Dear Ms. Chang,

This letter should have reached you sooner. It should have fallen into your lap two, three weeks
ago. You should have been able to open it, to see me tell you how important your work has been to
Chinese worldwide. You should have been able to see me thank you from the bottom of my heart for
writing The Rape of Nanking.

But Nanking has claimed another victim. And I am profoundly sorry for that.

Much like you, Nanking has always been a part of my consciousness since I was growing up. My
parents alluded to the term Nanjing Datusha sporadically but refused to dwell into details of how my
maternal great-grandparents, as well as a great grand uncle on my father’s side of the family, died in the
hands of the Japanese. Nevertheless I knew that something irrepressibly evil had occurred in Nanking
during World War 11 - largely because of the controversy the publication of your book generated.

Unfortunately, the tragedy never quite touched me then. Nanjing Datusha, to me as a child, was
just a whispered horror that lay buried in a past generation. A generation embodied only by a
Japanese-hating maternal grandmother who spoke a dialect I couldn't understand and who did strange
things like refusing to step into a Japanese restaurant and weeping when she heard me play Japanese pop
songs on my CD player. Yes - Nanjing belonged to a generation I could not understand.

I only learnt why my grandmother hated the Japanese so passionately after her death. Another
great-uncle revealed during her funeral wake that my maternal grandmother had witnessed both her
parents strung up on a tree and beaten to death by the Japanese soldiers.

That didn't happen in Nanking. It took place in a tiny non-descript village in the heart of china.
The Japanese didn't just kill in Nanking. They slaughtered, murdered and tortured in a hundred other
forgotten villages scattered throughout China. The scars of Nanking belong to all of china. The "forgotten
holocaust" of Nanking was repeated on smaller scales elsewhere as well.

Why is so much learnt only through death?

In fact, Ms. Chang, to be honest, I never finished The Rape of Nanking until your death. I
couldn't. I'd read about the atrocities you described, pictured the damning violence in my mind and turned
away from your book in utter horror and disgust. I too had lost my ancestors in that "forgotten holocaust"
and every word you penned and every photograph you included in your book was personal to me. It took
me four years to finish the first four chapters, and each time I tried to read, I'd grow cold with horror at
the banality of evil you made apparent in your book.

Yet it must have been far worse for you. You saw the primary evidence, the footage, the accounts
that brimmed with grief and suffering. You relived the victims' horror and pain every day for years. How
did you do it? How did you find the courage not to recoil?

So when I learnt of your suicide in the papers, I had to read your book. If you were brave enough
to write the book, then I ought to do you the homage, at the very least, of reading it. One windy day I sat
on a bench with an old copy of your book and thought of you. I opened the book and read.

And somehow, this time round I was able to finish The Rape of Nanking. I didn't try to distance
myself from the horror. I didn't try to shut myself out from the stench and the wails of grief that you
painted about me. Instead, as I immersed myself into the terror of Nanking, I saw John Rabe, Minnie



Vautrin, Dr. Robert Wilson and you in front of my eyes. I saw the "living Buddhas of Nanking" succoring
thousands of victims; and I saw you pushing away the bamboo curtain that hid The Rape of Nanking
from the world for so long. Thank you, Ms. Chang, for having been a beacon of hope and justice to all.
Thank you for vindicating my grandmother's life. Thank you for having had the courage to tell the truth.
And even though you will never read this letter, I hope that even before you died you understood what a
difference you've made to this world. So thank you.

Yours truly,
Hann-Shuin Yew
Hann-Shuin Yew, Age 16, Grade 11

I was born in Singapore and grew up in an itinerant family whose frequent moves gave me the
opportunity to live in cities such as Shanghai, Vancouver and now, San Jose. My exposure to varied
cultures and to the ways Chinese communities lived in different parts of the world made me keenly
interested in history and literature, especially works which enable me to better understand my own
heritage. My other preoccupations include crossword puzzles, mindbenders, origami and occasional
attempts at writing poetry.
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