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TAIWAN
The Watchful Dragon

Article and photographs by HELEN and FRANK SCHREIDER

Matiomal Geographic Foreign Staff
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F I'\HI'Z INCREDIBLE THING is that it

exists, It lies in the Pacific, a brave speck

in the shadow of a colossus, only 100
miles from its implacable enemy—theworld's
most populous country, 700 million strong.
For nearly 20 vears the Communists on main-
land China and the Nationalists on Taiwan
have waged their quiet war,

Taiwan must be as tightly run as a battle-
ship, I thought as we flew into Taipei, In a
continual state of war, the island must be an
austere place to live,

Austere? Hardly, though to judge by the
machine-gun-like explosions reverberating
through Taipei's streets, the quiet war had
erupied into a shooting one,

A taxi tried a left turn from the right lane,
Chang cut him off with a glare. A motorcycle,
all but hidden under its passengers, darted
[rom & cross street, father, mother, two babies,
dog in box on fender, all blissfully ablivious
to the outraged horns.

A broom vendor halted his bristling push-
cart and haggled in the middle of the street
with a customer. Chang swerved and sped
across the new overpass into the old Japanese-
built section of town.

Pedicabs scurried like spiders through
shop-lined alleys (they have been banned
since last June as traffic hazards). Wares over-
flowed onto the sidewalks—refrigerators, rice
cookers, television sets, textiles, a bewildering

array of plastic tovs and utensils, all Taiwan-
made. Restaurants advertised the typical
food of every province of mainland China.
Medicine shops preseribed dried sea horses
for virility and snake glands for the eyes,

“Firecrackers,” laughed Chang, ourdriver.
“Big holiday. Birthday of Dr. Sun Yat-sen, fa-
ther of China. Big dragon dance at City Hall.”

Chang raced the hired car away from the
palatial Grand Hotel and penetrated the bed-
lam of traffic along Chungshan North Road.
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Exhaust fumes clouded the air. Cars, buses,
and taxis clogged the four-lane boulevard.
Taipei was suffering the pangs of progress.

“Few vears ago only rice fields here,"Chang
said, waving toward the new high-rise hotels
and office buildings, “Now too much cars,
Too much motorcycles. Terrible, sir.”

We arrived in City Hall square with the
dragon. Drums, cymbals, and a shattering
blast of firecrackers announced him, a 100-
foot-long, 30-manpower dragon of red-and-
gold silk and papier-miché, He postured coy-
Iy and slyly, fearsomely playful, turning his
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Jimmy made way for us through the throngs of Chinese school
children taking notes on the many jades and bronzes, porcelains and
paintings. He led us to a 3,700-year-old Shang dynasty bronze vessel.

“Ask yourself, how would you design a bronze pot? It is to be used
for cooking, so first you shape it. But it will be too hot to hold. So you
add handles. Perhaps you want it to cool quickly. So you add knobs to
conduct the heat away. But how many centuries passed before we
learned these refinements? We learn by trial and error, but sometimes
the trials are difficult.”

On another bronze, Jimmy pointed out two horns protruding from
the edge. “This is a wine cup. When ‘we drain the cup, the horns touch
our brows. We want to drink more, but the horns suggest we do not.”

Legend Promises Reward to Those Who Strive

In one of the jade rooms Jimmy contemplated a magnificent carving
of a carp turning into a dragon. The veining of the white-and-dark-
gray jade accented each scale, fin, and claw (page 18).

“In Chinese legend there is a river whose water flows over a high
cliff. Many carp swim in the river, and at the top of the cliff is the Drag-
on’s Gate. One carp managed to swim to the top and pass through the
gate. As a reward the gods turned him into a dragon.

“Yes, the past speaks to us of many things—trial and error, modera-
tion, perseverance. On the mainland we made many mistakes. But we
learned that the past alone was not enough. Now the Communists have
found that the new ways alone won’t work either.

“The only way to beat an idea or a system is with a better one. Here
on Taiwan we must preserve our culture, but we must make it better
by adding something new.”

The first “something new” that the Nationalists added was land

Stripped of murk, Taipei sprawls
under a rare rain-free sky. With
more than 1,500,000 residents, a
five-fold increase in 23 years, Tai-
wan’s capital suffers from urban
blight. But the face-lifting addition
of modern buildings and subtrac-
tion of slums constantly changes
the look of the century-old city.
Shortly after its founding, walls of
stone and rice mortar rose to en-
close a town of half a square mile.
Now only four gatehouses remain
from the walls, torn down when
Japan’s 50-year rule began in 1895.
The Japanese built the Grecian-
style Historical Museum, center;
the present government erected
the park’s pagodas. Through the
distant mist above the Tanshui
River looms a mountain called
Kuanyin—Goddess of Mercy.

Motorbike generation: A proud
father and his children ride on one
of Taiwan’s 300,000 motorbikes.
Some 24,000 cars and taxis also
crowd roads, in contrast to fewer
than 4,000 when Chiang and his
government arrived.
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with a high regard for quality control. As our
wage scales rise to the point where foreign
investors look elsewhere, we hope that our
increased efficiency will keep us competitive
in the world markets.”

How productive are these workers? Lorain
Tinnes of General Micro-Electronics, a sub-
sidiary of Philco-Ford, was more than enthu-
siastic. He led us along lines of benches where
blue-smocked ex-farm girls peered into micro-
scopes and assembled Space Age electronics
components (page 26). He stopped beside a
shy Taiwanese girl who was bonding wires
1/1000 of an inch in diameter to a circuit
printed on a tiny piece of silicon.

“Theoretically, the maximum capacity of
these bonding machines is 400 units a day.
After three weeks of training this girl pro-
duced 340 units. We named her Worker of
the Month. The very next day she produced
414 units. These girls just like to work. They
make a game of it.”

World of Aborigines Still Remote

Most of the workers at KEpz are Taiwan-
born Chinese from the western plains. The
lure of factory jobs has not yet penetrated the
central mountain tange where most of Tai-
wan’s aborigines live.

Divided into nine tribal groups, the abo-
rigines claim Malayan origin. During Japa-
nese administration they were isolated in
reservations, partly because of their inhospit-
able habit of hunting heads.

They are far less isolated now. Where the
tourists have not reached, the missionaries
have. With John Whitehorn, an English Pres-

Cherished bridal dress, a family heirloom,
stirs wedding-day memories for an aborig-
inal girl. Cowrie shells—a fertility charm—
and boars’ tusks—for strength—decorate
her headdress. Member of a tribe of onetime
headhunters, the girl, a kindergarten teacher,
had returned to visit her home village of Dala-
dalai after the army drafted her husband.

Shaky shortcut, a primitive suspension
bridge spans a mountain river on a twisting
trail used by Taiwan’s aborigines, whose
ancestors may have come from the Malay
Peninsula area of Southeast Asia. Number-
ing about 200,000 and making up only 1.5
percent of the population, the aborigines
are fast losing their tribal ways, including
the tradition of elaborate facial tattoos. But
their dancing and pageantry, intricate weav-
ing and wood carving have become major
tourist attractions.

byterian, we hiked into Daladalai, a Paiwan
tribe village some three hours’ climb from
road’s end at Santimen (map, page 13).

For much of the way we followed a foot
trail over mountainsides covered with bam-
boo, juniper, and cedar. Few lances of light
broke through, and we walked in gloom until
the trail ended abruptly at a gorge crossed by
a narrow suspension bridge. Hundreds of
feet long, strung dizzily above rock-studded,
milky-green streams, it spanned the abyss like
a spider web (below). We walked with cau-
tious steps, watching for rotten boards, cling-
ing to trembling handrails, pausing briefly to
glance down the valley at the crudely culti-
vated patches of Paiwan farms.

The few people we met—pipe-smoking,
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“Flying Dragon”’ Squadron Lockheed F-104 Starfighters of the 100,000-man Republic
of China Air Force flash past Taiwan’s highest peak, 13,113-foot Yu Shan, or Jade Moun-

s

parts of the mainland [page 12]. Our loud-
speakers are clearly heard. But the Commu-
nists have speakers too. Listen.”

From across the narrow strait we heard the
Communist announcer. Commander Cheng
translated:

“We are the workers of Mao Tse-tung. We
completed a bridge two months ahead of
schedule.”

As in a duel, the Nationalist loudspeaker
boomed back:

“Here on Taiwan the farmers own their
land. They have electricity, motorcycles, more
food than they can eat. Your families are
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separated. You live in communes. You are
hungry. Mao is your enemy. He is our enemy
too. Revolt. We promise that in six hours we
will send you help.”

“That evening when the shelling began we
returned to the bunker. The night was clear
and the lights flickering on the mainland were
like pale, yellow stars. A Taiwanese soldier
paced his post, a dog barked, and the moon
silvered the water. True to their pattern of
many years, the Communist guns fell silent
after dropping a score or so of shells, strewing
propaganda leaflets over the landscape but
causing no damage.

Back on Taiwan, we toured many military
installations. No one, regardless of position,
wealth, connections, or education is exempt
from military service. Some 600,000 men are
in uniform, 5 percent of the population, and
they are among the lowest paid in the world,
about $7.50 a month for privates. Yet we
found high morale and enthusiasm.

We flew with paratrooper recruits, swam
with frogmen practicing underwater demo-
lition, rode amphibious tanks in simulated
landings. Everywhere we met members of the
United States Military Assistance and Advi-
sory Group (MAAG), which has been working
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tain. Also called Mount Morrison for an early sea captain, it became Niitakayama, or
New High Mountain, to the Japanese when they found it 725 feet higher than Fujiyama.

with the armed forces on Taiwan since 1951.

Maj. Gen. Richard G. Ciccolella, Chief of
MAAG, China, explained MAAG’s role: “Our
job is to assist Taiwan in defending itself.
We’ve almost worked ourselves out of a job.
We no longer teach the basics. We’re advising
now on the highest levels—logistics, strategy,
maintenance, coordination. As fighting men,
the Chinese on Taiwan can, I believe, match
any military force in Asia.”

At the huge Ching Chuan Kang Air Base
in west-central Taiwan I began to appreciate
Taiwan’s first line of defense—the Chinese
Air Force. For weeks we had been trying to
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