well-known that they would usually get drunk and
break up everything in sight. However, some among
them behaved correctly, looked calm, thoughtful.
When I saw such men, I would engage them in con-
versation,then introduce them to Phiem Chu who spoke
good French. He would take them out for a stroll,
and talk to them. Some French soldiers confided that
they belonged to the French Communist Party or
some mass organization of the French Communist
Party.

The movement gained not only the Vietnamese sol-
diers and militiamen, and French soldiers, but also
the Vietnamese ‘and French sailors on French liners
and warships. There were Party-organizations on nine
ships plying between Marseilles and Yokohama: the
D’ Artagnan, Athos 11, Chenonceaux, Sphinx, Porthos,
etc. The Vietnamese on all these ships, except the
Sphinx with only two Vietnamese, joined the Sailors’
Union. On some ships, there were Party members.
Liaison between Shanghai and Hong Kong, Saigon
and even Paris, was greatly facilitated.
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As the movement expanded, we took into our own
hands the distribution of propaganda leaflets. The
Chinese comrades, using maps, could distribute leaflets
only on doorsteps, outside fences or by throwing them
into railway cars, or handing them over to soldiers in
the streets. Now that we had bases everywhere, we
could drop leaflets anywhere we wanted. We also
published newspapers, the “ Political Consciousness *’
for Vietnamese residents and troops, then the
“Clarion” specially for Vietnamese troops and the
“Red Army” for French soldiers.

I remember that comrade Vuong wrote a number
of articles in prose and in verse for our newspapers. I
met him in Shanghai four times. The last time was
when he came to our place for a meeting with us. He
criticized the shortcomings in each issue of our news-
papers, told us how to write articles. I was deeply
impressed by comrade Vuong’s carefulness and
thoroughness,

One of our achievements in Shanghai which was
most interesting was the bringing of revolutionary
activities to the French warship Waldeck Rousseau.
This was the very ship on which the historic Black
Sea rebellion took place in 1918. The comrades on the
ship posted leaflets in the dining-rooms, lavatories,
and even put them into drawers. The officers were
upset but their painstaking investigations did not
reveal where the leaflets had come from. Later on, on
the occasion of the thirteenth anniversary of the
October Revolution, our comrades, dizzy with their
success, proposed to fly a red flag over the French
warship, to repeat their elders’ heroic deed in 1918.
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The Party advised them to refrain from rashness and
to carefully preserve the Party organization on the
warship.

What made us engage in our revolutionary activi-
ties with increasing ardour ? In that historic year
1930, the newspapers we received from home were
full of news of our countrymen’s spirited struggle.
That was for us a great inspiration, especially the
news about the Nghe-Tinh Soviet, which filled us, the
expatriates, with growing revolutionary enthusiasm.
Comrade Quoc Long, a native of Nghe An province
and graduate of Whampoo Military Academy, had
left Chiang Kai-shek’s army in which he served as an
officer, to join us in our secret Party activities. One
day, after reading a newspaper from home, his eyes
sparkled and he cried out joyfully, ‘“Oh, fine! they
held a meeting in my own village!”’

Ho Ngoc Lam who was then a field officer in Chiang
Kai-shek’s general staff, once came to Shanghai
from Nanking. He took us to a restaurant and in
the course of conversation, told us, ‘“Now that the
revolutionary movement in our country is so power-
ful, I am ready to go home to command the army,
if the Party wants me to do so.”

*
* 3k

At the end of 1930, I was arrested for the first
time. I then realized that the imperialists had been
tracking me for a long time. I was arrested as I was
leaving the Oxygen Factory. The French secret police
had noted that every time I came to the factory,
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propaganda.leaflets were subsequently distributed in
many places.

I had with me all the required papers and no secret
document whatever. The only thing found on me
which the police suspected was a collection of tram-
way tickets. I kept these tickets because the iron
discipline of the Party required the spending of every
cent to be justified. The secret agents examined the
tickets.

““Why do you have tickets for the Japanese and
British Concessions and even to the Chinese City (this
was the name given by foreigners to the Chinese-ad-
ministrated area of Shanghai)?”’ they asked me.

“I visited the parks,” I answered calmly. ¢ There
are beautiful ones in the Concessions and in the
Chinese City. I went there in my leisure time. *’

The police seemed to suspect that I was the man
they were looking for. But I kept on saying, ** I have
come here in quest of employment. I would be very
happy if you could give me some work to do.”

Tran Tam was called for. He was asked, as I was
facing the wall, on the police’s order, < Does Nguyen
Luong Bang live in your house ? "’

‘“ Nguyen Luong Bang ? "’ Tran Tam answered. ¢ No,
there isn’t a man of this name in my house. ”’

The Chief Inspector of secret police ordered me to
turn round. ‘

“Does this man live with you?’ he asked Tran
Tam.

““Yes. His name is Hai, he lives with us while
looking for a job.”
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“I entrust this man to you. You shall keep him
until there is a ship bound for Vietnam.”

Tran Tam took me back to his house. He was seek-
ing to get rich, and was indifferent to the revolution-
ary movement. ’

Having no clear political ideas and under the
influence of false propaganda, he praised everything
that the Chiang Kai-shek clique did. But he had no
liking for the French. He treated me nicely while I
stayed in his house, awaiting deportation.

When there was a Haiphong bound ship, militia
adjutant Thien came to fetch me. He gave me two
dollars and, pretending compassion for a fellow-coun-
tryman, he said to me,

‘I worry a great deal about you. You have found
no work here and have now to go home without
money. Since this is an order from above, we can’t
help it. You are a fellow-countryman of mine, so I
give you this tip: when you arrive in Hong Kong,
call on Mr. Suu at the Belgian Consulate, he will
help you.”

The name Suu immediately raised doubts in me.
I myself had brought that man into our organization.
How did he get acquainted with a fellow like adjutant
Thien? He must be an agent of the French sneaking
into our organization. In Hong Kong, he could, on
the imperialists’ order, hand me over to the French
secret police. ,

My mind was still busy with these thoughts when
adjutant Thien took me aboard the ship for Haiphong.
He introduced me to the ship’s compradore,
pretending great kindness to me.
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““Here is a friend of mine,” he said. ““I hope you
will take good care of him.”

I went to bed most naturally with a plan in mind
that the next morning, when the ship arrived at
Swatow port, in Kwantung province, I would go
ashore and escape. But when I awoke, the ship was
still in Shanghai port. I then confided to fellow-
passengers my two suitcases — one in rattan and the
other in cardboard — both filled with bits of old
linen, then I went about, in order to give the slip to
the secret police. I wandered all over the ship,
mingling with the crowd of passengers. As the
ship was preparing to weigh anchor, I ran down to
the quay where I pretended to buy some fruit for the
journey. I kept bargaining until the ship moved from
the quay. When the ship had turned round to make
for the sea, I jumped on a tram-car and went to the
International Concession.

*
* %

From that day, as I was known to the police, I gave
up outdoor activities and stayed at home to type and
print our newspaper.

At that time, there was a shortage of cadres in the
home country. I volunteered to go back to Vietnam. I
had made all the necessary preparations and was wait-
ing for a ship to return to Vietnam secretly. Then an
unfortunate event happened. At that time there were
in Shanghai two battalions of Vietnamese militiamen.
The revolutionary movement was developing and
many non-commissioned officers had joined our
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organization, A non-commissioned officer eagerly
expressed his desire to meet the cadre in charge of
the organization. We discussed the matter at length
and came to the conclusion that we should be vigilant
but could not refuse to meet the man.

So I went and met him in a refreshment room. I
gave him a number of leaflets to be distributed on
May Day. Then we parted. To be vigilant I chose a
deserted road but was aware. Indeed some strangers
were following me. I got on a tram-car, then boarded
a bus but they kept trailing me, I succeeded in
shaking them off only at midnight. If I had not
known the streets of Shanghai so well, I would have
led them right to my home.

I told my comrades that we should be more vigi-

“lant. A comrade said that I had attracted the police’s

attention because of the long Chinese student-style
gown, and European-style trousers I was wearing.

The next time, another comrade went to the
rendezvous. Smartly dressed, I followed him to keep
an eye on what was going on.

As we were getting near the rendezvous, we saw
that secret agents were at all street corners. Not
before midnight could we slip away from them.

The third time, I was again asked to go to the
meeting with the non-commissioned officer. I calmly
set out to fulfil my mission, guessing that the secret
police would arrest me only when they could track
me to my house. The rendezvous was at Hsien Shil
Company, a big department store in Shanghai. As I
arrived in front of the store secret agents appeared.

I did not enter the store and kept walking in the

36

street. The policemen followed me closely. I walked
ten kilometres in a drizzle, went from Nanking Road
to Hong Kow Park then to the Japanese Concession,
but the secret agents were still close behind. I bought
a package of nuts, suddenly got on a rickshaw,
telling the puller to run as fast as possible. Looking
back, I saw that they were hard on my heels.
Reaching Nanking Road, I told the rickshaw-puller
to stop and paid him generously. Then I got into the
crowded Yung On department store, boarded a lift
and disappeared in the streams of customers.

No doubt there was a traitor. Our organization local
‘was in the British Concession. We occupied the front
room upstairs and a Chinese woman was living in a
room behind ours. The landlord, a coal merchant, was
living downstairs. Usually at five we went out to
meet comrades returning from work and took them
to our place. One evening, we remarked that a man
in a room above the barber’s shop opposite our house
from time to time lifted a window curtain to look in
the direction of our room.

“Qur place may have been known to the secret
police,” I told Phiem Chu. “* Dress smartly and go to
the end of the street to see whether you are followed.’’

Phiem Chu did as I told him. He was immediately
followed by the stranger. Clearly, the fellow was a
secret police agent. We decided to change the house
where I did printing work. First, I took the documents
safely to the new address. On the second trip when I
was taking away clothes and other personal belongings,
I was arrested by the French secret police who came
to the British Concession for the purpose.
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That night, the questioning took place.

““ Where did you take your things on the first trip ?”

“ 1 gave them to a Chinese who was waiting for me
in the street.”

I was beaten time and again but said nothing. That
was why the comrades who came to my local were
greatly surprised to see the documents intact but I
was nowhere. :

Some time later, Phiem Chu was arrested while
engaging in propaganda work among French troops in
Hong Kow Park. Then Quoc Long and other comrades
fell into the trap of the imperialists’ police.

Our organization was broken up. Thuyet, too, was
arrested. He had just finished his medical studies, and
had opened a prosperous consultation office right in
the centre of Shanghai. Though he had not joined the
revolutionary movement, he was arrested and ruined
because he has had contacts with us, but he never
uttered a word of complaint.

Fifteen years after, early in the morning of
December 20, 1946, when the nation-wide Resistance
War had just broken out, I was riding a bicycle
past the Vac crossroad, in Ha Dong, when I heard
somebody calling me, ‘“Hai, hello brother Hai!”

I turned round and saw Thuyet.

““Oh, it’s you! I thought you are still in Shanghai.”

““Anh Nganh and I for a long time thought that you

had been shot or guillotined. Only after the General

Uprising did we know that you were still alive.”
“My house is a few kilometres from here, please
come with me,” he insisted.
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We talked of the past, then he told me, ‘“The whole
nation is waging a resistance war. Please let me and
my family follow you.”

From that day he took part in the Resistance. In
the first years of the war, he went to the mountainous
regions to make drugs for our cadres. Then he became
a member of the Lao Dong Party and he is now
working at Hanoi Drug Company.

As for the militia corporal who had got into our
organization and made a trap for the police to arrest
us, he subsequently proved to be a faithful agent of
the French secret police. He was promoted gradually
to the rank of adjutant. According to former Viet-
namese residents in Shanghai, when news of the
successful August Revolution reached the Vietnamese
community all were elated, except that fellow who
shot himself in the head.

II

During the month of detention in Shanghai, I was
tortured in turn by several secret agents.

One night, they beat me until I nearly lost cons-
ciousness. Then, they showed me a photograph in an
attempt to induce me to talk.
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“Do you know this man? Nguyen Ai Quoc,
your leader, has been arrested in Hong Kong. If you
have any good sense, talk!”

I looked at the photograph. Nguyen Ai Quoc was
no other than the comrade named Vuong I had met.
The police expected me to be demoralized by the news
of comrade Nguyen Ai Quoc’s arrest. On the contrary,
the name Nguyen Ai Quoc and the leader’s photo
only increased my hatred for the imperialists and my
determination to keep silent.

Phiem Chu and I were brought to Saigon, then to
Haiphong by the steamer Claude Chappe. We were
kept on the deck shackled all day long. On
board there was a regiment of French and Vietnamese

soldiers coming from France amongst whom we -

immediately engaged in propaganda work.

A passenger approached us.

« Excuse me, I would like to ask you for what
reason you have been arrested?”

““ We were arrested in Shanghai.”

“To what Party do you belong?”

““To the Communist Party.”

We were proud of the word communist. The
passenger politely took leave of us but a moment
later returned and gave us bread and food.

More and more Vietnamese soldiers came near and
we were soon surrounded by them. We intensified our
propaganda.

A French officer ordered the soldiers to stay away
from us, but we kept talking. The gendarme who
escorted us then took us to a compartment below
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filled with passengers. This was another opportunity
for us to carry out our propaganda work. The gen-
darme then took us to the cargo room. This place was
terribly hot and the gendarme remained on top of a
staircase to watch over us. The cargo room happened
to be filled with Vietnamese workers returning from
rubber plantations in South Vietnam. Over one
hundred passengers including women and children
were crowded into the suffocating cargo room. We
had an excellent occasion for our propaganda work.

The gendarme was enraged. He shouted at us and
threatened to beat us. We went on a hunger strike.
~ «If you die of starvation I'll throw you into the
sea, ” he yelled.

“ You have no right to illtreat us during. the
journey.’

““You will see who will win, we or they,”’ we said
to the passengers.

Finally, we were taken to the third-class berth
equipped with electric fans. Passengers — among
whom were many soldiers — came to comfort us. When
the ship reached Haiphong, workers from the rubber
plantations came to bid us good bye before landing.

In Hanoi, we were interned in the local jail of the
Secret police, with our hands and feet in shackles. We
went on a hunger strike until our shackles were
removed. It was late in 1931. The Criminal Court
had been abolished, and I was taken to Hai Duong
province to be arraigned before the Vietnamese Affairs
court there.

In Hai Duong prison, I fought for the removing
of shackles and chains and the distribution of blankets
and mats to all prisoners, including common - law
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convicts. When an interned bonze went insane and
attempted suicide by cutting his throat with fragments
of a bowl he had broken up, thé French governor of
the province ordered all bowls to be taken away. I
urged the fellow-prisoners to demand the restitution
of bowls, and at the same time the distribution of
raincoats and hats to go to work.

As our struggle succeeded, the common-law convicts
showed great consideration for me. They said that
they had got many things thanks to Mr. Red Star
(This is the nickname the comrades interned in the
secret police jail had given me).

I often explained to the common-law convicts, my
fellow-prisoners,

““We have succeeded because all of us have joined

in the struggle. Alone, I'could do nothing.”

Many of these men afterwards took a good attitude
towards the Revolution.

In June 1930, the Hai Duong provincial court
sentenced me to life banishment.

I was taken back to Hanoi and, on the train, an
incident took place which I could never forget. I was
a convict escorted by an armed militiaman. As I was
looking through the window at newly harvested fields,
a kindly-looking elderly woman, about fifty years old,
dressed like a small merchant, asked the militiaman
to let her sit beside me.

‘““ Excuse me, young man, could you tell me why
you have been arrested?”’ she asked me.

Seeing that she was very attentive to me, I told
her frankly that I had been arrested in Shanghai. The
woman knew about me.
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““So you are Nguyen Luong Bang from the Thanh
Mien district. I know about your affair through the
newspapers my children read to me. You young men
devote yourselves wholeheartedly to the country, we
admire you very much. Nowadays, the French who
rule our country are arresting young men like
you to put them in prison or to kill them. We are very
sorry for you all. I must tell you that I have brothers
and nephews who did revolutionary work like you who
have been arrested and imprisoned, that is why on
seeing you I can’t help thinking of them.”

Then she beckoned her daughter — a girl of eighteen
or nineteen, to approach.

“Go and get something for your brother to eat,”
she told her.

When the girl came back she brought rice cakes,
sweets, tea and lemonade, and politely invited me to
help myself.

“Don’t stand upon ceremony,” the woman said.
““ You are no stranger to us. We meet for only a short
time, so take some cakes and have some refreshment
to please me.”

All the way from Cam Giang station to Gia Lam
station, the woman remained sitting beside me, asking
me about events in France, Germany, Japan, Russia,
China and about our revolutionaries. The girl, who.
was sitting beside her mother, kept staring at me and
listening to me attentively. She was strangely sweet
and charming. Apparently they were natives of the
Lim or Dang district, in Bac Ninh province.

The woman and her daughter alighted at Gia Lam
station. Before leaving me they took all the money
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they had, one piastre and forty cents in all, and offered
it to me. I flatly refused but, as I was handcuffed, I
-could not prevent them from putting the money into
my pocket. '

They remained on the platform, seemingly reluctant
to leave me. When the train started, the kind woman
followed me with eyes filled with sadness.

“ Good luck, dear Bang, good luck!" she cried out.

The girl too kept looking in my direction.

In Hanoi jail, I kept thinking for many days of
the chance meeting in the course of the short journey.
How good these people were ! My conviction was
further strengthened as I thought of the sympathy of
our fellow-countrymen for revolutionaries, which was
o0 sincere, so natural. With cadres to propagate the
Party’s policy among the people, a revolutionary
movement would be brought into being.

I had been contemplating escape. My idea was
welcomed by comrade Nguyen Tao. As new develop-
ments were leading to a world war, many comrades
who still kept up their spirits felt impatient before the
revolutionary movement. We held a meeting under the
plank bed to discuss our escape. Comrade Le Duan and
«comrade Thuc (the latter is now working in the Public
Security Ministry) participated in the meeting.

The plan we then made could not be carried out.
After the performance of a play in which comrades
Duan, Thuc and other comrades took part, the prison
superintendent charged us with instigation to disorder
and all ninety prisoners were to be put in shackles for
a month. Comrade Nguyen Tao and I were determined
to escape by all means.
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Some comrades proposed to tear our clothes to
make. parachutes with which to jump from the roof of
the prison building. That was too risky! The only way
was to obtain our transfer to the hospital where we
would saw off the iron bars and escape.

Tao, Tuyen, Hao Lich, Dam and Man feigned illness
with various kinds of diseases and were sent to the
hospital. Cuong and I were still in the prison when a
hunger strike broke out to demand the restoration of
our rights to write letters, read newspapers and to
smoke. On the sixth day of our strike, the prison
authorities still refused to make any concession when
we got news from Tao and his friends that preparations
for escaping from the hospital were nearly complete.

How to obtain our transfer to the hospital ? Cuong
and I thought of feigning a cholera attack. Knowing
that comrade Tran Duc Thinh who was then interned
in our prison had many ingredients of Eastern
medicine, we went and asked him to give us some
ba-dau grains, hoping these would give us diarrhea.

After six days of hunger strike, our stomachs were
empty, and the grains we swallowed only caused us to
vomit. We thought of taking some blood from our
veins, and using it to feign blood vomiting. But we
could not find an injection needle to take out blood.

There was only one way left: to feign suicide by
stabbing at our necks.

We carefully stabbed ourselves, and with our necks
and breasts red with blood, ran out shouting to fellow-
prisoners to fight on, then, after crying out some

slogans, fell to the ground.
“ Oh, Red Star is dead! "’ our friends exclaimed.




Our strategem worked and we were immediately
taken to the hospital.

The physician who attended to us was a surgeon
who had just returned from France. After tending our
wounds, he sighed.

‘“ Why should you kill yourselves ?”’ he said with a
central Vietnam accent, ““ Live on! If you are falsely
accused, send a petition to the authorities. It’s no
use to commit suicide!”’

Then he called for hisattendant.

“ Dress their wounds loosely,”” he told him. ** Other-
wise, in case of their death, it might be said that
the bandage was too tight.”

Pheng and some common-law convicts put both
of us side by side on an ox-cart and took us to the
political prisoners’ ward. Cuong and I half opened our
eyes and exchanged faint smiles. -

Tao was already waiting at the door of his ward.

““Who is coming, Old Mr. Pheng?”’ he cried out
from distance.

“ Red Star and another. ”

‘“ What have they got?”’

““Six-day hunger-strike, then suicide attempt.”

We entered the ward.

“Play your parts well as there are many members
of the Nationalist Party here,’’ Tao said. ‘“ It would
be very dangerous for us if they knew you have been
feigning.”’

‘“ Five of the six iron bars have been sawn,”” he went
on. “We can get away to-morrow. Are you tooill to go?”’

‘“We can go.”
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At the far end of our room were the four cells for
prisoners who were seriously ill or those with heavy
sentences. In each of the adjoining cells was a mad-
man. A genuine madman was comrade Quy, an elec-
trician from Nam Dinh province, who had gone insane
after being struck on the head with a hammer by the
colonial police.

The other man, who was only feigning insanity,
was Tuyen, one of our comrades. He beat the door with
his fists to make a din which jammed the sawing
noise.

“Bearded” doctor came and after examining Cuong
and I, ordered us to be taken to a cell and locked
up. I was getting anxious. Tao and Dam succeeded
in inducing the guard to lend them the key of our
cell, saying that they wanted to come and see us.
When they left our cell, they did not lock the door.

In the prisoners’ room there were many members
of the Nationalist Party. The previous time when I
came to the hospital with a genuine illness, they imme-
diately spread the rumour that Red Star was attempt-
ing escape. For this reason, the comrades decided that
I should be the last to get out, so as not to raise the
Nationalists’ suspicion. The Nationalists too had come
to the hospital to attempt escape. Most of them
belonged to well-to-do families, had money, but as they
were poorly organized, their plan could not be carried
out. We could not let them know that we were making
preparations to escape, especially as one of them, Iron-
faced Lam, was fiercely anti-communist.

How to get away without letting them know?
Various ways were proposed. Finally, we decided to
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offer them coffee mixed witha quantity of sleeping
drug.

Our plan worked and we learned later that they fell
into a deep sleep until they were awakened the next
morning by the gendarmes who came to investigate
our escape.

We in turn left the ward through the window,
the iron bars of which had been sawn off.
With a cord made by torn blankets, we got to the
ground, then climbed up the wall, the top of which
was covered with broken glass, got through the
barbed wire and jumped down into the street.

We were in Phu Doan Street. It was Christmas-Eve.
People were crowding into Huyen Lane, thronging
into the Big Cathedral. We mingled with the crowd.

For our escape we needed money. After we got the
money, we had to find a way to keep it until we
got out.

Cuong had a twenty-piastre banknote. He entrusted
it to me while we were still in Hanoi prison.

Those twenty piastres, added to the sum in Hao
Lich’s possession, were divided among us, each getting
about five piastres. According to the set plan, Tao’s

group went southward, while Cuong and I went north. -

After a six-day hunger strike and with the slashes at
our necks still bleeding, we were dead tired. But
once on the road, we kept on walking, forgetting all
our pains and weariness. It was a windy winter night
and biting cold. We felt the wind lashing our faces
as we reached the Red River bank. We stole down
under the bridge and, striding among the reeds and
along the edges of maize and bean fields, we went
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straight to Nghi Tam, Tu Tong. There we hired a
sampan to sail upstream to Viet Tri. It was dusk by
midway. We told the boatman to let us get ashore. It
was somewhere in Yen Lac district, Vinh Yen province.
Cuong and I managed to make a place for sleeping
between the furrows of a ploughed field, and slept
soundly until the next morning. We walked all day
along the canal, cutting across the fields, going up
hill and down dale until evening when we got near
the village of Cuong’s mother. Cuong told me to let
him go there alone and seek contact with our organ-
ization in the village. He took me to a deserted
wood and told me to wait there, and he would send
someone with food for me.

I sat there in the pitch dark night, under the
chilly drizzle. I was wearing two suits of clothes
which my comrades had given me. On the way I had
bought a palm-leaf raincoat and leaf hat, but T still
felt the cold, and a vague fear crept upon me. I was
afraid of snakes, boas and tigers. It would be stupid to
die here, in this wood, after such an effort to escape. I
groped my way to the ricefields, gathered some straw
to cover my body and hoped to have a sleep. But I felt
very cold — it was terribly cold that year — and could
not sleep a wink. When morning came I withdrew to
the wood, hiding myself in the bushes, looking around
to guard against snakes and wild beasts. That night I
had again to sit there in the rain. Thus I spent the
whole day and also the following day waiting for
someone to bring me food. Nobody came. I was raven-
ous and my nerves were strained with impatience.
The next morning, having no sight of Cuong I decided
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to go down to the provincial town and try to contact
some people whom Cuong had once told me were
sympathizers. However, when I knocked at their
doors and gave a hint of my case, nobody wanted to
take me in.

*
* %

My vain trip to the town had only provided me
with the opportunity to take some food, which gave
me back some strength to live and to face the forth-
coming difficulties. When I came back to the wood,
I met a man who looked much like Cuong. He was
indeed Cuong’s brother.

¢ My brother came here with some friends to take
you home,” he told me. ‘“But he didn’t find you.
Where were you last night ?”

«As I had waited in vain in the wood,” I said,
I went to the field and spent the night there.”

“Cuong charged me with telling you to stay in
this wood for some more time. He will come and take
you home tonight or to-morrow night.”

I went back to the wood. It kept on raining uncea-
singly. I waited there for two days and two nights.
On the third right, I was out of patience and ventured
to go to the village and knocked at Cuong’s brother’s
door.

The door half opened and the man waved me away.

““Cuong has been arrested,” he whispered, ‘ get
away ! The secret agents are prowling the village.”

Where to go? I hurried back to the wood and sat
down for a while, thinking over what to do. Then I
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made up my mind to go to Thanh Mien where I
thought I would be safe.

I used the torn piece of blanket as a scarf around
my neck to hide the bandaged wound on my throat.
Then I went straight to the provincial town and
bought a ticket at the railway station.

For many days, the police and guards had been
searching the people at the station. They told the
travellers to take off their hats and their scarves. It was
indeed quite easy to recognize the signs which Cuong
and I bore: shaved head, wounded neck. But they
were not very intelligent: they searched only the
coming and not the leaving travellers.

I travelled in the train to Yen Vien station where -
I jumped down. Cutting across the ricefields, I went
to Ngat Keo and had breakfast there. Afterwards I
boarded a bus which travelled to Quan Goi and I
walked to Thanh Mien.

When I was in Hai Duong prison, I enjoyed much
sympathy from the common-law prisoners. A fellow-
prisoner named Cuu Tan, who was native of my district,
often said to me, “ When you get out of prlson,
please don’t forget to call on me.

I had never before expected to have such an early
opportunity to respond to his invitation. I arrived at
his house very late at night, and he welcomed me
warmly. When in bed, I told him my real position. A
friend in needs is a friend indeed: Cuu Tan was very
kind to me, taking all precautions to hide me.

He took me to Ap Don and entrusted me to a farm
labourer named Tu Hoi, a close friend of his, saying
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that I was an unfortunate relative in need of protec-
tion. Tu Hoi agreed at once. Later on, when Cuu Tan
disclosed to him that I was in fact a revolutionary
activist, Tu Hoi and his wife showed no fear. The
only trouble was that they were too poor. Their
children having hardly enough to eat, it was a heavy
burden for them to feed another mouth.

“You are too poor, friend, "’ I said to them one day.
« My staying here has caused so much trouble for
you. I wish to ask you permission toleave to-morrow.”’

““No, don’t go anywhere,” they said. ‘It would
be a pity if they arrested you again. Please stay here
with us and share our frugal meals.”

The peasants were so kind, even when they were
not yet conscious of revolution. That gave me a more
profound confidence in the masses. I realized that good
people were many while the traitors were but a
handful. Later or, after my second arrest, Tu Hoi
was also imprisoned for some time. His family was
broken and driven away as far as Vinh Yen province.
During the Resistance War, he also gave shelter to our
cadres working in the enemy’s rear. After the restora-
tion of peace, on visiting Hanoi, they came and saw me.

“When you stayed at our home,” Mrs Tu Hoi
reminded me of the old days, “we used to say to
each other, why, this gentleman is obviously not a
farmer, yet he is quite strong at work.”

When I first came to Tu Hoi’s, I indeed knew
nothing about farming. Coming out of jail I had a
pale complexion. I had to tell the neighbours that I
had come back from Cochinchina where I had been
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ill from malaria while working in the rubber planta-
tions. As my white thighs caught too much attention,
I had to cover them with mud every time I went to
the fields. After a few months, my complexion soon
turned dark. I worked very hard at farm work ; I could
do almost everything a peasant could do: carrying
paddy sheaves, manuring, threshing, and so on. I was
also learning to harrow and was about to know how
to plough when I was arrested again.

Some time after my arrival at Ap Don, I sought
to create a revolutionary nucleus there and published
the Cong Nong (Workers and Peasants),an underground
periodical written and duplicated by myself in a most
rudimentary way. It was widely circulated in the area
and even reached the Haiphong ship workers who
sometimes sent me some money to support the publi-
cation. I still remember a young catholic in Ap Don
whom I had won over to our cause and who used to
go to Sat market to buy paper, ink and other printing
material for me. He helped me diligently and knew
how to keep our work secret.

When I was arrested, no one in Ap Don would
disclose to the French the names of those who had
contact with me. The peasants there, who were Bud-
dhists and mostly Catholics, though not fully cons-
cious of the revolution, hated the French and injustice
and were willing to protect the revolutionary
activists.

Arrested again by the imperialists, I was once more
sentenced to life imprisonment.

*
%k
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Twice sentenced to life imprisonment, I never
resigned myself to let my life be undone by impe-
rialist fetters.

I was deported to Son La together with comrade
Truong Chinh. When my comrades were released, I told
them to organize my escape after they had gone home.
But this could not be done because they were too busy
with the work in the Democratic Front which was in
full swing, and besides owing to the distance com-
munication was difficult.

I was thus the only communist staying in Son La
together with four other prisoners who were members
of the Nationalist Party. Three of them were later
won over to the cause of communism and fought in
our ranks. During many years, we had nothing to do
but to learn and to teach each eother.

My comrades who had been released often thought
of me. They sent me a lot of gifts onthe occasion of the
1937 New Year’s Day. Then they sent me our periodi-
cals. These were addressed to two electricians, our
sympathizers in Son La. It was a hard way for these
papers to reach me. My two friends would put them
into a tarred tin box which they buried at a place
near a pillar of Ban Giang bridge, at an end of Son La
town. Twice a week as the prisoners were allowed
to take a bathe in the stream, I managed to go to the
place, unearth the box, remove the papers, then put
the box again in the same place. During three years,
I regularly received many newspapers, 7in Tuc, Dot
Nay, and others, the one replacing the other that had
been banned by the authorities. Thanks to these period-
icals, I always had the impression that in spite of my
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loneliness in the prison, I was still in contact with
the Party, I could still feel the breath of the revolu-
tionary movement which was seething and developing
every day. It was indeed thanks to them that I was
able to maintain my fighting spirit, to overcome
pessimistic thoughts which sometimes crept upon me
in the lonely life of a deportee in this remote place.
Towards mid 1940, comrade To Hieu was sent to
Son La. After To Hieu’s arrival, a Party cell was set
up in the prison, and we talked about organizing an
escape. Preparations began from that time. We tried
to look for sympathizers amongst the Thai people and
especially the youth. We prepared medicine, money,
clothes and, first of all, identity cards. A sympathetic
clerk in the French Resident’s office provided us with
brand new cards. Having no seal, we counterfeited it.
In summer 1943, as the Viet Minh movement was
strongly spreading throughout the country and the
Party needed more and more cadres, the Party cell of
the prison decided to organize an escape for comrades

Ninh, Tran, Hien and mysel{.

Our escape from Son La prison has been thoroughly
described by Tran Dang Ninh in his book ¢ Twice
Escaping from Prison”. Thinking of this escape, we
can never forget comrade Gia, a young Thai who had
shown us the way out of Son La province and who
was arrested and shot by the imperialists after he
had fulfilled his mission and returned home. He was
enlightened to the need for revolution by comrade
Hoan, and was one of the first Thai members of the
Youth Union for National Salvation. Many other Thai
of his age who were educated at the same time
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with him by the Son La prisoners later became good
cadres of the Viet Minh movement, in the fight to
liberate the North-Western region and in the building
of socialism in this region at present.

Nearly a month later, after braving many a diffi-
culty, Ninh and I contacted comrade Hoang Van Thu
at Van Phuc village, Ha Dong province. We spent a
whole night talking. We were glad to hear about the
development of the revolutionary movement. Then
from Van Phuc, comrade Ninh and I went through
Mo, Cot, Buoi villages to the Red River bank, cross-
ing the river in a ferry at Tu Tong. Over ten years
before, when Cuong and I escaped from Phu Doan
Hospital, we also took a boat at this place to go
upstream. At that time, the revolution was like in a
foggy night. Now, it was seething everywhere with

the vigour of a young boy growing into manhood...

Following our guide, comrade Bach Thanh Phong, we
crossed the river and met comrade Truong Chinh
who had been waiting for us there, in the midst of a
ricefield. I remained to work with him while comrade
Ninh went to Bac Ninh to meet comrade Hoang
Quoc Viet,

Comrade Truong Chinh told me to go to Trai (Vong
La) village, opposite Chem village, and promised to
send someone for communication. There, I lived
with a comrade who in order to ensure my safety,
did not allow me to leave my room in the daytime.
I might only have a walk in the courtyard after
nightfall. He was keen on keeping me in secrecy, but
his too great esteem for a Party cadre nearly betrayed
my presence there.

56

Those days I was expecting a liaison from comrade
Truong Chinh. One day my host asked a certain
scholar from Dong Ngac village to come and make
some inscriptions in Chinese on his altar tablets.
This scholar was a relative of the head of Trai village.
So the latter was also invited to a dinner in my
host’s home.

Before the dinner, my host often came into my
room to bring me food. I protested but he would
never agree to let me have dinner after his guests.
His coming into my room was noticed by the village
head who suspected my presence. He prowled around
my room before sitting down at the table. I then
opened a large trunk and hid myself inside it. Just
after that, my host’s son-in-law, whom I knew as
hostile to the revolution, came straight into my room.

Thinking that my presence had probably been
revealed, my host arranged my transfer to another
comrade’s house. But when I got to a place where a
liaison agent was to meet me, I found nobody so I
waited there under the shade of a kapok tree. As ]
was a stranger there the little buffalo-boys gathered
around me and asked, ¢ Whom are you waiting for?”’

I waited there till after nightfall without meeting
anyone. Then I crossed the river and went through
Chem village to Hanoi.

I went straight to comrade Vu Dinh Huynh’s house,
whom I met in Son La in 1940. He had been arrested
together with other comrades who collaborated in
publishing the Tan Xa Hoi (New Society), during the
period when we carried out legal activities. He was
relcased after serving his sentence.
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He told me to stay at his home, which was in Nha
Ruou Street, and wait for comrade Van Tien Dung
who used to come there, disguised as a Buddhist
monk, to meet other comrades.

I remained there about a month without meeting
comrade Dung. I again left Hanoi and returned to the
place where I first came after my escape from Son La.
The comrades who put me up were two extremely
poor brothers in Yen Thanh hamlet, Mai Linh village.
Their meals consisted only of some rice blended with
maize, some boiled vegetables with salt. They had
not even a rush mat to serve as cover in those winter
days. It was true that, in those times, only such poor
people dared to have me in their home. The two

comrades and their parents were extremely kind to

me. Their parents, wives and children all died during
the terrible famine of 1945. The two comrades also
fell during the Resistance War.

There, in Mai Linh village, I succeeded in again
contacting the Central Committee. Meeting comrades
Truong Chinh and Viet, I saw that they were sad.
They told me the news: comrade Hoang Van Thu had
been arrested. We were much afflicted by this event
and thought of comrade Thu with regret.

The enemy was intensifying its repression against
the revolutionary movement. That was why my
making communication with the Party had met with
so many difficulties. .

Comrades Truong Chinh and Viet gave me the
responsibility of propaganda activity in a safe area,
propaganda work among the soldiers and financial
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matters upon assuming my task as the Party’s
treasurer.

‘“ How much money is there in the Party’s fund ?”*
I asked them.

““ There are twenty four piastres in all,’”’ comrade
Truong Chinh answered.

In late 1943 and early in 1944, the revolutionary
movement was at its height. The expenditures of the
Party were increasing day by day. The propaganda
work of the Party and the Viet Minh required an
ever larger amount of material, ink and paper. With
only a lithographic-stone our ““ printing "’ house which
was managed by comrade Khiem put out two clan-
destine periodicals —- Co gia:s phong (Liberation Flag)
and Cuu Quoc (National Salvation). Money was
not a decisive factor, but it would greatly help the
movement.’

I then remembered that comrade Huynh had once
communicated to me something to which I had not
given much attention: a certain Party sympathizer,
upon learning of Red Star’s escape from prison, wished
to offer me a sum of money, some cloth and advised
me to go to China.

I told comrade Huynh to arrange my meeting with
this friend in the very centre of Hanoi. This Party
sympathizer handed me ten thousand piastres for the
Party’s fund. Later he continued to give us morc mo-
ney. He is now working in a government office and I
often meet him. The Party never forgets those who
have shown such sympathy for the revolution.

With the money the first thing we did was to buy
more equipment for our printing house : lithographic-
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stones, printing -types, letter paper found on the
black market, etc. We could then print various kinds
of posters—some in French, and special issues of our
newspapers. That sum was also partly used as capital
for some trades destined to get more profits for the
Party’s fund. From Thuong Cat village where I stayed,
I directed a network of traders. We dealt in anything
we could : rice, vegetable oils, timber, treacle, etc.
By the end of 1944, the great famine began to
sweep over the country. As people were living in
extreme poverty, we always paid them for our meals.
In Lien Mac village, I stayed at the home of a
middle peasant. He had not enough rice and had to
eat vegetables, maize and potatoes instead, and even
bran soup. I remember that at that time our cadres
in Nam Dinh and Thai Binh regions, when asking the
Central Committee for food allowances, did not ask
for the price of rice but for that of bran soup. |
After 1 became the Party’s treasurer, I suggested
to the Party Central Committee and the General Com-
mittee of the Viet Minh to issue treasury bonds. My
suggestion was adopted. The bonds were printed in
the Party’s printing office by means of a new press
invented by comrade Hoang, who used for that
purpose a bicycle crank - gear. The bonds bear this
inscription printed in red ink, ““ The Fatherland will
remember your contributions’ and below, another
line of three words, ‘* Independence, Freedom, Hap-
piness. ’” I had the honour to sign on these bonds with
the pseudonym Trieu Van. I took that pseudonym in
memory of an old revolutionary, Dinh Chuong Duong;
who took the pseudonym Trieu Phong after the name
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of a district in Quang Tri province. The seal affixed
on the bonds was a copper one. I have asked many
comrades without success, the name of the unknown
artisan who made that historic seal.

The bonds issued by the Viet Minh were warmly
appreciated by various sections of the people. (For
that reason they were counterfeited by the Nationalist
and Restoration parties). They made a valuable con-
tribution to our preparations for the general uprising
in August 1945 by our Party and entire people.

In the Party, there were severe regulations con-
cerning financial questions. At our meetings, comrades
Truong Chinh, Viet and I always reported to one
another our smallest expenses. Every cent spent for
tea or fares had to be noted down on a long thin piece
of paper hidden somewherc about our bodies. After
adding up the expenses, we counted the change in our
pockets. Except for the printing workers who had to
work very hard and so had the right to some extra
pocket money, we all were given only enough money
for two meals a day.

At that time, comrade Thu was executed and com-
rades Truong Chinh, Viet and I stayed respectively
in Bac Ninh, Hung Yen and Ha Dong provinces. We
used to meet in comrade Hoi’s kitchen, on the other
side of the Red River. Sometimes our meeting lasted
until far into the night and we slept there, in the
kitchen. At other times, we met ina hut in a garden of a
peasant member of the Peasants for National Salvation
Association. In those winter nights, we had to gather
bamboo twigs and leaves to make a mattress, as we
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had neither mat nor cover. We had often to tear away
the thorns which stung us during the night.

Later on, we managed to meet at a pagoda. It was
still very cold. We spent the night there, lying close
to one another, and the next morning, continued our
meeting. We also used to meet at the pagoda of Dong
Ky village. The monk and the nun of this pagoda
were very kind. They considered us as their relatives.
At first we had to pay for our meals, then later the
monk said that as the pagoda was now better off, he
would not accept our money. Indeed, our meals were
better than before, though still very meagre. We held
our meetings there many times. One night, as an
enlarged meeting of the Central Committee Standing
Board was going on, the village chief constable broke
in and asked, ““ Why are there so many strangers in
the pagoda ?”* The monk answered calmly that we were
all acquaintances from his own native village who were
driven here by famine, looking for some jobs, But the
constable did not go away. Feeling the danger, we
managed to get away through the garden and continued
our meeting at the-next village, Dinh Bang.

That night was March 9, 1945, the very day when
the Japanese coup-de-force took place. Far away, in
Hanoi, gun shots were resounding. It was in that
errant meeting that we adopted the directives on the
Japanese-French conflict and our action.

£
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Early in August, 1945, we reached the Viet Bac
guerilla base to hold the plenum of the Party Central
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Committee and the National Congress at Tan Trao
village. I again had the opportunity to meet Uncle Ho.

During those historic days, he lived in a little bam-
boo cottage, at the foot of Re col. We stayed in Cay
Da hamlet, not far from there, and we used to go to
see him at night. Once, in the course of our conver-
sation, he stared at me and said, ‘“ You look much
older than in the days you were in China.”

I asked him, “* You still remember me? ”’
““Of course, why not? " he replied.
“You, too, look much older than before,” I said.

At that time, Uncle Ho was not in good health.
Having just recovered from illness, he looked thin and
pale. I recalled the first time I met him in Canton,
some twenty years before,

The National Congress in Tan Trao elected a Na-
tional Liberation Committee. I still remember that
after the election, all the members of the Committee
stepped out in front of the Tan Trao temple to swear
an oath. Uncle Ho himself read the oath. That was
an extremely solemn moment for every member. One
felt that the revolution was entering a completely
new stage. An armed guerilla unit fired three bursts
of shots to salute the historic event of the nation.
Later, in Hanoi, the National Liberation Committee
was enlarged and transformed into the first Provi-
sional Revolutionary Government of the Vietnam
Democratic Republic. With the agreement of the
Central Committee and President Ho, I asked for my
withdrawal from the Government to work in the Viet
Minh Front and to take charge of the Party’s finance-
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After my trip to Hue, together with comrades Tra'n
Huy Lieu and Cu Huy Can, to represent the Pr(_)Vl-
sional Government in accepting Bao Dai’s abdication,
I was charged, upon my return to Hanoi, with looking
after the President. During those days we were
overburdened with work, the President was busy all
day long. On September 2, 1945, after reading the
Declaration of Independence at Ba Dinh Square, he
went straight to the Government building and worked
till far into the night, receiving innumerable comrades
who came to ask for directives. In the Govern-
ment building, he used to have his meals together
with other cadres and employees. The cooks would
prepare a large camp kettle of rice and some stewed
fish to be shared by all comrades working there. At
night, I accompanied the President to No. 8, Le That

To Street. _

Numerous difficulties followed one another. The
French unleashed war in the South. The troops of
Chiang Kai-shek, under the pretext of disarming -the
Japanese, poured into the North. The President had
known too much of the Chinese Kuomintang, and
before their arrival, he already predicted that they
would drag in all kinds of counter-revolutionaries to
carry out subversive activities in our country. He
said, **Our policy towards them should be that of Cau

Tien *”’.

*je. the policy of patience and temporary resignation
practised by Cau Tien, an ancient Chinese king who had
endured untold sufferings before beating his cncmy. (Trans-

lator)
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And during those days when the people’s power was
very precarious, when difficulties seemed insurmount-
able, the President and the Central Committee, rely-
ing firmly upon the clearsighted patriotism and the
invincible force of unity of the people, steadily
led the whole Party and nation in the struggle and
succeeded skilfully in eliminating one enemy after
another. In those extremely perilous moments, the
President not only had to think over every question
day and night but he himself had to deal with the
reactionary Kuomintang. Our people’s forces even-
tually won and the clearsightedness of our leader had
safely steered the ship of revolution through a route
scattered with dangerous reefs.

In those days of tension, I used to take him to
the suburbs every night. (The house in which he spent
his nights was situated on the La Thanh dike,
between Ngoc Ha and Buoi market). On my return to
Hanoi after the war, I revisited the place but found
no house there: it had been completely destroyed by
war without leaving a trace. He would continue to
work far into the night. The next morning, he would
wake me up before dawn to go to the city where he
would begin his workday very early. In winter, it was
biting cold when getting to the car, but he would
wear only a single khaki suit.

Since I met him in Canton, Shanghai, I have had
many opportunities to live with him and I always
found that he led a very simple life. I remember
having once met him in his study at Shanghai. It was
in winter, the temperature was down to some degrees
below freezing point. Though we had not enough to

5—AHP 65



eat, we always had to get some coal for heating, as it
was intolerably cold. That day, upon entering his
study, I shivered with cold, whereas outside, in the
street, I was kept warm by moving.

“ Why, how can you work here without heating ?”,
I asked.

I have no stove.”

“ But it is too cold.”

“T am used to that.”

He was then working at his desk which was loaded
with books and papers in various languages.

His life is a most worth-while book to be
written.

*
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Recalling these past facts, I remember how many
are the comrades and friends who have fought together
for the Party’s ideal, who have guided me, helped me.
sharing the same joys and pains during the days of
hard struggle. Many of them have passed away. The
more our Party’s work is developing, the more I
regret the passing of those comrades.

Recently I had the opportunity to talk with
President Ho about Cam Xuyen, the friend who led
me to the Revolution, to him. He also thinks of him
quite often, that kind-hearted, merry and resourceful
young man. The President said that he had tried to
enquire the man, but he could not find the trace of
him or his wife anywhere. It is presumed that they
both fell in the Canton Commune movement.

Efter NGUYEN LUONG BANG
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NEVER TO GIVE UP WORKING SO
LONG AS ONE LIVES

When I was taken into the < death ’ cell of Saigon
prison there were already three non-political prisoners
sentenced to death there. Thanh and Ro had each been
given a sentence of exilement to the Poulo Condore
island jail, but were later sentenced to death on
murder charges. The third detainee, Mot Dam, was
charged with committing a murder in Gia Dinh. They
recognized that I was a political prisoner and sympa-
thized with me from the very first moments.

“Mr. Nho had been in this cell,” they told me.
“That copy of the ballad Kim Van Kieu is his.”

Ly Tu Trong was called Mr. Nho by non-political
prisoners in this cell, and even by security agents and
prison guards, as a mark of their respect.

Trong had been here, I said to myself. In a corner
of the cell, there were some book leaves that had
already turned yellow. They were some pages from
Nguyen Du’s ballad Kim Van Kieu left behind by
Trong. The great national poet had been with this
communist even in this death cell and until the
moment he stepped up on the guillotine.
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Trong had passed away, but the torn book Kim
Van Kieu was still kept in the cell and the name Mr.
Nho still remained in the hearts of these non-politicat
prisoners sentenced to death.

I gathered the several pages left from the ballad,
and the memory of Trong burned deep into my soul.

On the day Trong was executed, I was still
detained at My Tho jail. On the previous day, all the
detainees held a protest hunger strike.

I was arrestedin My Tho on a charge of - attempted
murder during a demonstration, arson and dis-
turbances of security and order ”’. This was the first
May Day demonstration to be held in broad daylight
in My Tho in 1931. The demonstrators captured and
shot a village official on account of his crimes against
the people.

The imperialists took me to different prisons. Finally
they put me into the death cell, after the special
criminal court had pronounced a death sentence
against me. I was then 20 years old.

The death cell was a small room 3 by 6 metres in
size, sealed by 3 walls and an iron gate. In one of the
walls, a piece of iron, riddled with holes which were
too small to push a cigarette through, served as a
window. No daylight entered the cell, and a fire-
coloured light was kept on throughout the day. It was
extremely hot. 1 lay flat on the cement ground
undressed, one of my legs confined to the stocks, which
ran the length of the cell. Every two or three months,
the security agents unlocked the stocks so that my
other leg could take its turn. Each time I had the
position of my leg changed, all other prison cells were
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kept under lock and key, and troops, guards and
security agents were mustered. Except for a chamber
rot made of sheet iron, not a single metal object
was to be found in the cell. The only utensils were a
coconut shell bowl and a wooden barrel with a rattan
hoop. The prison guards, most of whom were natives
of Corsica, were constantly afraid of the prisoners,
whose hearts were filled with hatred. Thanh, Ro and
Dam cursed them almost non-stop. Each time the
guards opened the cell to give food to the prisoners,
they were cursed. Once a guard had the chamber pot
overturned on his head, but withdrew quietly with
his body covered with excrement.

A French priest visited them in the cell. “Is there
anything I can do to help you?”’, he asked.

From the end of the cell, a prisoner sat up.

*“Come in Father,” he said politely. ““ I would like
to talk to you.”

No sooner had the French priest come in than the
prisoners seized him and pulled his beard, shouting,
‘“Stay here with us, Father, to share our joy.”

I was not in favour of such actions.

The secret agents and prison guards took the atti-
tude ““ Don’t worry about them, they are mad dogs .
In their minds, it seemed, communists and other
persons sentenced to death were all alike.

“One lives to good deeds, good deeds live for ever,”
I said to Thanh, Ro and Dam. ““ Even though we are
going to be guillotined, we will never allow our
virtue to be stained. Virtue is its own reward. The
guillotine is in the next room, but we must behave
correctly, and live as men. In so doing, we will come
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to realize that their law always betrays their will,
even despite the introduction of death sentences.”

Thanh, Ro and Dam listened to me attentively.

<« What we live for is where we differ,”’ I continued.
« We are working for the revolution. I have been in
different jails and acquainted with many non-poli-
tical prisoners. In general, they follow the political
prisoners. A man cannot behave otherwise. We shail
never allow the colonialists to hold us in disdain...”

«“We understand,” they replied. “We know that
murder is a bad deed. But we are driven into an
impasse.”

I explained them what their impasse really was. “In
the long run,” I said, “all social evils are the products
of the French colonialist regime. To get rid of
poverty and all other evils, it is necessary to over-
throw this regime and build a new society, a com-
munist society. To curse and beat the prison guards
is of no avail. We must strike at the root, which is
the exploitation and oppression of man by man.

I started ¢ organizing’’ the cell. Things could not
run smoothly if one did whatever one liked in dealing
with the guards I thought. We had better appoint a
delegate to contact them. Thanh, Ro and Dam agreed
to this, and unanimously chose me. Since then, the
cell had become shipshape. Each morning, our cook,
who is a prisoner too, but not sentenced to deatl,
came and asked what we required for our meals, and
we gave our orders.

Formerly, Thanh, Ro and Dam liked to nag at the
cook : «“ Listen, go to Ben Thanh market and bring us
fresh vegetables,” or «* Listen, we want a fat capon
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cock. Make sure that it is a live one, and we must
hear him crow before you kill him. ”

The French used to give good food to prisoners sen-
tenced to death. *“ Give them good food before they
die,”” they said. So we had ham, fried chops, roast
chicken or French dishes as our daily meals. If there
was anything we wanted, we only needed to ask.

We ate rice crust * only when it was scorched a
golden brown. Our comrades outside were correct when
they said that to enter the death cell was “to go and
eat scorched rice crust with a coconut shell spoon. "’

Near the death cell there was a cell for women
prisoners, both political and non-political. Sitting at
the door of the cell, we could see them. Many prisoners
took their children with them. The sight of these
little creatures, thin and dirty, playing in the prison
grounds gave us much food for thought. I told my
prison mates to put aside part of our daily food ration
for them. At each meal, we distributed a ration,
copious enough, to the children in the women prisoners’
cell. It was a habit with the children to look at us
from afar, waiting for their share when it happened
that our meals were not given in due time.

*
* ¥

Seeing that they now received less beatings and
coarse words, the security agents and prison guards
began to come nearer to the cell, but cautiously all

* The crust of rice sticking to the bottom and sides of
the pan after cooking is slightly burnt and crisp, and has a
toasted flavour.
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the same. They knew that this was thanks to the pre-
sence of a political prisoner, and consorted with me.
I myself enquired of them how things were going on
in Saigon to take the weight off my mind.

A prison guard, Alexandre by name, who happened
to be a socialist, made friend with me. Once he asked
me thoughtfully, *“One of the things that amazes me
most and that I cannot understand is why the com-
munists are always in a cheerful mood, even though
they know they have not long to live. When they are
still at large, they fight painstakingly. Kept in prison,
they behave correctly.”

““ The communists always behave correctly,” I told
him. ““Qutside or inside the death cell it makes no
difference. You are amazed, because you mistakenly

believe that the meting out of capital punishment
would make us lose our reason and become frantic

with terror. But the communists see clearly which
way to go and know what their aims are, and are
therefore clear-minded. Capital punishment may bring
madness and wildness to those who have no aim in

life, no political ideal, no future. As for us, we see
our future clearly. Although I am sentenced to death,

my future is that you will cease to exist, while we
shall gain our independence and communism will be
achieved in our country. We are fully conscious that
while carrying out the revelution to overthrow this
regime, we cannot avoid being arrested or killed.
Among us it is a case of life and death. To be kept
in this cell is not strange to me.”’

The secret agents and prison guards said among
themselves, ‘At death’s door, the comrnunists continue
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to behave correctly. They rise above all pettiness.
They have their own greatness.”

Alexandre was later transferred to Poulo Condore
where he met me again. He no longer beat the priso-
ners> He even told me news broadcasts.

Once, I jokingly told them, *“ Your system of capi-
tal punishment is very cruel and horrible. Horrible
for you too, because you impose it and are unable to
handle it. You are beaten and cursed by non-political
prisoners. Death sentences, for the communists, are
ineffective. We are transforming this horrible system
for you as well. You must be very thankful to us for
this. ”

They tried to save their face, saying, ‘“ Aha! these
non-political prisoners! Who cares about them, the
mad dogs!”

Unfortunately, one of the prisoners, Thanh or Ro,
I cannot remember, who knew a little French, sat up
briskly and shouted, *“ Who are you to say we are
mad dogs, damn you! Let’s give him a chamber
pot.”

I immediately held him back. The guards made off
quickly, their face taking on a bewildered look.

*®
%k ok

In the cell, we played cards and dice we had made
ourselves for amusement. We glued scraps of paper
together to make cards. We moulded bread-crumbs to
make dice. We smoked and applied the cigarette to
the wall to get off some tar for the black spots on the
dice. We crumpled the wrapping paper from cigarette
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packets and inlaid it in the dice to make red spots.
Our meals were followed by chatting. When we were
tired of chatting, we played cards and chess. It was
true ““gambling”’. Those who lost the games were
forced to take as much food as they could.

In the central prison, there was a library to cater
for the French. I borrowed books and read them, and
then told the stories to Thanh, Ro and Dam, to their
great delight. We read such books as Les Miscrables
by Victor Hugo and Les Trois Mousquetaires by Alex-
andre Dumas. '

I then thought of helping them to read and write.
“Do you want to learn a few words?”

““ Heavens! What’s the use? We are going to leave
this world. We are sticking our heads on the guillo-
tine. Don’t talk about learning, man.”

«Don’t talk like that. We cannot remain idle, unless
we think we are useless. If we are still of any use
to society, we must work so long as we live. Learning
is working. Here, we learn in order to be able to read
books. This gives us pleasure and helps us to under-
stand many interesting things. We will lose nothing,
even if we perish. On the contrary, we will gain much.”

I then arranged for the purchase of illustrated
books on various plays. There is hardly any south Viet-
namese who does not like the Cai Luong, or reformed
theatre. Thanh, Ro and Dam could understand the
plays from the illustrations, but not the story. I read
it to them. Lying by my side, they raised their heads
and listened to it. From time to time I stopped
reading.
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““Here they start on a Taw Ma tune, let’s sing
the Tau Ma.”

The trio sang the tune at the top of their voices.

“ Here they start on a Nam Khach tune. Let’s sing
the Nam Khach.”

And the trio were quick to respond to my request.

This so attracted them that they began to have a
love of learning. Each day, I taught them a few
words. After about 3 months, they were able to spell
and do some reading. Their thirst for learning
increased.

“ Brother Hung, get on,” they would say, every
morning as soon as they woke up.

They soon read very well, and each had his own
book to read. Without the stocks, one would have
taken the cell for a study belonging to poor students.

When they were able to read, we started acting
plays. With the plays at our disposal, we studied them
and distributed the casts among ourselves. We turned
the chamber pot upside down to make it our drum.
We sang and every tone was used, tenor, soprano,
bass, etc. Gaiety prevailed in the cell. Not knowing
what was happening, the guards rushed to our cell one
night, and to their great surprise, they saw us lying
stark naked with our legs still in the stocks, stroking
an imaginary beard and singing.

« Off with you, ”’ I said to them. ““There is nothing
to be worried about. It is terribly boring here and we
act plays to amuse ourselves.”

<
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In general, our death sentences were confirmed or
rescinded after 6 or 7 months. After that period, we
would know whether or not we were to be guillotined.
The sentence if commuted, would be imprisonment
for life with hard labour.

I had been kept in prison for not less than 7
months. Dam had already been executed. Before his
execution, he was transferred to another cell. One
morning, just before dawn, feet pounded along the
passage outside. I heard Dam’s voice, ‘“Brother Hung,
I am going to be guillotined. Good health to you all,
.goodbye.”

Not long before that, Dam had had no peace of
mind, and could not eat. At night, waking up, he would
remain still. He no longer read. He used to spend the
- time looking at the ceiling. IIe would roll a cigarette
as thick as a thumb, and after he had finished smoking,
spit it against the wall. The cigarette ends stuck on
the wall, formed a long row and dried up. It was nct
until then that the French took him away. Two other
Party members, who had been transferred here together
with me, and I myself were still left out. But expe-
rience indicated that if our sentences were to be
rescinded, this would already have happened. We
had been here for 7 months, and we were sure that
our sentences were still in force. Discussions were
held on how to preserve our initiative at the time of
our execution. ““ What do you want ?’" This was the
customary question the French used to put to the
prisoners before they were executed. We prepared our
answer,
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“We will arrange our turns for the guillotine
among ourselves. You need not interfere, ”

It was decided that comrade Cau would be the first
to step up on the guillotine. Next was comrade O,
and I would come last.

“You will be the last to mount the guillotine, ”
Cau and O told me. ““ So you will witness the deaths
of those who precede you. It is very like dying several
times. "’

But I was transferred to a tribunal, to attend the
hearings of what the French called ‘* The Trial of the
Indochinese CP.”, at which they tried comrades
from the Central Committee down to provincial com-
mittees.

It was in early May 1933, and the revolution was
on the wane. At the tribunal, I again met comrade
Ngo Gia Tu and Nguyen Van Luong.

After PHAM HUNG
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READY TO FACE THE GUILLOTINE

When nineteen I was a worker in Nha Be and one
of the leaders of the workers’ strike there. At that
time, the strikers beat a foreman to death, seriously
injured a cook and seized several guns from the troops
who were rushed in to suppress the strike. I was
arrested and arraigned at < The Trial of the Indo-
chinese Communist Party ”.

Because of my refusal to plead guilty to anything,
I was confined in a pitch dark basement for twenty-
one days. I could not make out anything inside. On
the fifth day of my confinement, however, I realized
that at each meal two mess-tins of rice and other
food were thrown in for me. Previously I thought that
there was only one.

The court declared as ‘“ political prisoners’ those
who organized and edited revolutionary newspapers.
As for those involved in strikes, seizures of paddy,
beatings of soldiers,... they' were indiscriminately
accused of ‘“banditry and offences against public
security *’, instead of political offences. We were not
allowed to plead. I had only time to say, before
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being taken away, ‘“You behead people who are allowed
to say only ‘Yes’ or ‘No’. Isn't that strange
justice? ”’

Hung was able to finish his sentence, saying, *“ This
is strange justice. I have one head which has been
sentenced to be chopped off my shoulders, and now
you pronounce a second death sentence against me. I
don’t know where you will find the other head.”

Tu was even more stubborn in his statement,
“You have slandered our Party. Therefore, I must
be allowed to defend it first. As far as I am concerned,
I will answer you later.” And he persisted in his

~demand to defend his Party.

During the trial, the International Relief Association
and the French Communist Party asked progressive
barristers in Saigon to act as our defence counsels. A
barrister said, ‘“I ask the court to consider my
client’s youth and lack of mature thinking...”

One of the comrades stood up and intervened,
“No, this is a faulty defence. I don’t agree with it.
Although we are young, we think over what we do.
To free the nation and to free the working class how
can people dare to call this a lack of mature
thinking ? "

IFinally, the court pronounced the verdicts. On
‘“ political offenders ”’, sentences of deportation for life,
imprisonment ranging from fifteen to twenty years,
and confinement in Poulo Condore were imposed. On
‘“ offenders charged with murder and rebellion ”’, like
Le Quang Sung, six other persons and I, death senten-
ces were imposed. For comrade Hung, in addition to
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the previous death penalty, a 20 years’ sentence of
hard labour was imposed on him.

*
* %

One day, Sung and I entered the Saigon Central
prison.

Upon arrival at the section for prisoners sentenced
to death, I heard a very familiar voice calling,
“Luong, Luong, here is your mate; we will share
this cell together.” The person calling me was Hung.
He was enjoying sitting close to the door of the cell.
At that period, prisoners in this section demanded
that the door of the cell be opened a few times a day
to let the light in and to enable them to enjoy a look
outside.

‘Thanh and Ro also greeted us, ‘“ Come here, the
cell is rather narrow to hold all of us, but it doesn’t
matter.”

We were in all seven souls living in one cell. Hung
jokingly said, * We will order a banquet for tomorrow,
and have a drink together.”

In our prison, if we wanted to have drinks on
Sundays, we would send for the orderly and say to
him, “We have a bad cold, is there anything to
drink?”’ The orderly would understand what we
meant, and would bring in spirits from the dispensary.

Some days later, the French chief guard came in.
He told Hung, ‘* The appeal court agrees with the
verdict of death passed against you, but as there has
been a more recent trial, the decision from Paris has
not yet arrived. I am telling you this because I know
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you are not afraid of death. I have bought some rum
and cigars, one glass of rum and one cigar for each
of you.”

We had been told that the French gave rum and
cigars to prisoners sentenced to death just before the
execution to cheer them up.

Hung asked, “ Why don’t we have them now ? The
execution might happen at any time. ”

The chief guard brought us some rum and three
cigars. Hung then asked, “We are seven people
here and there are provisions for three only. It is not
enough.”’

The additional shares were brought in. We all smoked .

our cigars and soon the cell was filled with smoke.

For some¢ days, Hung appeared in court and was
absent from ‘“home’’. Thanh and Ro in the meantime
resumed their old habit of cursing and beating the
guards. The latter came to us and complained about
this. After inquiry, we learnt that the guards were
rude to them.

Nevertheless, that was not the root cause. Since
Mot Dam had been executed, Thanh’s and Ro’s con-
cern had increased. They guessed that their execution
day was approaching and yielded to their violent
tempers. We sought to appease them by our advice.
We exposed the evils of society which had led them to
crime. Thanh and Ro spoke of the days they had spent
in Poulo Condore and of the bad treatment by the
chief guard and other jailers there. In Poulo Condore
the regime was extremely harsh. Many detainees com-
mitted suicide. Some of them, when a murder occurred,
claimed to be the author in order to finish up with a
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< death sentence”’. I proceeded to explain, bit by bit
each day and in a mild manner, until Thanh and Ro
finally understood.

*
% ok

After a time, the prison guards asked us, ““ Do you
want to lodge an appeal ?

““Yes,”” we replied, ‘“all the more so, as we have
committed no offence and death sentences have been
imposed on us.”

We subsequently signed applications for appeal.

Barrister Cancelleri, who had been sent by the In-
ternational Relief Association to act as our defence
counsel, often visited us. We were told that he had been
a member of the French Communist Party and had left
it. However, he remained a Party sympathizer., He
came each time with gifts of food and cigars. One
day, he handed us some money. We refused it.

““ We have everything we need. You have been kind
to us and have defended us.”

“The money has been sent to you by the Inter-
national Relief Association,’’ Cancelleri replied.

“ Has it ? We will accept then. Please convey our
thanks to the International Relief Association.”

Cancelleri told us that the French Communist
Party was waging a campaign demanding a réversal of
the death sentences imposed on us. We had vaguely
heard this information before, when we read French
newspapers.

How had the French papers reached us? When we
asked to borrow some to read, the chief guard dared
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not lend us Saigon papers, but he handed us copies of
L’ Intransigeant, the Marseillais and Paris Soir.

‘“These are the papers I have and as a special
favour I will lend them to you,” he said.

From then on, we read newspapers every day. We
were particularly interested in the Lepzig trial of com-
rade Dimitrov by the Hitlerite fascists. The trial,
which echoed throughout the world, was reported
with abundant details by bourgeois papers. In our
cell, we closely followed its development, even more
closely than those living outside the prison. We read
comrade Dimitrov’s defence statements and learnt the
way he based himself on existing reactionary legisla-
tion to defend his Party and to accuse imperialism.
We learned many things, from the spirit and the
attitude of the communist militant who defended the
Communist International and the Bulgarian Com-
munist Party and nation, who pointed a finger at the
face of the Goerings and the Hitlers to accuse them, to
the experience of struggle in court. French bourgeois
papers described him as ‘“ Dimitrov, the brave man .

We took interest in reading these reports and felt
very proud, and our maturity increased.

‘““Had we gained this experience before,’’ we said
among ourselves, ‘““in court the other day we would
have given the French the kind of answers they
deserved. ”

During that period, we succeeded in establishing
communication with political prisoners in the front
prison building. We borrowed books from the prison
library and wrote invisibly in them using boiled rice
liquid. We informed the comrades in the other building
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of the titles of the books concerned. They then borrow-
ed them and painted on a page, previously agreed
between us, with a solution of tincture of iodine to
make the letters appear. By this method, we were
informed of the situation outside. As we were await-
ing the execution day, we did not give any informa-
tion on our personal situation.

Behind our cell was a row of papaws. Sparrows
often came there and cheered us with their twittering.
One day, petty-offence prisoners came with long sticks
and poles to chase them away. They said they had
received the order from the chief guard to protect the
papaws and to keep the ripe fruit for us. We invited
them to come in, and told them, ¢ If you chase the
birds away we shall lose the pleasure of listening to
their twittering. This doesn’t matter, but you should
keep the ripe papaws for the children in the women's
cell. They are innocent yet are confined there.””

One day, the jailers brought us a large quantity of
good food. We did not know where the food came
from. Later, we realized that they had taken it away
from the parents and wives of petty-offence prisoners
who had brought these gifts to their sons and husbands
in prison. We then said to the jailers, «“ Those people
are leading a harder life than we. We forbid you to
take anything away from them. ”

The jailers admired us more and more with each
passing day. Some of them were moved to the point of
telling us of their repentance and apologizing.

We told them, ¢ We are fighting the French and
the imperialists, we feel no enmity towards you.”

Their admiration for us grew.
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Whole days were spent in entertainment and fun,
playing games, singing songs and performing operas.
When the cell door was open and people walked past,
we always found something pleasant or funny to say
to them.

At night when we heard street-vendors shouting
their wares we jokingly repeated their calls. “ Who
will buy coconut juice with sugar?’”’ We then felt as
if we were actually walking along the pavement.
Noises coming from outside revived memories of street
and factory activities and we felt an unbearable
nostalgia for them.

*
* ok

One day, Thanh and Ro fell ill, although not
seriously. The prison warders came and told them
to go to the prison hospital. This was a pretext to
take the men to their execution. Before leaving, they
spoke to’us, “You said earlier that before we die we
should keep our awareness and shout slogans. Now
tell us some of these.”

They had guessed what would happen to them. We,
t00, shared their apprehension. If they had lived, they
would have become honest men.

Some days later, at five o'clock in the morning, we
heard slogans echoing from the distance — faint, but
quite perceptible : ““Down with French imperialism !,
“ Long live the Indochinese Communist Party!” The
slogans were shouted calmly. We all heard them, and
knew that Thanh and Ro were going to their death.
Silently we glanced at each other.
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The chief guard came in.

““ Your friends have bid you farewell. Did you hear
them ?’” he asked.

“Yes.”

““ There are two cigars left... will you smoke them?”’

We took the two remaining cigars from the packet
which had been given to Thanh and Ro that morning,
held them in our fingers a long time, then lit them.

The chief guard broke the silence: * The two men

are not of your group, why then did they shout
slogans?”’

““There is nothing strange in this. They have
realized where good sense lies. Every thinking person
will condemn you. Are you aware of that? "

With an uneasy smile he went away. For people
like him it takes time to understand many things.

Six months elapsed. For thirteen months Hung had
been in the condemned cell. It was my sixth month
in prison. We discussed plans for everything — how
to walk to the guillotine and how to face it, so that
when death came, we should die in a fitting manner.
We asked the guards for a description of the guillotine.
They provided us with every detail, and asked me
why we wanted to know.

«1 want to know thoroughly,” I said, ‘so that the
execution can go through as smoothly as possible.”

We asked them about the proceedings and the way
they take prisoners to the execution. They explained
everything.

Usually this question is put to the victim, *“ Do you
have the last rites?”’ (A Catholic priest was present
at executions).
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Our answer would be: “ What should I want them
for?”

“Ts there anything you want to say ? ”’, the French
would ask, because they presumed that when the
prisoner faced death, he might lose his self-control and
confess, hoping that this confession would save his
soul. The French were very shrewd indeed, but they
should not have expected us to confess anything. They
would ask this question, “ Do you want to leave a
message for your family ? ” Well, a question like this
was welcome. According to imperialist regulations,
each prisoner was allowed to write one letter only.
For this we had our plan: Le Van Sung’s wife named
Sau Diec, was a courageous militant who loved him
very much. It would be better that Le Van Sung write
to his wife. Hung and I would, on behalf of the com-
rades, write to Ngo Gia Tu and other comrades in
Poulo Condore, who were our close and most cherished
comrades-in-arms.

We prepared in advance our statements to be
made before the guillotine. They were aimed at con-
demning imperialism, making propaganda for the
Party and exhorting the masses. As they would not
allow the worker-peasant masses to attend our execu-
tion and there would not be much time, we prepared
something straightforward and concise. We chose the
four following slogans : ““ Down with French imperial-
ism”’, *“ Long live the Indo-Chinese Communist Party”,
“ Long live the Indo-Chinese Revolution’’, and ‘“ Long
live the Communist International ™.

We then learnt to sing * The International”’. The
song was to be sung in rhythm and in unison in the

87




execution yard. At that time ‘“ The International ”” had
already been translated into the Vietnamese language.
The version of that time did not differ very much from
the current one, apart from two or three words.

From then on, at night we went to bed early, be-
cause the condemned men were usually taken for exe-
cution at about 5 o’clock in the morning. We wanted
to get up early and have time to wash ourselves, do
our hair and dress properly before the final stroke.

These were the preparations for the day of our
execution,which we carried out each day. Nevertheless,
nobody came to take us away.

In the seventh month of my imprisonment, the
chief guard came one day and said, *“ Why have you
not applied for an amnesty?’’ < Why should we do
so”’, we retorted, *“ we have committed no crime. To
make revolutions is not a crime. We wish to appeal,
to oppose your justice and your law, but we will
never apply for an amnesty. It depends on you whe-
ther you behead us or not.”

The chief guard and the attorney general in turn
came and sought to influence me, arguing, ‘ You are
only 19 years old, there is still a long life ahead of
you. Besides you have an education...”

These words were repeated over and over again by
the chief guard and the attorney general for two
days. We could not bear their repetitious advice, and
sent them away and had done with them.

Cancelleri also came (it might have been under
pressure of the attorney general).

“You have not applied for an amnesty and have
defended your prestige as Party members,” he told
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us. ‘“ This is a lofty attitude. However, in my opinion,
you should apply for an amnesty. It is only a matter
of proceeding which does not affect nor harm the
honour of the Party.”

““To date you have assisted us in many ways,’
we replied. ‘“ We thank you very much for that, but
this time, we ask you to agree to our not following
your advice.”

At that time, in France the movement for the
release of political prisoners in Indo-China was very
strong. The imperialists have wanted us to sign appli-
cations for an amnesty. We would do no such thing!
At nights we continued to practice singing and went
to bed as early as before. In the mornings, we rose
early, dressed and did our hair, and waited for the
final call.

’

*
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About a month later, the chief guard entered, rub-
bing his hands.

«“Well, now... it is finished,” he said.

«What is finished ? ' we asked.

«Tt is now over for you, you will go tomorrow,”
he said.

““ We shall go tomorrow, shall we? Well, we are
ready. We have been waiting for a long time already,”

we answered.
““No, I mean that you will leave here for another

place... to Poulo Condore.”

The French Communist Party launched a vigorous
campaign, demanding an amnesty for ‘“the 10,000
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political prisoners in Indo-China, especially the cancel-
lation of ten death sentences.” This struggle, inspired
by proletarian internationalism, eventually won. But
when the chief guard reported the news to us, he
juggled with words to see if there was any sign of
apprehension among us. Later, Cancelleri showed
us press articles and parliamentary statements by
French communist deputies. We then realized clearly
that through the 7 to 8 months of our imprisonment,
the French workers and people had waged a relentless
struggle to save our lives.

Hung, Sung and I, said to one another, *“ We owe
our lives to the French proletariat.”

In the early days of January 1934, we left the
Saigon Central prison for Poulo Condore. Leaving an
underground hell, we landed in an earthly hell. Eleven
years later, Hung and I still sharcd the same stocks
and fetters as we had done in the condemned cell. We
resumed our militant activities and struggle. Hung
was very determined. His prison certificate was filled
with the red marks of the scars from the innumerable
punishments he had received. Following the triumph
of the Revolution, our Party and Government sent a
ship to take usto the mainland. We returned to Saigon
at the very moment the French started the hostilities
there on September 23, 1945.

We then began a new struggle...

After LE VAN LUONG
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STEMMING FROM THE PEOPLE

Cao Bang, one of the two centres of
the movement in Viet Bac—President
Ho Chi Minh returns to the country

Cao Bang was a province where the revolutionary
movement began very early. As early as 1929, many
cells of the Young Comrades’ Association were set up
there. When the Indo-Chinese Communist Party came
into existence, Cao Bang then saw the founding of
many Party cells within its limits. Even during the
years of white terror, Party organizations were pre-
served. In the period of the Popular Front Movement,
the revolutionary movement in the province developed.
on a relatively wide scale among the local people-
Many meetings were held in support of the All-Indo-
China Party Congress. Many struggles were waged by
the workers at the Tinh Tuc Mine. When World War
Two broke out, the French colonialists in Indo-China
surrendered to the Japanese fascists; at the same
time, they stepped up their repression against the
revolutionary movement. Cao Bang then experienced
colonialist repression too. Leading and rank and file
Party members went underground for the safety of
Party organizations and maintaining the movement
which was faced with many difficulties.
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At that time, ““Ong Cu” * — as President Ho Chi
Minh was familiarly called — returned to the border
region, Our group, composed of comrades Phung Chi
Kien, Pham Van Dong, Hoang Van Hoan, Vu Anh
and I, was working in China. Following France's
.complete loss, Uncle Ho considered that the situation
<called for our speedy return to the country, to es-
tablish connections with the masses and the Party
Central Committee. Uncle Ho, together with a number
of comrades, then returned to the China- Vietnam
border region. We temporarily stayed in a village on
Chinese territory, where the local people were very
sympathetic. They had been influenced by the Chinese
Red Army, and as they knew that we were Vietnamese
revolutionaries, they extended to us their best assist-
ance. At that time, a number of leading and rank
and file Party members in Cao Bang, such as comrades
Le Quang Ba, Hoang Sam, Bang Giang and others,
fled the enemy’s persecution to China to seek connec-
tions with the leading organs. They were delighted
to meet Uncle Ho personally.

Uncle Ho decided to send these comrades to the
border region for a period of training before being sent
to the country to organize the Viet Minh League. A
short-term training course was held in a Chinese
village, near the frontier. Uncle Ho proceeded to
organize it very carefully and meticulously. A program
for the course was first worked out. After that we

* There is no equivalent expression in English for ““ Ong
‘Cu ”’—which means an old man enjoying the affection and
respect of the people.

\/
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were asked to prepare the course in six or sevem

lessons. A summary for each lesson was drafted and
submitted to discussion by the whole teaching group:
before we started writing the full text. The text.

itself was submitted to a final collective check-up.
We were advised to make sure that both the content
and the phrasing be easily understood by the
masses. These lessons were later printed and published
in a book entitled ‘“The Path of Liberation”. This
first course for training Viet Minh cadres yielded
very good results. The course closed just at the
approach of Lunar New Year Festival. The trainees
were in good spirit when they left for home, and had

-confidence in the certain success of the consolidation

and development of the movement and the organiza-
tion of the Viet Minh.

After enjoying the Lunar New Year Festival in
China, Uncle Ho left for home too. Our office was.
established in a cave in Pac Bo, a hilly region about
from 2 to 3 kilometres wide and from 5 to 6 kilometres
long. The distance from the cave to the frontier line
between Vietnam and China was a little more than
one kilometre. The Nung nationals who inhabited the
region were very sympathetic people, scattered in
the valley and the hill-sides, in hamlets of two or
three families. The biggest hamlet comprised at most
ten families. The region was covered with rocks,
dense forests, huge vegetation and some scattered
small rice fields. In front of the cave was a thick
bush of reeds and wild weeds which hid the entrance
almost completely, and it could not be seen even at
a short distance. The cave was very deep. Outside, at
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the foot of the hill meandered a very pleasant stream,
which swelled in some places into large ponds about
the size of a lake. Near its banks were rugged rocks,
with at some places stalactites interwoven with huge
and flat rocks. Uncle Ho usually worked on the bank
of the stream, or at the training centre in a near-by
hamlet, and returned to the cave at meal-times. At
night it was chilly in the cave; a fire was lit to warm
it up, without being seen from outside.

Uncle Ho paid special attention to the question of
secrecy and always looked after the security of the
office. Whenever he noted some signs of suspicion or
tracking by the enemy, he advised moving the office
to another place. -Once, we received the news that
enemy’s agents had infiltrated the region. We moved
the office deeper into the jungle. To reach our new
location we had to walk along a ravine and climb
several steep passes. Our refuge-hut was built under-
neath a canopy of intervowen rattan palms. It was
pitchdark there even in the day, so we had to climb
and work at a higher rock. After some time, for greater
secrecy, we moved to a grotto. It was small in size
and could accommodate only three or four of us. In
days of heavy downpours, snakes crawled into the
grotto for shelter.

Underground life was extremely hard. To preserve
health and good work, Uncle Ho improved hygiene
practice. He rose early every morning and woke up
the office staff for some gymnastic exercises before
work.

At night, as we had no kerosene for a lamp, a

fire was burnt instead, and we sat around it to discuss
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or to chat. Meal-time was observed punctually, the
meals being exceedingly small. Occasionally, we ate
meat, a dish we called ‘‘the Viet Minh meat’’ made
of mashed pork roasted and salted in the ratio of
one part of meat to three parts of salt.

We went fishing in the ravine as a means to im-
prove our food rations. The cook, comrade Loc, was
a very kind old man of strong faith in the revolu-
tion. He looked after the health of Uncle Ho and
all the office staff with solicitude and devotion.
When Uncle Ho was sick, he would grant him a
“priority’’ serving him a bowl of the liquid taking
out of the boiling rice. The water taken from the
ravine for drinking purposes was filtered through
coal, gravel and sand before use.

Although this health practice was closely followed
everybody was affected with malaria. Many times in
the course of a meeting Uncle Ho had a fit of fever,
we suggested him to take a rest, but he refused
saying, ‘“ Only by struggling against our ailment can
we overcome it.”

As the revolutionary movement developed and we
moved to Lam Son valley, near Nuoc Hai district,
in a region of rugged mountains which we called
the ‘“ Red Blockhouse”. This name was given to it
because of the clear red of the rocks and in reminis-
cence of place where revolutionaries used to meet.
Here, Uncle Ho kept to his simple and austere
habits. This life spent in a cave greatly undermined
kis health. In periods of upsurge of the movement,
when supplies were not too hard to get, the
material life in the office did not suffer much from
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shortage. But when the enemy repression was acute,
the blockade tightened and the office had to move
deeper into the jungle, food supplies were excefzd—
ingly difficult. Once, the office mf)ved t9 a region
inhabited by the Man Trang minorlty natlonals.. The
local people had no rice for food and lived on maize all
the year round. The office staff, too, had to live on
maize gruel for months. Uncle Ho’s health was af-
fected. Comrade Loc had a small supply of rice 1.18
wanted to cook for him, but he refused to have it.
Uncle Ho said the comrades seriously sick s?muld
have rice, as for him he would eat his share of maize.
In the period he worked in the Viet Bac, Uncle Ho
once fell badly sick. It was in 1945, after the Japanese
coup d’état. At that time, the Liberation Z(?ne W.as
already set up and expanded. We accompanied him
from Cao Bang to Tan Trao. About July, 1935, pre-
parations were under way for the National Co'ngress
in implementation of the Party Central Corr?mltte.e’s
decision. The provisional leadership of the Liberation
Zone held its headquarters in a hut on stilts in Tan
Trao village, near a banyan-tree which has become
historic. I was then on permanent duty there.

Uncle Ho lived in a small hut on the hill-side less
than one kilometre from the village. Walking from Cao
Bang by foot was too exhausting for hiITl. After' a
period, he fell gravely sick and had a persistent high
temperature. In the first days of his sickness he could
not eat rice and had rice gruel instead. Later, he was
too sick to eat even rice gruel but only a boiling rice-
liquid. He had moments of coma. Although, unlike in
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the past some medicines were available, the whole
stock comprised only a number of pills of quinine
and phials of camphor.
Every day, I had to report to Uncle Ho on our work.
His condition caused me great anxiety. Asked about
his health, he invariably replied that his illness should
not be a matter of concern, and advised me to be calm
and to continue with my work. About six or seven days
later, I saw that his condition had worsened. After the
usual report, he told me to leave. I said that as there
was nothing very urgent to do I could stay on with
him. He probably felt the gravity of his condition and
agreed to my staying for the night. At times when he
recovered his senses, he talked to me and I sensed that
he wanted to make his will. Calmly and slowly, he
told me, ‘“Now, the situation both at home and
abroad is favourable. Our Party must lead the people
to regain independence, at any cost. Even if we have
to fight a battle scorching the whole Truong Son Range
we will fight it until independence is won.” After a
moment thinking, he went on dealing with more
concrete work: ‘“Now, the movement is spreading.
However, in this period of the rising tide, attention
must be directed to consolidating the movement,
educating reliable militants and training more cadres.
Short-termcourses must be opened to train local cadres,
and Party cells must be developed in order to preserve
the movement in case of set-backs. As for the
armed struggle, it must be developed, when condi-
tions are favourable, but at present it is necessary

to reinforce our resistance base to meet eventual
difficulties.”
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As I listened to him, I had the feeling that he was
also anxious about his health, and my anxiety
increased. I wrote a letter to the Central Committee to
inform them about Uncle Ho’s condition. At the same
time, I sent for the comrades in various villages to
ask them about curing Uncle Ho’s disease. When
asked, the old folk replied that it was a case of high
fever. They also said that near the village there was
a good specialist in the treatment of this disease. That
very night I sent a messenger on his horse to seek the
physician, Next morning the physician came. He felt
Uncle Ho’s forehead, felt his pulse, and prescribed an
odd kind of root he brought from the forest. The
physician burnt the root and mixed it with rice-soup
which he gave to Uncle Ho. After two treatments,

Uncle Ho felt better and some days later recovered

completely from his illness.

We were infinitely happy. Unfortunately, since
then, we have not been able to find out what kind of
root it was. which cured Uncle Ho so quickly.

Now let us look back to the period in Cao Bang
when Uncle Ho was still living in Pac Bo region. Com-
rades Phung Chi Kien and Vu Anh were already there.
Comrade Lam (i.e. Pham Van Dong), comrade Ly (i.e.
Hoang Van Hoan) and I were still working in Tsing
Si and making the trips between Tsing Si and Kwei
Lin. We usually come to Pac Bo to attend meetings
and present our reports to Uncle Ho. Occasi.ona'lly,
Uncle Ho, together with comrade Phung Chi Kien,
came to meet us half way. Uncle Ho usually walked
long distances. Sometimes, he walked tens of kilo-
metres without fatigue. One day, as we went from
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Tsing Si and he came to us, we met one another half
way and held a meeting in a market-place. A comrade
who just came from the country eagerly told him as
soon as he saw him, “Comrade X. has been arrested!”

Uncle Ho sedately told all of us to enter an inn
and ordered some soup and vermicelli for lunch. Only
when the meal was over, the discussions began. Uncle
Ho then slowly said to the newcomer:

“Now report the news from home. Try to keep
calm.” ‘

Every time we went to Uncle’s office, we felt at
home, closer to the Party, in the warm surroundings
of a revolutionary family. He often said, “The Party
is the family of the communist militants.”” He often
recommended: ‘“ Every action of ours must stem from
the Party”. He inquired after our health and showed
his great concern for our living and working conditions.

The office was always filled with a bright atmos-
phere of revolutionary optimism. When the movement
was on the upsurge, the comrades returned to the
office in high spirits, bringing back with them something
of the lively atmosphere of the localities from which
they came. The calin atmosphere in the office would
remind them that the revolutionary fight would con-
tinue for a long time and in hard conditions. Even
during a setback of the movement, due to the ene-
my’s hard repression and before the confusion of the
masses, we would find when we returned to the office
the same calmness and unshakable faith in the future

of therevolution, every time we returned to the office.
This was one of our most profound impressions : not
to be complacent in periods of the high-tide of the
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movement and not to show pessimism when the
movement receded. Uncle Ho educated the cadres in
the firm confidence in the future of the revolution.

He often said, “Revolutionary work is an enduring
task, lasting months and years, so it must be carried
out with a firm will, thorough thinking and no haste”.

When we returned from work and there were no
urgent things to do, Uncle Ho would raise the problems
for us to think over before we held the meeting and
engaged in discussion. Uncle Ho's suggestions were
very concrete and practical. When discussion was over
and a decision was adopted, its implementation
became imperative. Uncle Ho always supervised the
concrete plans for every task, big or small. The period
of activity by his side taught me a very valuable
practice : when a decision on revolutionary lines is to
be taken, far and wide investigations are necessary,
but when actual work has started special attention
must be paid to concrete things, either big or small.
If small things are not done well, bigger ones are not
likely to be accomplished with success.

Soon after his arrival at Pac Bo, Uncle Ho ordered
the secret publication of the paper Viet Nam Doc Lap
(Independent Vietnam) which appeared twice a week
on two small papers printed by lithography in bold
letters. The articles were simple and short, so simple
and short that we had to raise the question of making
them richer in content, using smaller letters to have
more articles and a better presentation. But Uncle Ho
said, ‘“ We shall continue to write short articles and
new items, boldly printed, to suit the level of the
masses ! In fact, after some time, we saw the great
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effect produced by the Doc Lap as a propagandist
and an organizer. Its influence was due to its correct
political content which suited the level of the masses.
Obviously, it carried what the masses wanted to learn
and they could easily understand, thereby raising
their consciousness and leading them forward. The
paper later was extended to four well-printed pages
and received warm appreciation of the masses.

Uncle Ho paid special attention to educating and
training the cadres. He translated the History of the
Communist Party (Bolshevik) of the Soviet Union
into the Vietnamese language, typed it himself into
many copies of which he sent one to each of our
working units to study.

Uncle Ho kept close connections with the local
people, paying frequent visits to the old folk and
teaching the youth how to read. He had special love
for children. He often wore an indigo coat after the
fashion of the Tho minority people and looked like
a native old man. The local people greatly loved and
respected him and usually called him “Ong Ke” that
is a respectable old man in a high position. His simple
manners, his optimism, his close contact with the
people and his warm affection for his comrades were
and — it can be said — still are very strong.

In March 1941, the 8th enlarged Congréss of the
Party Central Committee was held in Pac Bo. It was
presided over by Uncle Ho. As everybody knows, this
congress was of historic importance. It decided on the
Party’s new policies, put forward the problem of
national liberation as the central and urgent task of
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the entire people and drafted the lines for the Organ-
ization of the Vietnam Independence League and the
preparation for armed uprising. At the same congress
the C.C. decided to preserve and develop the Bac Son-
Vu Nhai liberation base, to consolidate and expand
the base of Cao Bang and to build them into two
centres in preparation for armed uprising in the Viet
Bac region.

Powerful upsurge

Following a period of activity in China, we were
marked by the Kuomintang as communists. We were
then ordered to return to our country to work there.

Comrade Tong (i.e. Pham Van Dong’s new name)
and I returned to Cao Bang at a time when the
movement there was consolidated and in many places
was firmly developing.

It was then at the end of 1941, and the Viet Minh
movement had spread to many districts. The compa-
triots of the Tho and Nung nationalities enthusiast-
ically joined the various associations for national salva-
tion. Everywhere young men and women led the
movement, doing propaganda and organizational work,
and military training. Adult women, too, possessed
a very persistent and determined spirit of revolutio-
nary struggle. In many localites, children also joined
national salvation organizations where they were
active in liaison and sentry work. In all the villages
where the movement was relatively high, Party cells
were developed. Gradually ““wholly organized’ villages
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were set up, then ‘ wholly organized” counties and
< wholly organized ”” districts. In “ wholly organized "
localities the great majority of the people either
joined national salvation organizations or sympathized
with the revolution. In ** wholly organized” villages
Viet Minh committees settled all questions relating
to the everyday activities of the local people.
Marriages were certified by the local organizations
which also served as an intermediary in the settle-
ment of contending claims on land. The majority of
the village officials were won over to the revolution..
They showed sympathy to it or joined national sal-
vation associations. Some rare reactionaries were
either isolated or closely watched. In the lower levels,
a regime of dual administration came into existence ;.
legal administration officials usually sought the Viet
Minh committee’s instructions before they went to
the district and the provincial offices. They reported
everything to the Viet Minh committee when they’
returned to the locality.

The majority of civil militiamen joined revolution-
ary organizations or sympathized with the
revolution.

At that time, to cope with the revolutionary move-
ment, the ‘“mandarinal hierarchy’ instructed the
administration to reinforce vigilance. Each village
had two or three sentry posts. However, as both the
civil militia and the local people sympathized with
the revolution, the majority of these enemy posts

turned to be our sentry. A number of those lying -

along our secret communication line were used as
our posts of liaison.
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The movement also developed strongly in the higher
mountain regions peopled with the Man Trang. The
life of the local people was exceedingly hard. The
mountains were very rugged and there was little
arable land, the roads crossed steep rocks and access
was almost non-existent. The French, mandarins and
local officials carried out most ruthless exploitation.
The revolutionary spirit of the people in the region
was very high. The Man Trang compatriots were
extremely happy to meet Viet Minh cadres. They
were greatly impressed to see that when people
joined the organizations to fight like brothers against
the French and the Japanese, all members, whether
they were Kinh, Tho or Man, showed unusual mutual
affection. They loved us as their kiths-and-kins and
provided a selfless support to the revolution.

National salvation associations rapidly developed
and extended in the region. Party organizations were
set up. Among the first Man Trang compatriots to
join the Party was Comrade Hong Tri who was
utterly poor but possessed of incomparable revolution-
ary spirit. When the Japanese launched raiding
operations in the region, he led the people in his
village to struggle, heroically losing his life.

An outstanding feature of the movement was
national solidarity. Already, in the days of under-
ground struggle in Cao Bang, get-togethers were held
between representatives of the nationalities, the Tho,
Man, Nung, Kinh, Chinese residents and so on, in a
very warm atmosphere. Delegations of the Man
nationalswent downthe mountains to see the movement
in the rice-land region. They were met with warm
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welcome and encouragement by the compatriots
there. After these visits they reported their impres-
sions at meetings held in their hamlets. From time
to time both in the lower land and in the higher
mountain regions, photographic and drawing exhibi-
tions were held, exposing the crimes committed by
the French and the Japanese and highlighting the
progress achieved by the revolution with exhibits of
guns and flags as well as documents on the Soviet
Union and the world revolutionary movement.

Later, the Cao Bang Provincial, Committee was
reorganized. In November 1942, an All-Cao Bang
congress of Viet Minh representatives was convened,
which elected the official Viet Minh Provincial Com-
mittee. Connections between organizations of the
Viet Minh League from village and district levels to
the provincial leadership were well-established. In
‘““wholly organized” counties and districts, demo-
cratic elections were held in each village and at higher
levels. Following this period, the Inter-provincial
Committee for Cao Bang, Bac Can and Lang Son was
set up with comrade La as secretary. He had long
experience as a cadre, knew many ups and downs in
Party work, and won high prestige among the masses.
He was regarded with affection and admiration by
Party members and the people. He did Party work
with great devotion, despite his fragile health. Com-
rade La continued his position as secretary of the
Cao Bang Provincial Committee, until his death last
year.

To consolidate the movement, special concern was
then paid to training. Uncle Ho said, “We must have
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the people with us before talking of an uprising’’.
Therefore our efforts were directed to consolidating
the existing organizations and developing new ones.
Many short-term training courses were organized in
various districts but many comrades who lived far
away could not attend for fear of losing much of the
time to be devoted to production and being detected
by the enemy. The comrade teachers were then organ-
ized into mobile groups to teach in turn in various
localities. Each locality chose a secret site far from
the village, where the cadres would gather, bringing
with them food for a period of training lasting from 5
to 7 days. All village cadres were thus trained. The
Inter-provincial Committee then planned to open
training courses of a higher level and at the same time
to extend enrolment in these courses to young men
and women who were not members of executive com-
mittees. A large number of good members of national
salvation organizations applied for enrolment. At the
end of each course, a party was organized, attended
by representatives of people from various walks of
life, and time was spent in singing songs, thus stimu-
lating further everybody’s ardour for work. Uncle Ho
took a direct part in training cadres and a number of
peasants living near the office. Only a number of local
cadres knew the Vietnamese language. Women espe-
cially were among the majority who did not speak
this language. Uncle Ho advised us to learn the Tho
dialect. In regions peopled by the Man Trang we used
drawings as a means of teaching in the first training
course held there. To explain how the French and the
Japanese oppressed and exploited our people, we
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made a picture of a French or a Japanese beating
Vietnamese people who carried on their backs crushing
taxes. We drew pictures of Man and Tho minorities
and Vietnamese majority nationals taking one ano-
ther’s hands to illustrate that solidarity was necessary
to drive out the French and Japanese. Gradually the
Man people learnt Man script and studied in this dia-
lect. The content of the courses was very simple. After
discussing the situation at home and in the world,
and why it was necessary to fight against the French
and the Japanese, discussions began on the prepara-
tions for armed uprising, the organization of national
salvation associations and self-defence groups, the
five stages of underground activity, the handling of
meetings, the way to speak at these meetings, etc.

I was in charge of a teaching group, and of the work.
in Hoa An, Nguyen Binh and in the region of the Man
Trang. The training courses yielded splendid results.
I remember that only in one of these courses, although
the standard program was observed, in the part
devoted to the international situation, discussions
were also held on the “four contradictions”.

During the graduation-ceremony held at the end of
the course, a good member who used the underground
name of De Tham raised his hand and asked to speak:
“I ask the leadership to accept my withdrawal from
the Association™.

“Why do you ask to withdraw?'’ I asked, bewildered.

“In the Association, I can do everything, but now
I find that what I have learnt is too difficult. I cannot
remember it and 1 am afraid that I am not able to
fulfil my task.”

107




This was the most instructive experience on teach-
ing. I had drafted a comprehensive program for study,
but comrade De Tham asked to withdraw from the
.Association just because I added to the program the
““four contradictions”.

Within the Party, training work also held an im-
portant place. Training courses for Party members
came under the responsibility of the Inter-provincial
Committee, For a number of cadres of the provincial
level, the program of study comprised, apart from the
-discussions on the Party Central Committee’s resolu-
tion and the policies of the Inter-provincial Committee,
initial study of the history of the Communist Party
of the Soviet Union.

Preparations for setting up armed units

About the end of 1941, also in Pac Bo, Uncle Ho
issued instructions on the organization of the first
armed unit in Cao Bang; this was a platoon including
comrades Le Quang Ba, Hoang Sam, Bang Giang, Le
Thiet Hung, Duc Thanh, The An and others, with
comrade Le Quang Ba as commander. The platoon
was entrusted with the task of defending the Party’s
head-office, to consolidate and maintain communica-
tion-highways and at the same time to assist in the
training of self-defence and fighting-defence units.

In every locality where the revolutionary movement
extended and the masses joined national salvation
organizations in large numbers, self-defence groups
were set up among the youth of both sexes. The ques-
tion of military training became urgent. The demand
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was raised everywhere but cadres were lacking. Those-.
comrades who knew something about military practice
a§sisted. The question of editing documents on
filitary study was also considered. Uncle Ho wrote
a book on guerilla warfare, very simple in content
and easy to read. The Inter-provincial Committee
issued an instruction on drafting the program for
military training and a unified vocabulary for military
command. At first it was not easy because the
whole affair was brand new. Even on the march, the
cadre was not used to shouting, ‘left-right...’, and
those in the ranks felt embarrassed. The movement
for military training grew steadily. Each term lasted
from 5 to 7 days, and started as soon as field-work
afforded the trainees some spare-time. After a period
when self-defence units were already strengthened
fighting self-defence units were set up whose members
were chosen among the most valorous members of
defence units in the village.

It could be said that all young men and women in
wholly organized villages joined self-defence organ-
izations and underwent training for one or two terms.
There were in each village one or two platoons of
fighting-defence, relatively well organized and trained.
During the same period, the Inter-provincial Commit-
tee organized training courses for military cadres, each
lasting one month and comprising 50 to 6o trainees.
Despite the difficulties arising from underground
status, the schools which were set up in the jungles
did not lack in “* scope ”’. For instance the third term
of the military-political class in Kim Ma county,
when it was unearthed, caused astonishment to the
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imperialists. It comprised several palm-roofed blocks
housing hundreds of trainees, a conference hall, dining-
room, dormitory, gun-shelves and the parade ground
situated on three levels, with a stair-way of about 50
to 60 steps. At the end of 1943 in Nuoc Hai region,
Hoa An district, there were military reviews held in
broad daylight in the fields, and sham battles involv-
ing some 40 or 50 men, and on some occasions close
to 1,000 men in an area covering several counties.
With the expansion of the armed forces, the atmos-
phere of the preparation for uprising became more
intense.

Apart from training, ammunition supplies were
-also a very important and difficult problem. Members
of the self-defence units equipped themselves by their
own means with one weapon, such as dagger, spear,
fire-arm or flint-lock. In some regions the local people
contributed funds to purchase rifles locally-made on
the other side of the border. Each member carried a
coil of rope and learnt the way to capture enemy
agents. With a view to solving the problem of arms
supplies, the Inter-provincial Committee decided on
the establishment of a modest smithy to carry out
experiments in the making of hand-grenades and land-
mines, of which comrade Cap was in charge. Some five
or six workers formed the staff of this smithy. Ma-
terials such as iron-pots, copper trays and brass basins
were given by the people. The choice of the site for
this smithy was a big problem; it had to be located
in a deep valley, behind a wall of several mountains
Ain the “ Red Blockhouse " region, to hide the noises of
hammering from the outside. After many hard months
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of experimentation, the first land-mine was produced.
Previous tests carried out with parts proved to be sa-
tisfactory. On the day the test of the whole land-mine
was to be carried out, I got word from comrade Vu
Anh and comrade Tong asking me to come. The test-
ing ground was near the smithy-workshop, at a place
surrounded by high mountains. The land-mine was
placed in a hole at the foot of the mountain, while
the ‘“spectators” sat at a higher spot behind huge
rocks to watch the test without being worried about
fragments of shell made of pig-iron. A rope about 100
metres long was attached to the land-mine to pull it
when the order was given. We waited anxiously. Com-
rade Cap shouted the order. All eyes were directed to
the land-mine. Smoke came out... and that was all.
We waited for a long moment but no explosion
occurred. A Tho comrade burst into laughter, saying,
“Tt doesn’t want to move.’’ The first test proved to
be a failure. However, comrade Cap persisted in his
research and eventually succeeded. This workshop
continued production until the victory of the August
Revolution, when it was enlarged into the Lam Son
arsenal and contributed a major part in supplying
ammunition to the front. This smithy in the ““ Red
Blockhouse ”’ region could be considered as our first
arsenal.

From the period Uncle Ho returned to the border
region, he kept thinking of establishing a line of contact
with the Central Committee in the Lower region. Espe-
cially following the decision of the 8th Congress of the
Party Central Committee to set up two centres of the
movement in the Viet Bac region, the question of
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liaison between Cao Bang and Bac Son-Vu Nhai became
more urgent. '

Apart from the ordinary intelligence-communica-
tions it was necessary to organize promptly a ?me
among the masses from Cao Bang to the I_,owe.:r region.
Only by this method could liaisor.l be m?untamed durc-1
ing the enemy repression and in periods of arme
activities guerilla groups could move favourably.

The liaison with the Lower region had to pass t.he
localities inhabited by the Tho and the. Man Tien
people. We began to organize the Man Tien compa-
triots. At first we sent a Tho comrade 'who had a
peasant mate in the locality of the Man Tien for pro-
paganda work. Like the Man Trang: the .Man Tien
had a high spirit of anti-imperialism, 51m1?1e and
gentle feelings and good habits of mutual a.551§tance.
They welcomed the idea of organizing associations to
fight against the French and the Japanese, but they
required that an oath be formally taken t9 be. fu.lly
confident. The oath was taken by either ext_mgmshmg
a burning incense-stick or behf?ading a c.hlcke'n. The
wording of the oath ran like this: To unite v.v1th one
apother like kith-and-kin in the fight against the
French and the Japanese in order to save the country
and the village, and to achieve the program of t‘he
Viet Minh; not to leave one another in dlfﬁc,ultles
and betray the Association because of enemy’s re-
pression ; those who betrayed would face anmhllatx.on.
The one who took the oath would plunge the burning
incense-stick he kept in hand into jche water to ex-
tinguish it or he would chop off a chicken’s head with

one stroke.
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Gradually Party cells were set up among the Man
people. The first Man Tien to join the Party was
comrade Hoan, native of Ha Hieu, in Cho Ra. He
worked very ardently, won high prestige among
the people and contributed a major part in organ-
izing the zone of the Man Tien. The imperialists
seized him. They tortured him eleven times during
which he fainted but did not give any information.
Finally they shot him. Prior to the shooting, his
wife visited him. During the visit he told her,
‘““Probably they will shoot me, but you have
not to be worried, because the revolution will
certainly triumph. You will keep your loyalty
to the Party and assist the cadres in their work, *’
He then handed to his wife a drug made of
tiger-bone, saying, “ Keep this drug and pass it on to
comrade Van, when you meet him. Tell that I send
him my best wishes and want him to take this
drug to preserve his health to be able to work.”

Later I had the chance to pass Ha Hieu and visited
comrade Hoan’s family. I saw his mother, his wife
and his children. Comrade Hoan’s wife wept bitterly,
recalled the story and handed me the tiger-bone drug.
The mother through her tears told me, ““ Although
Hoan is dead and the harvest is not good, every year
after each harvest, I spare a small quantity of glu-
tinous rice for the guerilla fighters. You, my sons,
should kill the last French and Japanese to enable
us, the Man people, to live.”

As the movement surged ahead, the enemy began
their repression. They brought soldiers from the
provincial capital and the district, from Ngan Son
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northward, and from Nguyen Binh and Cao Bang on
both sides, to encircle Kim Ma county and control
various communication - highways, big and small, to
capture cadres and unearth our underground ofﬁc'es.
Together with comrade Thiet Hung, I was tgachmg
at a training course and was sick with n}alar1a. The
local people told us, French repression is now very
acute. They have brought troops to search for you.
Our Association’s activities must be suspended for
some time. You must temporarily withdraw to the
jungle or return to the head-office waiting for the
<heat’ of the repression to cool down.”

Uncle Ho and the Inter-provincial Committee, on
learning the news of enemy’s repression, sent messen-
gers to invite us to return to the office. Comrade
Thiet Hung and I exchanged our views: if we went,
local organizations would be disbanded, therefore, we
should propose to Uncle Ho that we stay on ‘to
continue with our work, and join our efforts with
the local compatriots in opposing the enemy’s repres-
sion and preserving the organizations. On that day,
the enemy carried out a very close search. Comrades
Lao and Khanh guided us the whole night through
steep mountains and deep ravines, where there seemed
to be no road, in heavy showers and pitch darkness.
We continued our march until dawn in a dense mist
without being able to see anything around us. Late in
the morning, as the mist cleared, we realized that
we were walking on a bare hill, near the village, and
that the enemy soldiers were searching at the foot of
the hill. We agreed to go on all fours, and after
having crawled for several kilometres we reached the
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margin of a forest. We continued our walking, but
at noon, we were exhausted. The guides pulled our
hands to help us to move ahead. At about sunset,
we reached the place we had planned, on the top of
a mountain. There, we began preparations for build-
ing with the local people and leading the opposition
to the enemy repression. Following this journey, both
comrade Thiet Hung and I fell gravely sick and had
fever for two and a half months. We had no medicines
and took decoctions of “nu ao’ root. Some women
comrades worried about our conditions and brought our
tunics to the soothsayer who would say prayers for our
recovery. How could we recover by this method!
When connections were resumed, comrade Cap came
from Uncle Ho’s office and gave us quinine pills which
partially cured our disease. ¢

In fact, the scale of the enemy’s repression was
then smaller than in subsequent times. But because
it was the first time it was carried out in the region,
it created great difficulties in maintaining the organiza-
tions. The movement declined for sometime. However,
propaganda and training work continued. The move-
ment then surged again. National salvation associa-
tions and self-defence groups passed the test. In the
fields of Kim Ma, pre-uprising meetings were again
enthusiastically held. Soon after this period, the
first congress of the Man compatriots was convened
and the Quang Trung zone established. The move-
ment vigorously developed.

On one occasion, at the celebration of the. Russian
October Socialist Revolution, representatives of the
people of Ngnyen Binh and Ngan Son counties gathered
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and discussed the preparations for armed uprising.
Nearly 300 of them attended the gathering and about
ten fighting self-defence groups took part in a military
parade.

To help in propaganda work, we edited the program
of the Viet Minh in rhymed verses : the five-foot verse
Viet Minh pamphlet. I translated it into Man Tien and
Man Trang dialects, also in verses, Many revolutionary

songs were composed on the folk themes of the Tho.

and Man which helped to publicize the Viet Minh
program very broadly and rapidly. In some hamlets,
where the people were newly organized, when we came
to attend meetings we found women and children
reciting by heart the Viet Minh five-foot verses while
they ginned cotton or pounded rice.

. At that time, Party organizations were developed
in Bac Can, and the provisional Bac Can Provincial
Committee was set up.

The first committee secretary was comrade Dang.
He was a loyal and resolute cadre. During a repres-
sion, the enemy soldiers encircled the office, comrade
Dang fought them and fell heroically.

As the movement spread southward, the need for
more cadres was strongly felt. In response to the
appeal of the joint provincial committee, nearly one
hundred young men and women cadres in Cao Bang
left their families to join armed shock units.

We provided ourselves with guns and hand-grenades.
Comrade Thiet Hung had a revolver which often
missed fire, as for me I had a dud hand-grenade.
However, we carried them constantly by our
sides for their good effect on the morale. In
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combination with local cadres, armed shock ypits
used propaganda work in their many-winged advance
southward. Shock units for development purposes
went first to establish connections, and carry out
information, propaganda and organizational work.
They were followed by shock units for consolidation
purposes, choosing loyal members among the
masses, opening short-term training courses, and
relying on newly trained local cadres to develop the
movement.

In order rapidly to expand mass organizations, it
was not absolutely necessary to organize one village
after the other according to proximity. According to
the situation, any locality could be organized by send-
ing shock units which would secretly cover long dis-
tances to the place where the people were known to be
relatively sympathetic. There they would set up organi-
zations which later were linked with one another. We
called this method of development, ‘* parachuting .

On our way southward, an event occurred which
is worthy of notice. Along with the development of
the movement, I moved gradually from Kim Ma to
Hoang Hoa Tham county, then to Ngan Son, to ins-
pect the work and to organize training courses for
local cadres. One day, when I was in the mountain near
Ngan Son district town, I received an urgent letter
from comrade Tong, asking me to return immediately
to the head-office.

I returned to Cao Bang. The head-office continued
to be located in Lam Son mountain. Comrade Tong
and comrade Vu Anh informed me that Uncle Ho had
gone to China, that he was arrested and jailed for @

117

T T

D T P Y TR T . X VA



period and recently died of sickness there. It was a
great shock. I felt stunned. All of us were infinitely
sad. Uncle Ho dead! This was a great sadness for
our Party and our whole nation. We decided to
inform the Central Committee of this sad news. We
discussed the organization of the memorial service
and agreed that comrade Tong draft the funeral
oration. Comrade Cap brought Uncle Ho's rattan
handbag and opened it to see if there was anything
which should be preserved as a souvenir of him. We
intended to send comrade Cap to China again to
inquire of the place of Uncle Ho’s tomb. Some days
later, I left the office to return to my work. That
night, together with a comrade I went southward,
passing desolate hills overgrown with wild reeds, in
the chilly cold, under a star-spotted and transparent
sky. I felt very lonely and sad, I could not confide
my feelings to anybody else, and looked at the stars
through my tears.

After a period, we unexpectedly received a news-
paper sent to us from China. The Chinese characters
written in the margin of the newspaper unequivocally
betrayed Uncle Ho’s handwriting, which read, I
wish my brothers at home good health and good work.
I am all right here”. It was accompanied by the
following verses:

« The clouds embrace the peaks, the peaks embrace
the clouds,

¢ The river below shines like a mirror spotless and
clean,

On the crest of the western mountains my heart
stirs as I wander.

118

« Looking towards the Southern sky and dreaming
of old friends. "’

We were filled with boundless joy. We showed the
newspaper to comrade Cap and asked,

«“What does all this mean?”’ *“What do you think
of this?”

Comrade Cap replied, ““I don’t know. When I was
in China the Kuomintang mandarin actually told
me that Uncle Ho was dead.”

We asked comrade Cap again and again: ‘“ Now
repeat the Chinese words he told you to see what
they are.”

Comrade Cap repeated the words. We tried to
discover their meaning, and rcached this unexpected
conclusion : Perhaps in his talk with the Kuomintang
mandarin, comrade Cap mistook the word “su lo”,
that means ‘‘yes’’, for the word “xu lo”’ which
means ‘“ dead .

We broke into happy laughter. This was the end
of several long months of sadness and worries.

About August 1943, the road to the South cleared
up. I went to meet comrade Ba, i.e; comrade Chu
Van Tan. .

T remembered that over one year ago, after the
movement southward had started, I learnt that com-
rade Tan had secretly left Bac Son for the border
region, from where he reached the office of the Cao-
Bac-Lang Inter-provincial Committee. I met comrade
Tan in Lam Son. The Party then decided that comrade
Tan return to Bac Son, to consolidate the organiza-
tions along the road from That Khe and Dinh Ca andto
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organize the connections from Thai Nguyen to Cao
Bang. The Party also decided that I continue with
organizing the march to the south. We discussed many
possible roads of junction. Comrade Tan introduced to
me some cadres of Bac Son who would co-operate in
organizing the march to the south.

After a relatively long period of hard work, through
innumerable difficulties along the read southward, a
broad section of the people in many localities was
organized. The road led to many villages inhabited by
the Tho, Man Tien and Man Do nationalities.

All along the road to Phu Thong, Cho Don, in my
advance to the south, I saw the enthusiastic atmos-
phere of the preparations for the uprising and the
increased consciousness of the masses. The compatriots,
whether they were Tho or Man, were very good people,
who gave the revolutionary cadres a particularly warm
welcome, especially in Man hamlets, along the slope of
Phia Bioc mountain range, where there was a persistent
light rain even when there was sunshine at the foot of
the range. All the Man compatriots joined Viet Minh
organizations. Women and children all learnt by heart
the five-foot Viet Minh verses composed in the Man
dialect and many revolutionary songs. When there
were reactionaries lingering about the region, the
compatriots took great efforts in protecting the cadres.
Sometimes they hid cadres in their private bedroom
and in sanctuary-places for spirits, which they kept
in great devotion and previously had not allowed
strangers to enter.

After about a fortnight of travel, I came near Cho
Chu and followed the mountain track which passed at
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the foot of Coc Post to reach the agreed place of meet-
ing with comrade Tan. With boundless joy, we met
each other in a rice-field, deep in the jungle. We then
called a number of cadres of Bac Son who were working
in the region and cadres of the march to the south,
to a meeting during which experiences were exchanged.
A merry party followed the meeting, after which we
spread palm-leaves on the ground to serve as our
beds for the night in the open air in the jungle.

Comrade Tan informed me about the situation of
the movement in Thai Nguyen and in the Lower
region. Our revolutionary bases in Bac Son and Vu
Nhai were consolidated and the movement was spread-
ing to Cho Chu and Dai Tu. The enemy continued its
policy of repression. The comrades of Bac Son showed
great courage in the face of difficulties and danger,
and valuable efforts in expanding the organizations
among the masses. Comrade Tan also said that he had
reported the situation to the Central Committee and
that a Central Committee Party member would come
soon. I waited for a period, hoping each day that this
leading Party member would arrive, but because of
acute enemy repression and the difficulty in travel he
did not come. At the end of the second week, 1 returned
to Cao Bang because I had promised to be there with
the intention of consolidating further communication-
highways. After that I would return here again. I had
spent the two past weeks in writing the pamphlet
““ Experiences of the Viet Minh in the Viet Bac Region’’,
to be sent to the l.ower region.

I arrived in Cao Bang just in time for the Tet, or
Lunar New Year Festival. On the eve of the main day
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of Tet, the majority of cadres from nearly twenty
armed shock groups of the march to the south gathered
to celebrate their past achievements. The banner
with these embroidered words, ‘“ Successful Assault ”’,
which was awarded to the March to the South Corps
by the Central Committee of Viet Minh League and
the Party branch of Cao-Bac-Lang brought immense
enthusiam to everybody.

About that time, the enemy began their big cam-
paign of repression.

White terror in Cao - Bac - Lang

In 1942 and 1943, the Viet Minh movement in Cao-
Bac-Lang reached its climax. In Ha Quang district,
a thinly populated locality mostly inhabited by the
Nung minority people, for example, according to data
made available by the district Party committee, the
membership of national salvation organizations rose
from 1,053 in 1941, to 3,096 in 1943, including 1,049
staunch members and 235 members of self-defence
units and fighting self-defence units, 6 short-term poli-
tical and 3 short-term military training courses were
opened in the district. By 1943, the entire people in
the district had joined national salvation organiza-
tions, with a membership of 5,453, including 2,250
staunch elements, 1,004 self-defence guards and 15
fighting self-defence units. The number of political and
military training courses was 11 and 26 respectively.
10 cultural establishments were set up by the people
to wipe out illiteracy. In many places, women emulated
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in growing vegetables and breeding silk-worms to
raise funds in support of underground cadres.

In the military field, in all organized localities of
the inter-provinces, almost all young men and women
joined self-defence and fighting self-defence units, and
received constant training. It can be said that during
the period of underground activity, the rural area of
Cao - Bac - Lang had put into action the line of **all-
people organizing and all-people arming’’.

Between 1942 and 1943, the Inter-provincial Party
Committee opened many courses for the training of
military cadres. Military parades and exercises were
organized. A military exercise held in Hong Viet village
in July 1943 was participated by 1,000 people, in-
cluding members of self-defence units and fighting
self-defence units, Viet Minh leaders and staunch
members at village level. The aim of these military
parades and exercises was to create conditions for the
cadres to learn the art of the command and intensify
the training of fighting self-defence units. They were
at the same time a show of force to strengthen the
confidence of the revolutionary masses, win over
middle-of-the-readers and put pressure to bear on
local reactionaries. However, with such a method, we
would easily expose our strength and secrets, and
cause the enemy to stage raids.

The building of food reserves was also properly
carried out. ‘‘Insurrection’’ paddy and maize reserves
were set up in every district. The masses were active
in carrying out the plan for partial scorched-earth in
various hamlets. Hide-outs were dug deep in the forests
by the people. They burnt fire-wood to bake the inside
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-wall of these hide-outs, paved them with timber and
bamboo hurdles, and, after filling them with paddy,
covered them again with timber, and bamboo hurdles,
and earth. Arms purchasing was carried on intensely,
Every family did all they could, even by selling paddy
and buffaloes, to smuggle weapons from Chiang Kai-
shek’s troops on the other side of the border. Smithies
'sprung up everywhere to repair fire-arms and flintlock
rifles, and turn out swords and knives. The people
-enthusiatically contributed scrap iron, copper, plough-
shares, copper wash basins and trays, etc.

The French fascists, lackeys of the Japanese fas-
cists, decided to carry out ruthless repression, in an
attempt to head off the armed insurrection. Their plan
was to conduct outright repression simultaneously
‘with coercion and hoodwinking, aimed at destroying
the people’s bases, cutting off food supplies to under-
ground cadres, and then launching military attacks to
annihilate secret organs of the Viet Minh.

The very moment when the enemy was intensifying
its repression I parted with Chu Van Tan, and from
the Cho Chu-Cho Don border, returned to Cao Bang.

Half-way there, near the town of Bac Can, I
noticed signs of the repression. Upon my arrival at Na
Lum, or ‘* Forgotten Field ”, a remote village on the
top of the Phia Bioc, I received a letter from comrade
Duc Xuan, informing me of the surging tide of the
movement, and asking me to take part in a meeting
to be held by the people down in the valley. Comrade
Duc Xuan was the leader of the ¢ Vanguard Unit to
Advance Southwards’’, a militant and courageous com-
rade, skilled in composing folk songs and in propaganda
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work. When I reached a village at the foot of the
mountain on my way down to the valley, news was
received saying that the enemy was deploying its
troops to carry out a raid on a base near Phu Thong.
Losing vigilance, comrade Duc Xuan was ambushed
by the enemy and shot when he was opening the
meeting. His head and amputated arms were put on
display at the market.

This road was thus disrupted. The masses were
stricken with bewilderment.

I took a jungle path across the Phia Bioc mountain
range and returned to Cao Bang.

As stated earlier, when I arrived in Kim Ma, it
was Lunar New Year’s Day. The region was being
subjected to intensified raids by the enemy. Its main
objectives were the areas where large-scale military
exercises had been held. The headquarters of the Inter-
provincial Party Committee installed in the Lam Son
valley, was repeatedly encircled by enemy troops.

We decided to temporarily withdraw to another
place and not to use armed force to resist, each time
the enemy took the field. Once they fired mortar shells
on the area where the paper Viet Lap was published,
but did no damage. Moreover, the enemy troops were
without morale. Hardly had they penetrated into
the forest when a young pioneer from our headquarters
shouted ** Charge!"’, and caused them to take to
their heels.

In some localities, the enemy resorted to humbug.
They issued communiqués and announcements, sum-
moned the people and recommended them to go on
with their peaceful work, and not to join the Viet
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Minh for rebellious activities. They used deceptive
words, claiming guarantees of freedom for those who
gave up underground activities and returned to their
families, and calling on underground cadres to
surrender themselves to the ‘““goverament’’. The result
was complete failure for the enemy. The Viet Minh did
not budge one inch, its rank-and-file being prepared
for any eventuality and having a clear idea of the
enemy’s machinations.

The imperialists changed over to repression. They
reinforced their secret services, set up military posts
to encircle key areas as well as areas where the revo-
lutionary movement was surging ahead. More secret
agents were nominated, more civil guards were muster-
ed and mobile commandos formed.

Revolutionary cadres and even their relatives were
hounded and arrested. Families whose children joined
the revolution, or which were suspected of having
relations with the revolution, would have their houses
burnt down and their property confiscated.

In many localities, secret paddy reserves were
unearthed and destroyed, and whole villages razed te
the ground. Those who were found in possession of
““Viet Minh’* documents were shot on the spot. Their
heads and amputed arms and legs were put on display
in towns and districts. Big rewards were given to
those who succeeded in decapitating underground
cadres. The rewards ranged from 1,000 piastres and 1
ton of salt to 30,000 piastres.

Drawing experience from their campaign of white
terror in Bac Son and Vu Nhai, they ordered the
grouping of villages. Any village with less than ze
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houses and located in remote areas were dismantled
and grouped into fixed points. As a result, countless
villages were deserted and houses dismantled. Many
houses were burnt down because the owners failed to
remove them in time. Many a time, standing on the
top of the mountain, we eye witnessed these tragic
fires caused by the imperialists down in the valley.
Devastation and desolation prevailed throughout Cao-
Bac-Lang.

Once grouped into concentration areas, our compa-
triots had to live an extremely wretched life. Major
villages were forced to grow 3 layers of bamboo hedges,
to mount guard at night and to call the roll every
day. Curfew was imposed from 6 p.m. to 6 a.m. Not
a grain of rice was allowed to be transported out of
the villages. Many people were arrested and shot on
the spot. Their only crimes: they had a basket of
paddy seed sent for maceration, or brought a bag of
rice to the market.

The imperialists sent their agents to infest the revo-
lutionary ranks, causing suspicion among comrades.
Raid, plunder and arson were carried out almost
daily by enemy troops, in addition to forcible draft-
ing of man-power. Villagers were forced to sign affida-
vits, pledging themselves not to join the Viet Minh.

In the face of such a situation, the Cao-Bac-Lang
Inter-provincial Party Committee promptly decided
to launch a mass movement against persecution and
terror. Party cells and Viet Minh village committees
were asked to form anti-terrorist shock committees,
embracing all Party members and militant members
of national salvation organizations. Measures were
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taken to prevent reactionary elements from creeping
into these organizations. N "
The people’s anti-terrorist spirit was Very 1gt1.
Each time the imperialist troops staged a raid, Pgr y
members and militant youth went to varlogs
localities, conducting explanation and propagan (z;
work to bolster the people’s morale. Howe.Vfar, face
with the enemy’s atrocities, some localities were
o flinch.
bOIurI1 So:ne areas, the people asked for temporary sus-
pension of their organization’s work ; at other places,
from one village, no less than 40 101r 50 young men
men would take to the jungle. ‘
an’(l“ih‘:(())ao-Bac-Lang Inter-provincial Party Comm1tt.el<;
issued a directive, calling on czadres whq We.re‘lst1
engaged in open activity, to heighten their vigilance
and take care not to be captured by thef' ene@iz.
Cadfes were also urged to stand ready to “ go In ;)
hiding”’. They were asked not to stay at horr%e as
night, to be provided with se?lf-defence measuEe
when they travelled by day, bu11<‘i fo?d reserves fc)}rl
at least 2 or 3 months, and mamt:am llaxsor'l wi
leading comrades to be able to disappear in any
en}l?lzgerﬁfg{ber of underground comrades grew st'eadlly.
The Inter-provincial Party Committee de?}dEdtﬁz
organize these comrades into “ secret grm?)s as
nucleus of the movement. A ‘‘secret group™ was c$m—
posed of underground comrades‘ from‘ one o(; t WIZ
villages, most of whom left their ffi.mllles and too
refuge in the jungle. Each group had its own pr.emﬁles,
called a ‘‘thieng”’, or a secret hut of smaller size than
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those we often built during our military campaigns.
It was paved with bamboo, covered with wild herbs
or banana leaves, and set on hill tops or in thick
forests. The path leading to our premises ran across
several steep water falls. To reach the premises, we
could not take the side lane, but had to walk across
the water falls so that no traces were left. As a result,
we were dripping wet when we arrived.

A‘‘secret group” generally comprised 4 or 5 members,
sometimes close to 10, working under a fixed regime
and a stern discipline, There were hours for mass
work, for study and for military training. Study and
production from morning till 3 or 4 p. m., then dinner.
After dinner, ‘‘ secret men " crossed forests and moun-
tains, streams and torrents, and, guided by a secret
signal, made for meeting-points. It was at these
places that they met Party members or strong sup-
porters or national salvation organizations from the
villages. These people, risking their lives, went up
hill and down dale to bring food supplies to secret
groups, give them accounts of the situation, and
discuss what was to be done to cope with enemy
raids in each village and hamlet.

Members of secret groups then spent the night,
sleeping right on the edge of a river or a ricefield if
the weather was favourable. At dawn, they returned
to their premises. One had to reach the forest before
the mist dispersed, to be free from criticism, and not
to be a curse to the locality. Their hard life, their
bravery and perseverance in sticking to people’s bases
and the masses, gave a powerful impetus to the
struggle of the revolutionary masses.
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The imperialists were well aware that a close link
existed between the Party and the masses, be?ween
secret groups and villages and hamlets. ‘T.hey mtertl-
sified their campaign of terror, set up mlht.ary posts
almost everywhere, encircled key mountain ramges(.1
They pushed villagers on as far as f:he forests”an
marched behind them. This was a “ dlsturbance;, , or
a ‘“hunt for revolutionaries through forests™. Ai‘;
times, troops were sent at night to. l'ay ambushes at
fords. At others, scouts of Man origin were serdllt a
dawn to follow traces on dewy paths to track down
the hide-outs of secret men, in order tha't_tro.ops
could be sent for their encirclement and anmhllatxonci
Sometimes, on sunny Summer days, tracts of suspecte
forests were set on fire one after fmother. Once,lwe
escaped being burnt alive by finding a shelter close
to a brook. Many premises of secret groups were
constantly in a state of siege. The Bac Can region
was the enemy’s main’ target. Once,' comrade Hoang
Sam, 2 local cadres and I were besieged for 3 datys
running on a hill top in Hoang Hoa Tham coun i’
To cook our rice, we had to use lengths of female
bamboo as containers and cut liana to obtain water.
However, we were far more lucky than many other
dear comrades who had been killed.by the enemy
during this period of large-scale raids. 'Each time
secret premises were discovered, nearby Vlllagestere
practically razed to the ground. In HoaTlg Hola h'a}rln
county where the movement was partlculzflr y high,
two thirds of the inhabitants abandoned their villages

and took to the jungle.
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The movement of the masses temporarily subsided.
The people remained kind, but terrified. They said,
““When the insurrection day arrives, we will rise up to
kill the enemy. But prior to that day, we decline the
venture, because any meeting with a secret comrade
would cause the whole village to be burnt down.’’
However, insurrection could not be staged unless the
people’s bases were preserved.

People’s bases should be preserved at all costs. We
explained this to Party cells and all cadres to make
them understand. No matter how great the difficulties
were, Party members and cadres should always remain
with the masses. Enemy raids provided opportunities
for sorting out staunch elements.

After each meeting, members of secret groups again
went to various localities, carrying with them a bag of
dried food each. They waited for the people on their
way to the market or met them in their fields to
establish contacts, and informed them of the victory
of the Soviet Union and the Allies, and of the rising
tide in the delta. They assured the people that terror
could never curb the revolution, and mapped out plans
for them to continue with their organization’s work.

At the next meeting, members of these groups
gathered and verified their presence. Some, or even
many comrades, might be absent. Generally speaking,
those who failed to come back at the appointed time
would have been killed when they were at work. As
far as material conditions were concerned, only maize
or unpounded rice was available in some regions, and
in others, people had to eat wild roots in place of rice.

As for my office, we ate rice with bulbs of wild banana
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trees for months. Salted water was used to bo'il them
so as to take out the astringent substance which was
very sharp to taste. This made them eatable although
they continued to irritate our stomach.

With such food, we sometimes were unable tg
climb the mountains, being too weak. It was r.xot un-tll
the movement rose again that we were supplied with
some fat. However, with the flames of confidence and
with the spirit of sacrifice, everybody was ready to
march forward, and remained unflinching and l'lal.)py.

As a result of the armed attacks by the imperialists,
the revolutionary bases became more solid, although
their scope was restricted. .

After a certain time, the movement resurged in
many localities and graduallygrew into armed struggle.
The Cao-Bac-Lang Inter-provincial Party Commxttee
directed the secret groups to achieve militarizatlf)r{, to
secure arms and ammunition, step up military tralmr,lg,
and carry out military activity simultaneously W}th
political activity. The directive also urged apphcatlc?n
of “guerilla style”, to be perfectly trim and always in
a state of preparedness, ready to leave for another
place upon receiving orders.

Unrestricted armed groups, usually comp'osec.l of
from 7 to 12 members, were set up in various districts.
Wherever conditions allowed, qnits of the strt?ngth of

a platoon were formed. These local armed units were
generally concentrated to conduct p'ropaggnd?, anni-
hilate the ringleaders of the reactionary chque,'or
ambush small enemy patrol units with a view to taking
control of the mountains and forests. But due to the
fact that their scope of activity was kept aloof from
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people’s bases, in order to avoid repression and repris-
als, it was to some extent limited. For instance, the
tracking down of the traitor Tong Doan in Kim Ma for
his punishment caused a lot of trouble, When a suitable
place of ambush was found, which was far from people’s
bases, he did not come by. As luck would have it, one
day he went to the market. He was immediately
followed by an armed unit and shot dead. The women
returning from the market on that day commented,
‘““He has been punished by the Organization. "’

Following this, other traitors got cold feet, but
later they became active again.

As a result of enemy raids, the southwards road
was disrupted at many points. We sent shock working
teams to help the masses to oppose raids, and to pre-
serve people’s bases. Even with this, we succeeded in
reopening the communications only section by section.

Towards the beginning of 1944, liaison with the
lowlands became a matter of extreme urgency. By
Party decision, we concentrated a number of local
armed units, organized them into a ‘“Platoon to
Advance Southwards’’ and planned to make our way
along top-secret jungle tracks to establish liaison
with people’s bases at the foot of the Phia Bioc.

All along the road, many villages had been des-
troyed and burnt down. At concentration villages,
the enemy posted heavy sentries. The ‘ Platoon to
Advance Southwards’” began driving south from Kim
Ma. It marched at night, took rest during the day,
and resumed its march after sunset. I remembered
those nights when we marched under heavy rains,
the jungle tracks were flooded, and everybody was
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wet to the skin. It took us quite a lot of time to
reach a cave to shelter ourselves. We made a fire to
dry our clothes, and then continued our march until
7 or 8 o’clock next morning. We chose a covered place,
spread leaves or trees to make our bed, and spent
the rest of our day in the heart of the forest. Some-
times, it took us 2 or 3 nights’ march to reach a
village where people’s bases were to be found.

At times we had to make our way through villages
overrun by reactionaries. The road we took was unique
and ran near their look-out post. Walking in the mud
or with the help of a stick, we had to take good care
not to make the slightest noise.

After 8 or g days’ march, we passed through Cho
Ra, and arrived at the appointed place at the foot of
the Phia Bioc. Travelling together with the armed
platoon were a number of cadres who carried with
them a piece of lithographic limestone and ink and pa-
per. Our plan on arriving there was to set up an office
and publish newspapers, after liaison had been estab-
lished with people’s bases and the region consolidated.

Our arrival at our destination made us happy,
although everybody was weary. Usually, we would go
to sleep at once. But that night we felled treesto erect
our hut, and took our rest only after we had built it.
In the meantime, I sent comrade Thanh Quang, a
native from Cho Ra, to get into contact with reliable
bases in the locality. When he returned next evening,
he revealed that people’s bases in nearby villages had
recently been wrecked, and many houses of comrades

burned to the ground. The people told us that the
enemy was carrying out raids, and that their troops
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were making searches. We immediately posted sentries
at various points, slept to regain our strength, and
then made our way back to Cao Bang. We had to eat
meagre rice soup on our way back because we had
prepared our food supplies only for the going and not
for the return journey. Returning to Cao Bang, each
of us was taken seriously ill.

Although this large-scale raid created many diffi-
culties for us, it resulted in strengthening the spirit of
bravery and sacrifice of our cadres and the masses.
This spirit was a prerequisite for the armed insur-
rection.

Towards armed struggle

By June, 1944, the savage white repression carried
out by the French fascists reached an unprecedented
scale. In the face of the frantic raids of repression
perpetrated almost daily by the French, the people
looked forward still more eagerly to the outbreak of
the revolution.

Cao-Bac-Lang was likened to a powder keg about
to explode.

Meanwhile, the world situation gradually shifted
to the stage of utter defeat of fascism. In Europe,
following the battle of Stalingrad and the big Soviet
offensive, the 2nd front was opened. In the Pacific, the
Japanese fascists were driven into a critical situation,
and had to abandon a number of important bases
beyond Japan's territorial waters.

In early July, 1944, the French fascist government
headed by Petain collapsed. De Gaulle followed in the
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