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DEMOCRACY WITH A TOMMYGUN

is a challenging and outspoken book on
the problems of peace and war in
India, Burma, China, the Philippines
and Japan. The book begins in India
and the first chapters expose with
passionate words the sufferings in the
Bengal Famine and the incompetence
of those responsible for that tragedy.
The scene then shifts to Burma, from
then on to China, presenting what is
probably the first unvarnished account
of the Chungking Dictatorship. The
chapters on Pacific Landings and on
the author’s entry into Hiroshima,
where he stole a march on 250 corres-
pondents to give the world its first
historic description of that atom-
bombed city; and a merciless analysis
of democracy’s fate in the Philippines
are all highlights of this unique
account. But war, power and politics
.are not the author’s only concern. His
style, hard-hitting as it is when it comes
to political attack, becomes tender when
he writes of the peoples who are the
pawns in the game. His contention is
that while naval and air fleets, armies
of men and columns of tanks played
their parts, the Second World War was
essentially the little man’s war — the
man with a tommygun.
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FOREWORD

THE title of this book perhaps needs a word of explanation.

During the tragic, but on the whole successful attempt
by leftist Greek patriots to resist with arms attempts to re-
impose an unwanted monarchy on that ancient battleground
for liberty, British Prime Minister, Mr. Winston Churchill,
made one of his inspired and inspiring speeches.

With more regard for a fine turn of a phrase than its
aptness, he produced with rhetorical flourish the following
gem, afterwards hailed by those who supported Mr. Chur-
chill’s case, as a ‘“classic exposition of democracy.”

“...Democracy is not a harlot on the street to be picked
up with a Tommy-gun.”

Beside the point is the notion that a harlot has to be
persuaded by a man with a Tommy-gun. But pertinent is
the fact that ever since the idea of freedom was a gleam in
our ancestors’ eyes, liberty, freedom and more recently
democracy have been “picked up” or won by men with
Tommy-guns or muskets, pikes or clubs. The right to use
the ballot-box has ever been won with bullets and blood.
We know that from past history in England and America. We
know it from history at present in the making in Europe,
where patriots in every occupied country have risen with
their Tommy-guns not only to drive out the invaders, but
to settle accounts with those who made invasion possible
and oppression more intolerable. There will be many books
written about the valiant part people with Tommy-guns
played to instal or restore democracy in the “Old World.”

Part of the purpose of this book is to show what has
been done by the man with Tommy-gun, home-made cannon
and carbine, with dah and bolo, to achieve democracy in
South-East Asia and the Pacific. Democracy is used in the
broadest sense as meaning the desire of people to decide
their own fate, rule their own destiny. The book will show
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that the spirit to use the Tommy-gun has been strongest
in countries where independence and a measure of democracy
had already been tasted, and has tapered off in subject
countries where Japanese occupation merely meant substi-
tution of Japanese for existing Dutch, French or British
overlords.

The book is not by any means a history of the war against
Japan, or of the resistance movements in the various
countries, but the author has tried to present a background
of the places in which the war was fought, and how it was
fought, with a view to better understanding of future develop-
ments. It is hoped that if thoughtful people understand the
background they will not be content merely to observe but
will play their part in shaping the pattern of development
in these areas.

If we are interested in peace within our own lifetime it
is time to get interested in the Pacific and Far Eastern world.
It has been a common-place during the past few generations
to regard Europe with its mosaic of nationalities, its disputed
frontiers and spheres of economic interest, as the nursery
bed in which the seeds of war are nourished. But Europe is
now tired and exhausted. We know her and will watch her.
Plans will be made by the Allies to hog-tie and, if necessary,
cripple any potential trouble-makers in the West. But not
50 in the East.

Unless the West plays its part in seeing that those
countries which are just emerging from feudalism and the
lowest grade of colonial status, set their feet along the right
paths, we may still have wars which would make the one
just concluded seem infantile.

Imagine an industrialised India with a population of
400,000,000 battling with a modern, industrialised China with
a population of 450,000,000 for supremacy. in Asia with Indo-
China, Malaya, Burma and Siam as pawns. Or, imagine an
industrialised India and China allied in a crusade to drive
the white man forever off the face of Asia — and perhaps
farther.
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These are fantastic ideas, but that an unknown paper-
nanger would conquer the whole of Europe in less than 10
years was a fantastic idea in 1933. The world is shrinking
fast with no world capital more than a couple of days’ flight
from another. That is one reason why we have a right, even
a duty, to watch as closely as we can peoples and movements
in countries even so remote as those of South-East Asia and
the Pacific. That is the chief excuse for this book.

If any further apologia is needed for adding one more
toc the scores of war correspondents’ books written during
the past five years, it seems that correspondents are still
best fitted to write the little fragments of war history which,
as they are being pieced together now, will give the nearest
to a complete picture of these years of madness, valour, energy
and suffering. War correspondents do have special privileges
and facilities to pry and poke into all sorts of odd places and,
best of all, they can write of what they find without more
than normal human prejudice.

Any book on any part of this war is incomplete, and this
one not less than others. For the most part it will be
restricted to writing about places visited, people known and
actions witnessed, whilst “covering” the war against Japan
since October, 1941, to the time of writing in August, 1945.



Chapter One.

FIRST GLANCE AT CHINA.

ROM the top of the mountain ridge the trucks looked like
threaded brown beads slowly drawn across a deep green
scarf, Captain Wang, my Chinese friend and driver, had
halted our car at the tip of a 5,000-ft. ridge so that we could
look back across the road by which we had climbed from
the beautiful valley below. In its very pit was a tiny sliver
of jade green water and across the sliver hung an arched
bridge over which the beads moved in an endless stream.

The slope looked like one of those charts on which
statisticians delight to picture costs of living or price indices,
with the sharp brown zig-zags laid against the emerald
mountainside from shadowed valley to sunlit summit. A few
paces from us was working a group of people, obviously
belonging to one family. A venerable looking old man in
thin blue shirt and trousers, with a goitre as large as a foot-
ball extending half way down his chest, wielded a small
hammer which seemed as heavy as his frail body. His wife
or daughter, a teen-age boy, two younger girls and a little
toddler with padded pants, all armed with hammers accord-
ing to their size, pounded away at the cluster of rocks the
old man had broken off a chunk of granite. Even the toddler,
clasping a tiny hammer in her chubby fists, banged away at
the rocks and helped stack the small ones in neat piles by
the roadside.

Sweat poured down their brown faces, but they scarcely
paused in their work of breaking big stones into little ones
and little ones to smaller ones, even to gaze at the “waig-
woren” (foreigner) who stared so impolitely at them.

The first of the truck convoy was now in sight again,
puffs of vapour spurting from the radiator as it lurched
round the last bend before the mountain top. Captain Wang
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waved his thin hands at the groaning convoy strung out
behind the leader and said:
“Good. Very good. But late. Much too late.”

He let in the clutch and we moved off down the other
side of the mountain for the last stage of our journey to
Kunming. It was then October, 1941, two months before
Pearl Harbour, and I don’t think Captain Wang, honoured
pilot of the Chinese Air Force, realised how really late it was.
But someone in China realised that time was getting short.
Piles of lend-lease equipment were accumulating at Ran-
goon faster than trains and trucks could move it. On every
vacant allotment in Burma’s chief port and capital trucks
were being assembled, bodies built at a feverish rate. Sup-
plies were being pushed up the Burma road as fast as truck
space, red tape, graft and corruption would permit.

Entering China via the back door was a bewildering
experience, but perhaps a good introduction for a newcomer.
There along that 1,200 miles of rocky road from the Yunnan-
Burma border to Chungking are encountered all the contra-
dictions that make up China to-day. The ultra-modern with
the ultra-primitive, the up-to-date with the medieval.
iatest ten-wheeled American trucks driven by turbaned,
skirted Orientals, and on the same road pack-trains of mules,
ponies and human beings. Wealth and greed, poverty and
selflessness, graft and corruption, patient honesty and sacri-
fice. They are all there, painted in broad colours along the
Burma Road — China’s greatest monument to her faith in
herself.

In Lashio, the boom town terminus of the Burma rail
system and real starting point for the old Burma Road, one
marvelled at the wealth being dissipated by Chinese drivers.
There were Burmese and Indian drivers, too, but for one new
to the East, they all seemed Chinese at first. Restaurants
and shops were overflowing with them, eating the best food,
drinking the most expensive liquor, buying luxury goods in
lavish quantity. I had thought of Chinese as poverty-
stricken people, and surely truck-drivers could not be high
up on the wage scale, but here they were spending money
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at a rate a movie star could hardly afford. Most of them
had revolvers stuck into hip pockets or swinging in flashy
new holsters by their sides.

But soon one could see there was a wide gap between the
lives of these easy spenders and those one saw along the
Burma Road — the pinched-faced peasants who built the
road with their hands; who toiled patiently by the hundreds
of thousands carving a road out of rock and mountains with
hoes and home-made blasting powder; who carried every
pound of dirt and rock for foundation and facing in little
woven bamboo baskets; who shaped perfect road rollers out
of solid rock with crude chisels and then hauled them up and
down till earth and rock was padded flat and hard so that
guns and bullets could roll past on their way to kill
Japanese; who were lowered down the sides of cliffs on ropes
and pecked away at a solid rock wall till there was room to
stand, widened footholds into shelves for their neighbours,
shelves into ledges and ledges into wide cuttings; who
coughed their lungs out and shivered with cerebral malaria
till their lifeless frames were flung into the bushes to putrefy
and spread disease amongst their fellow workers; whole
villages wiped out with the malaria and dysentery that
followed the camps — whole villages robbed of their man-
power as China’s ports were nipped off one by one and
need for the lifeline through Yunnan to Rangoon became
ever more pressing.

There was a gap between those leather-jacketed young
men who piloted the trucks and the emaciated coolies who
plodded along the same road, their thin jackets coated by
the swirling red dust flung up by the careening trucks, their
backs bent double by some great piece of lumber or chunk of
rock salt. The coolies whose equipment for a thousand-
mile journey was rice bowl and chopsticks, a piece of rag
and a forked stick to prop up the burden when a halt was
made on some sharp hillside to wipe off the sweat and recover
one’s breath.

There was a difference in the diet of those who lived
off chicken and steaks and good whisky in Lashio, and the
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nhungry-looking peasants who used to gather round the little
inns at which Wang and I ate along the Burma Road. Partly
it was to observe with shy humour the spectacle of a foreigner
dropping chunks of food over the table in his clumsy first
attempts to use chopsticks. But partly, too, it was to savour
the smell of good meat and vegetables which their meagre
earnings denied them the pleasure of sampling.

It was not difficult to discover why the truck-driver ate
chicken and the peasant, soldier and worker starved on
poor grade rice. While the peasant and his family laboured
to provide the rice that Kkept China alive; while the
miserably-equipped soldiers fought with what they had to
keep some of China still free; while the workers toiled long
hours in arsenals to put weapons in the hands of their troops,
a few thousand truck-drivers, merchants, bankers and
pbureaucrats carried on one of the greatest rackets of all time
along the Burma Road.

Trucks from which war supplies had been dumped to
provide space for highly profitable contraband were rushed
through the customs’ posts because customs’ officers received
a good slice of “squeeze” to let thera through without inspec-
tion while other trucks with the guns and ammunition so
badly needed were held up for days at a time. An honest
man with honest cargo couldn’t afford to pay ‘‘squeeze,” SO
why should a customs’ ofilcial hurry him along? Let him
wait. Trucks which were supplied to the government under
American lend-lease had number plates changed, were loaded
with trade goods, driven to Kunming and sold complete with
goods at enormous profits and sent back to Lashio for another
load. Truck-drivers piled goods into suitcases and under the
seats. If they carried the right sort after a couple of trips
theyv could buy trucks of their own and join in the wholesale
swindle in a bigger way.

Wang, by his acticns (for he spoke only a few words of
English), helped me to understand something of this in our
four-day trip from Lashio to Kunming. He would race his
Chrysler staff car dangerously close to the cabin of a truck,
velling fiercely at the driver and, if necessary, waving his
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pistol at him, until he pulled his truck into the side of the
road. Then Wang would clamber over the cargo, fish out
boxes and bales of anything from whisky and cigars to
quinine and condroms, usually hidden under boxes of ammu-
nition or aeroplane parts. The drivers were always wide-eyed
with simulated horror and astonishment, but Wang berated
them in shrill tones, covered reams of paper with painted
character as he noted down names of drivers, truck numbers
and types of contraband, then set out to overtake the next
convoy. Many times Wang got so infuriated and excited I
thought he would end by shooting a driver or being shot
himself, but we reached Kunming with nothing worse hap-
pening than Wang beating one surly truck-driver over the
head with a bolt of silk he had found hidden under his seat.

Through interpreters at Kunming it was explained that
Wang had no official sanction to check up on contraband
other than the duty of an honest patriot, but he had seen
enough of what was going on at Lashio to inspire him to find
out things for himself and present a documented report to
the government. Whether he did or not it was impossible to
discover, as I never saw Wang again after I left Kunming a
few days later.

The situation on the Burma Road was bad, and many
outsiders who saw what was happening concluded the whole
Chinese people were graft-ridden and corrupt and could
never be trusted to run their own affairs in an honest and
efficient manner. But since then the scandal of the air
traffic over the “hump” from India to China has been
uncovered. This time it was not Chinese truck-drivers and
bureaucrats who were displacing valuable war materials with
drugs and contraband. It was mainly American military

personnel, a few civil airline pilots and some Red Cross
workers.

The Chinese who were cheating their fellow countrymen
by smuggling on the Burma Road were no more representa-
tive of real China then were the United States military per-
sonnel involved in the cigarette and gasoline racket in
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France representative of real America. To evaluafte China
one had to look beyond the trucks on the Burma road to the
farms reamed out of the mountain sides; to the bowed-
packed peasants toiling from dawn to dusk to keep their
country fighting.

In Kunming the townspeople were patiently softening
up the rubble to which their mud brick homes had been
reduced by a Japanese bombing raid a few days previously.
A little water mixed with the dust, the mud shaped into
pricks and laid out in the sun to dry. It was all very simple.
Whole blocks of shops and houses had been levelled, but out
of the dust and rubble new walls were already rising again.
The American “Flying Tigers” were just getting organised
in Kunming, and the Japs had come over in a surprise raid,
just to let the Chinese know that they were keeping an eye
on the place.

The Post-office truck on which I travelled from Kunming
to Chungking on a bed of madil-sacks had constantly to pull
to the side of the road while long lines of troops squeezed
past. As in Rangoon, the idea that Japan might go to war
was still something to be scoffed at; it was surprising to see
Chinese soldiers marching down the Burma Road, as I was
told, to man the Yunnan-Burma border. They had six or
seven hundred miles to march from where I passed them.

Behind each battalion of yellow-clad, sandal-shod troops
came the battalion cooks, each with a ten-gallon copper,
frame and all, suspended on each end of a carrying stick.
Behind the cooks came wheelbarrow teams, trundling clumsy-
looking, high-wheeled barrows up and down the mountain-
sides, keeping up with the troops or at least catching them
up by nightfall. At some villages little bands turned out to
cheer them along with fiddle, fife and trumpet. Incidentally,
that was the only place in China where I saw troops welcomed
with music. Slender, tattered and hard, for the most part
very young troops, they were to be ready near the Yunnan-
Burma border when Japan plunged into war. When they
passed a halted convoy they peered wonderingly and envy-
ingly at the shiny new guns in crates on some of the trucks.
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The heaviest weapons they carried were three-inch mortars
and Bren-type machine-guns.

The scenery between Kunming and Chungking is as
béautiful as I have seen anywhere in the world. The rice
harvest was almost complete. The last golden sheaves were
being beaten into great cane baskets, the headless straw
packed into stooks that, piled along the edge of the clipped
terraces, looked like balustrades flanking golden steps lead-
ing up the hill-sides. As we neared Chungking the stubble
had already been ploughed under and the terraces were
flooded with water. The peasants had performed miracles by
transforming mountains into lakes. Flooded terraces stepped
from the valleys right up to the very tips of the mountains,
reflecting red and gold of autumn-tinted chestnut and willow
leaves in the dead calm waters. There were beautiful mosaics
of pattern and colour in the neatly-fitted fields, with the blue
of peasants’ backs, gold of stubble, tender green of freshly-
planted rice, red of the leaves and a few poppies clinging to
the edges of the rice fields.

We passed two wrecked postal trucks between Kunming
and Kweiyang and three more between Kweiyang and
Chungking, representing 33 per cent. of the total number
on that stretch of road during the 48 hours in which they
had crashed. In order to save gasoline and sell the surplus
saved on the black market, postal truck-drivers had the
habit of coasting down the steep mountain slopes with en-
gines cut off. As brakes were rarely checked before com-
mencing the day’s run, it was surprising that any reached
their destination. There seemed to be skeletons of trucks
and cars down almost every gorge we passed. My driver,
before we left Kunming, had been duly impressed by the
director of Postal Services that he had a “waigworen” on
board and must curb his natural instinct to hurtle down the
mountain-sides as his colleagues did. After looking at the
scattered remains of one of his friend’s trucks scattered all
the way down a couple of thousand feet of gorge, he seemed
relieved that he had been ordered to take all steep slopes
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in second gear. Our brakes, tyres and oil were not checked
during the five days between Kunming and Chungking.

The casual, wasteful way Chinese look after their motor
vehicles has been cited by pessimists to prove that Chinese
have no aptitude for mechanical things, will never be good
technicians, and can never run a modern, industrialised
country. It is not so many years ago that we were regaled
with similar doleful prophecies about the Russians. Travellers
came back with stories of tractors sent out without essential
parts, broken down cars and trucks littering every highway,
agricultural machinery left to rust in the fields. Impossible
tizat the Russians could ever industrialise their country.
Yet a few years later we find them chasing the most highly
mechanised army in the world faster than any army has
been chased since warfare began. Their handling of motor
transport and supplies has been one of the wonders of the
war. :

It is maddening to see good equipment being smashed
and ruined because of clumsiness and lack of attention,
especially when much of the equipment has been supplied
under lend-lease or credits, paid for by taxpayers’ money in
fmerica and Britain, but one must be careful not to draw
too far-reaching conclusions from that. Give the Chinese
& few years and they will learn as the Russians learned and
us, unfortunately for us, the Japanese learned.

In the mists of a late autumn morning, locking across
the broad, brown, swirling Yangtse river, Chungking locked
like a dream city. Tier after tier of lightly-veiled white
buildings rose from the steep banks of the river till the top-
most were lost in the grey mist. A most surprising sight,
for one expected nothing but a bone-pile of buildings from
the —at that time — most-bombed capital in the world.

It wasn’t till the little ferry boat that the strong
Yangtse current tried to clutch from its course and send
hurtling downstream to the famous gorges, had fought its
Wway nearly to the Chungking side of the river, that one
hoticed the buildings were roofless and sightless shells.
Windows were boarded up or empty of frames, back walls
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dissolved into shapeless heaps of bricks and dirt or were
propped up with huge bamboo peles. The white was a dirty
grey, the migt a depressing pea-soup fog. Never again, except
at night, when the scars disappeared and lights twinkled
on every hill and in every hollow, did one have the impression
that Chungking was a dream city. It was a city that had
suffered much. Grey and unsmiling, with grave-faced
children, little more than toddlers, working and looking like
old people.

I had been warned at various points along the route
from Australia to China that I would find that the Chinese
hated foreigners. Many reasons were cited, most of them
quite logical ones. The Chinese felt they had been more
than usually exploited by our traders. They had been victims
of our guns during the Opium Wars and the Boxer Rebellion;
been victims of our indifference and greed in supplying the
Japanese with weapons to conquer their country. They
hated us because of our assumption of superiority based on
the colour of our skings; they hated the British particularly,
because they had closed the Burma Road, which was their
particular hand-made pride.

But travelling along the Burma Road one had nowhere
experienced hostility. The first time I stopped for food
at a little inn I was slightly alarmed at a large crowd which
gathered round my table and overflowed to the footpath
outside. But it was soon apparent they were only displaying
a fresh, uninhibited curiosity. They were amused at my poor
efforts with chopsticks, nudged and spoke to each other
behind their hands. Their mirth expressed itself first in
polite giggles, then in hearty guffaws as I grinned back at
them. Yunnanese had not seen many foreigners pass
through at that time, and certainly few had eaten at the
dirty inns to which my friend Wang took me. Several times
along the Burma Road and many times since a Chinese
peasant has wonderingly put his fingers round my wrist and
exclaimed at the size of the wrist bone, or run his hand
over the hairs on my arm and pointed to his own slim, hair-
less arm in comparison. Of course, to see my portable type-
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writer in action was an endless source of wonder. There was
plenty of healthy curiosity, but nothing more. Perhaps,
could they have spoken to me, they would have asked em-
barrassing questions, and from my replies resentment would
have been kindled. That, one couldn’t know.

In Chungking, the atmosphere was different. Foreigners
were no novelty there. Indifference was the keynote among
the people on the streets, and among the officials there was
either a pleased acceptance that a “foreign friend” (the
New Life Movement substitute for the traditional term of
“foreign devil” formerly applied to all outsiders) had come
to share the hardships of life there, or there was a guarded
politeness which, if expressed in words, one felt meant:
“Well, I wonder what you’ve come here for. We had better
find out before we decide how to treat you.”

The latter attitude I encountered in meeting Dr. Chu
Chia Hua, at that time Minister for the Organisation of the
Kuomintang and, as I discovered later, with strong pro-
German leanings. I carried a letter of introduction to him
from the Chinese Consul in Melbourne, and most of our
first conversation centred around what types of people and
organisations interested in China I had associated with in
Australia. One worry for Chu Chia Hua was that I also had
a letter from the Australia-China Co-operation Movement,
formed merely to promote goodwill between the two coun-
tries and to raise funds for relief purposes. Chu Chia Hua
sensed in the word “co-operation” some connection with
Rewi Alley’s Industrial Co-operatives, which were on his
black-list at the time, and whose members he was busily
tracking down and pushing into concentration camps.

It was strange to find out within the first few weeks
that the liberal-leftist groups, which all over the world had
been foremost in promoting goodwill for China, had raised
millions of pounds for her defence; had organised boycotts
of Japanese goods and strikes to prevent shipments of war
material to Japan, were regarded by the Chinese government
as subversive, although the help was eagerly accepted. In
many countries where the “Aid to China” movement was
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strongest, conservative government circles frowned upon such
movements as assisting a country in the hands of “leftist”
people, who were only one step removed from communism.
It was, in fact, a piquant situation. In “leftist” China any-
one with even a faint tinge of liberalism was being persecuted
as relentlessly as their counter-parts in Japan or Germany.
But the myth of a near Communist China was a propaganda
line glibly used by Japan and eagerly accepted by those
who were making millions by selling Japan her war require-
ments.

For a long time, of course, liberal movements such as
the Industrial Co-operatives were allowed to flourish because
they were sure draw-cards for money from liberal sources
the world over. But once lend-lease and British credits
became available, such liberal “luxuries” as industrial co-
operatives and incipient democratic movements were no
longer necessary. The money was coming in, anyway, so
the draw-cards could be put back in the pack — in this case
into concentration camps. A campaign of suppression was
instituted against the co-operatives and co-op sympathisers
from abroad were regarded with suspicion.

The atmosphere in Chungking became clear after Japan
took her plunge on 7th December. Those who acclaimed us
as sympathetic “foreign friends” now greeted us with un-
mistakable warmth as fully-fledged allies. The suspicious
attitude of the ofhers increased, especially amongst those
who believed their government had been too hasty in lining
up with the Allies against not only Japan, but Germany and
Italy as well. The dismay felt in America and Britain at
Japan’s blows at Pearl Harbour and Singapore were not
reflected in Chungking. People and officials were frankly
jubilant. Even ricksha coolies and street stallholders relaxed
their normally sombre expression to give a grin as a “waig-
woren” went past. Little children would smile and shout
“ABCD front,” or the nearest equivalent to it.

The idea of the new alliance between America, Britain,
China and Dutch East Indies caught their imagination, and
the repetition of “ABCD” as a slogan seemed accepted as a
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magic talisman for victory. This is the more remarkable
when one considers that in the alphabetless Chinese language
“ABCD” can have no significance. There seemed no doubt
in people’s minds that their troubles were now over and
Japan would soon be crushed by combined blows of the
mighty British and American naval and air forces. Even
the early setbacks at Hong Kong and the sinking of the
“Repulse” and “Prince of Wales” during the first days only
temporarily dampened people’s spirits.

Even official circles were so convinced that final victory
was at hand that it was being openly discussed in some
military and political quarters that now was the time to
settle affairs with the Communists. Chinese armies would
no longer have to worry about the Japanese, and they could
concentrate on consolidating Kuomintang power so that
by the time America and Britain had defeated Japan, the
Communists would be liquidated and the Kuomintang be
in undisputed control of China. This idea penetrated very
close to the top, but whether the Generalissimo gave ear to
it or not, cne couldn’t know. In any case the assumption
about the Japanese soon proved wrong when they launched
another attack in China — this time their third drive down
the Hankow-Canton railway, with Changsha their pre-
liminary objective.

China’s best equipped armies then, as now, were
stationed along the Yellow River front to ensure no supplies
reached the Communists. Those in Hunan were the usual
ill-fed, ill-equipped troops which comprised the bulk of the
central government armies. But in General Hsueh Yueh’s
Hunan command there was less corruption than usual and a
splendid fighting spirit, probably inspired this time by the
entry of Britain and America into the Pacific War. The
soldiers fought valiantly, suffered heavy losses, but imposed
still heavier losses on the Japanese. By destroying roads,
they forced the Japanese to leave their heavy equipment
behind, and by the time the decisive battle was fought in
and around Changsha itself, the Chinese were fighting their
enemy on almost equal terms.
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The Japs had to discard their artillery because of road
destruction, and could use only pack guns and heavy mortars
while the Chinese had a few good field pieces secreted in the
hills on the opposite side of the river from Changsha. They
popped away with these to good effect, and after extremely
heavy fighting at the very gates of the city, the Japs were
forced to withdraw, leaving several thousand of their dead
on the battlefield. Those of us who visited Changsha and
followed the path of Japanese retreat while their dead were
still practically warm, were convinced that here, at least, the
Chinese had fought bravely and skilfully. The Japanese
suffered one of their worst defeats in China and their first
defeat since Pearl Harbour.

Very impressive was the efficiency with which the city
of 200,000 had been evacuated and every building in a
strategic spot converted into a fortress. At every street
corner machine-gun nests and small concrete pill-boxes;
houses and shops torn down to clear lines of fire; rubble
from Jap bombings cemented together to make tank
obstacles; barricades made from beds, doors and pawing
blocks. Changsha was a demonstration of the best that
Chinese armies can do with their natural ingenuity supple-
menting their meagre arms.

Even there, in probably the most honest war area in
Central Government China, it was interesting to slip away
from the offiial party and watch a typical example of army
graft. A few of us went to watch some Chinese soldiers
being buried, and we were surprised at the decent, solid-look-
ing coffins in which the bodies were carried to their last
resting place in the rich, yellow soil of Hunan.

In China, to be buried in a good coffin is an important
thing. In cities where the guild streets still function, where
the silversmiths, lacquer workers, porcelain painters, tailors,
cabinet-makers and other artisans occupy separate streets,
the coffin-makers’ street is always one of the most attractive
with its display of beautifully-made massive black-polished,
sometimes silver-inlaid, coffins. People cherish their coffins
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in China, buy them years before they die, and a dying person
is greatly comforted if relatives bring in a handsome coffin
as proof he will be decently and honourably buried.

For the soldiers there is a special fund established to
provide each fatality with a separate coffin, and the know-
ledge that such provision has been made is an important
factor in maintaining the troops’ morale.

In following the burying parties as they staggered along
with heavy coffins swung from their shoulders by ropes and
poles, we discovered at the burial ground the same coffin
was made to serve many times. The coffin was lowered to the
bottom of the hole, a couple of sharp taps, and the top part
was pulled up again leaving the corpse on a cheap pine
board, which had been temporarily nailed to the bottom of
the coffin. The bodies were hastily covered up; the troops
had already left the area, and no one except the burying
parties — who were probably given extra rations to keep
their mouths shut — knew about the coffin swindle except
some officer, who doubtless pocketed most of the money from
the special fund. It was common gossip in China that troops
carried their dead comrades with them for days in order
to draw their rations and share them, but this was under-
standable, knowing the meagre diet on which they normally
lived. But the coffin swindle seemed a particularly callous
exploitation of the dead.

The Jap armies began to withdraw from Changsha early
in January, 1942, and the energetic “Little Tiger,” as General
Hsueh Yueh was dubbed, immediately commenced prepara-
tions for the next battle of Changsha. He was sure the
Japs would attack again soon, because they wanted to link
up with their forces in Canton, cut Free China in two, and
re-establish the rail supply line between Hankow and the
Kwangtung capital and port of Canton. Hsuéh Yueh said
he expected the Japs to attack next spring, but actually they
did not move till autumn, 1944, when they launched their
fourth and only successful attack against Changsha, sweep-
ing on down the railroad to capture an American air base at
Hengyang and to narrow the gap between their Yangtse-
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based forces and those based on Canton to little more than
100 miles.

In Hunan, the Central armies seemed to have established
good relations with the people. Several of the divisional
commanders and General Hsueh Yueh himself emphasised
the good work done by peasants, carrying wounded back and
caring for them, taking food and water to tired troops right
up to the front lines, even acting as volunteer ammunition
carriers. We saw peasants coming back to the Changsha
countryside bringing gifts of rice, sometimes pieces of pork,
and eggs that must have been hard to part with, for the
soldiers. The troops had saved their city and won back their
land, and the peasants repaid them as well as they knew
how. It was a vastly different situation from that existing
in provinces I visited later, where the peasants, with good

reason, still regarded soldiers as medieval bandits who came
to rob and plunder.

By the time we left Changsha the black-gowned towns-
people were streaming back with their bundles and barrows
to dig up precious possessions buried before they left the
city. Lovely, slim-varnished boats, with woven bamboo sails,
the pride of the famed Hsiang river boat-builders, were
moored at the river’s edge disgorging hundreds of joyfui citi-
Zens come to repossess their city. Cormorant fisher boats with
the bedraggled black birds clustered over them like flies on
a piece of meat, were anchored out in mid-stream, selling
fish as fast as the quick-diving cormorants caught them.
While the stink of death still hung heavily over the city,
Changsha was coming to life again.

Back in Chungking feeling had hardened amongst those,
and there were blenty of them in top government cireles,
who favoured the Axis side. Hong Kong had fallen. The
Japs were slicing through Malaya and the Philippines with-
out likelihcod of being stopped. The invasion of Burma
had just commenced. In the west the Germans were still
pushing through Russia at ten or twenty miles a day on a
wide front.

Much of China’s financial support had come from Hong
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Kong, and the overseas Chinese in Malaya, Burma and the
Dutch East Indies. With the fall of Hong Kong one of
China's last two contacts with the outside world was lopped
off. How long would the other — the Burma Road — last?

Out of office had gone foreign minister Dr. Quo Tai Chi,
many believed because he had been too hasty in persuading
the Generalissimo to declare war on Germany and Italy,
though the popular story was that his pretty concubine was
taking up too much of his time and money, and was out of
favour with Madame Chiang.

Chinese who were wholeheartedly pro-Allies looked
anxiously to their “foreign friends,” and the latter suffered
some embarrassment explaining what their respective fleets
were doing, and why the Japanese were advancing almost at
will against British and American troops in Malaya and the
Philippines. The full story of Pearl Harbour and the virtual
destruction of the British air force in Malaya were not
known at the time, and devastating blows by air and sea
against the Japs were still expected.

Others who were not so pro-Allies regarded the “foreign
friends” with greater coldness than ever, and hardly bothered
with the traditional politeness. Little cliques held meetings
to discuss if it were not better now to make overtures to
Japan and join the Axis. Japan, they thought, would help
them settle with the Communists, and Japan herself, though
victorious, would be weakened by having to deal with
America and Britain. Suave, intelligent, German-educated
Chu Chia Hua, with his key position in the government
controlling all party appointments, held a tea-party with
some of his Nazi-minded friends, where such possibilities as
a deal with the Axis were discussed. Chinese officials recently
returned from Germany painted a glowing picture of condi-
tions there.

Home morale was boosted enormously by the victory at
Changsha, and the Chinese people gained new confidence
in themselves by contrasting their own success in Hunan
with the defeats inflicted on the Allies. The Japanese pro-
baganda line that westerners were a soft, decadent people
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with no spirit for fight began to have an effect. The trend
of thought amongst even progressive Chinese began to be
something like this:

“In the past we have relied too much on the West coming
to our aid. We have had too great regard for their material
achievements. With all their great ships, their clouds of
planes, and big guns, fellow Asiatics are defeating them
right and left. In a few weeks Britain and America, with
all their material strength, have lost greater possessions to
the Japanese than we lost in years with our home-made
weapons. The Japs can defeat the westerners and we can
defeat the Japs. At Changsha our soldiers have shown again
that we alone can defeat the Japs perhaps because we have
superior spiritual qualities. We must look to ourselves in
future and not rely on foreign friends so much.”

Liberals were heartened by the arrival in Chungking of
Madame Sun Yat Sen, the gracious widow of the founder of
the republic and sister to Madame Chiang and Madame
Kung. She had been living in Hong Kong due to her dis-
agreement with the totalitarian, illiberal policies of her
brother-in-law, the Generalissimo, and had escaped from
the besieged city in one of the last planes to leave. In
Chungking she was kept under surveillance by the secret
police, mainly because she believed unswervingly in the
teachings of her late husband, Dr. Sun Yat Sen, and was in
favour of their immediate application. Of the three people’s
principles laid down by the father of the Chinese republic,
only one showed any evidence of application — nationalism.
To speak of applying the other two principles of “democracy
and people’s livelihood” smacked of subversion to the Kuo-
mintang party bosses. Madame Sun was one of the few
people in Chungking who dared give voice to her opposition
to Kuomintang policy.

Another, the only one close to the Generalissimo who
dared criticise him, was the famous “Christian General,”
Marshal Feng Yu Hsiang. He was old enough to be regarded
as an “elder statesman,” and used to the full his special
privileges on that account. He was one of the few high
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Kuomintang officials who would give frank replies to honest
questions. A jovial giant of a man, with a smooth, rqund
face and bald head, he replied to my question as to China’s
most pressing needs by saying tersely, “Food, bullets, drugs,
planes, planes and more planes,” then added: “and honesty
in their distribution.”

Marshal Feng, dressed in peasant blue, stuck to a bicycle
rather than the sleek sedans in which most high officials
travelled, and several times roundly berated the Generalis-
simo at meetings of the Military Affairs Commission. He
was probably the only channel by which true conditions of
the troops—and the suppressive activities of the secret
police — reached the Generalissimo. For the rest, Chiang
was surrounded by a “cordon sanitaire” that ensured he never
obtained a true picture of what was happening outside of
Chungking.

Shortly after Pearl Harbour Field-Marshal, then General
Sir Archibald Wavell conferred with the Generalissimo and
accepted the latter’s offer of Chinese troops for use in Burma.
By the middle of January, 1942, those troops, which I had
passed a couple of months earlier marching down the Burma
Road, were already camped on the Yunnan-Burma border
awaiting word to march into Burma. Details as to their
employment by General Wavell had been decided. The
Chinese were to bring in their own rifles and machine-guns;
the British would feed them and light artillery would be
supplied from American lend-lease stocks already in Ran-
goon. Air support was to be furnished partly by the British
and partly by American Volunteer Group squadrons, the
latter originally formed to protect the Burma Road and
Chungking, but now released by the Generalissimo for use
in Burma.

For the first time in nearly a century Chinese troops
would fight outside their own boundaries in an effort to
preserve China’s last life-line to the outside world. The fate
of Burma was so closely tied up with China’s fortunes that
there was little wonder that the Chinese public eagerly
awaited news of their troops in Burma.,



Chapter Two.

THE BURMESE AND THEIR PROBLEMS.

SINCE for over a hundred years Burma was administered

as a province of India, it is usually accepted abroad that
Burmese are ‘“sort of Indians.” Nothing could be further
from the truth. The Indians are mainly Aryans and Dravi-
dians; the Burmese are Mongols. There is as much differ-
ence between Burmese and the main races of India in
background, culture, religion and language, as there is
between the Mediterranean Italians and the Baltic Swedes.
They have one common interest, however—the desire to rule
their own countries.

Your typical Burman townsman is a plumpish, orange-
complexioned person, lively, good-humoured and easy going.
His country cousin is a browner, leaner version, with the
same genial temperament. The Burman has neither the
passivity of the Indian nor the energy of the Chinese. He
has been fairly accurately described as a bridge between the
peoples of India, China and Malaysia. His nearest racial
relatives are in Thailand and parts of Indo-China. Burmese
women are slim, sprightly and beautiful, with a natural
exquisite taste for dress and decoration.” Throughout the
East they are known for their shrewdness in business deal-
ings, their independence, and the fact of their higher social
status than any of their sisters in Asia.

Burma was separated from India in 1935, had progressed
farther along the road to independence than had India, and
by the time World War II broke out, it seemed Burma was
within measurable distance of self-government within the
Empire. In fact, in July, 1940, Secretary for India and
Burma Amery had declared, that at the end of the war:
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“His Majesty’s Government will grant Burma a consti-
tution which will enable her to take at once her due place
as a fully self-governing and egual member of a Common-
wealth or Federation of free nations that may be established
as a result of the war.”

Burma’s problems are simpler than those of India. The
population is almost entirely Buddhist; there are no com-
munal problems; no caste systems; no Jinnahs with demands
for a separate nation within a nation. But although Burma
was progressing towards political independence, her people
were losing their economic independence. The largest rice-
exporting country in the world, Burma’s economy is based
on peasant agriculture with 75 per cent. of the people tilling
the soil. But the peasants were losing their land. By 1940
more than 50 per cent. of the main rice-growing areas were
already owned by absentee landlords, and few of these were
Burmans. The great majority of the land-holders were the
hated Indian Chettyars, immigrant money-lenders from
Madras province. It was not difficult for them to get control
of the land.

Money comes in but once a year for the peasant, at
harvest time. Even for the provident ones, and Burmese
are notoriously improvident, it is almost impossible to put
away enough money from one harvest to last a whole year
till the next one. The Chettyars were eager to lend money
at anything from 15 to 50 per cent. on the security of home
and land, till autumn came and the crops harvested. A
couple of bad seasons with low prices and the peasants
would fall behind with their payments. The Chettyars, with
the law standing behind them, would seize the farm and
either keep the Burmese family on as landless laborers or,
as this was usually the case, instal some miserable relative
to run the farm for a monthly pittance. ‘

The inroads by the Indians on their peasant economy
was a source of bitter hatred towards all Indians in Burma.
It was the real reason behind the anti-Indian riots which
broke out from time to time — the latest one in 1938 resulting
in about 200 Indians killed. Even during the great Thara-
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waddy riots of 1930/31, when the fanatic Saya Saw, after
giving his followers charms against bullets, led them in
an uprising that cost 2,000 lives, it was mainly the Indian
population that suffered from their killing and looting.
Incidentally, there have never been riots against the British
or Europeans as such in Burma, nor have there been any
political assassinations of Britishers as in India.

For the great mass of Burmese peasants, the real enemy
has seemed the near enemy — the Indians who grabbed
their land. British government was fairly remote —a
shadowy force in the background with which the majority
of the people had no contact. There was even a good deal
of mutual admiration and respect between lots of the
Burmans and English administrators. Even at the height
of the Burma campaign, when the British were being thrown
out of the country lock, stock and barrel, it was safe for a
British civilian to go anywhere in Burma unarmed. He
would, nine times out of ten, be treated with the kindliness
and courtesy which are the natural traits of the Burmese
people.

But not so the unfortunate Indians. Poor coolies and
market stallholders, most of whom had nothing to do with
money-lending or expropriation of farms, were beaten up
and robbed, many of them murdered, during the course of
their fifteen hundred mile trek back to India. It was pitiable
to see them, in family groups, with their possessions on their
backs or piled into hand-carts, most of which were aban-
doned half way, women and children in the centre, males
armed with staves and spears in front and rear to protect
the group from murder and pillage. Doubtless most of the
wealthy Chettyars skipped out by ship or plane, but to the
Burmans who had so long suffered from grasping money-
lenders, one Indian looked much like another, and with the
breakdown of law and order in Burma, they took their revenge
in full.

While the peasants seemed to regard the real enemies
as neither the British nor the Japanese, but the Indians, to
the townspeople and intellectuals from whom the Thakins
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were organised, the picture looked different. They resented
the fact that the British were there at all. Merchants and
pudding Burmese capitalists resented the fact that British
firms had a virtual monopoly in exploiting the timber,
mineral and oil reserves, in shipping, banking, insurance and
rice-exporting businesses. With no clear idea of what they
wanted as an alternative, at least they knew they wanted
the British out.

There were divisions of thought amongst the Thakins.
There were those influenced by Marxist theories who looked
towards Russia and were thus anti-fascist and anti-Japanese
in outlook. Many of these were locked up long before Russia
entered the war because they objected to their country par-
ticipating in an “imperialist” war. Had they been released
when Russia entered the war the Thakins may well have
been mobilised on our side during the Pacific war. Others
looked towards Japan for help in getting their independence.
Though a few were undoubted traitors to their cause and
their country, and accepted bribes from the Japanese, most
of them genuinely thought they could accept the help of the
Japs to drive out the British, at the same time arming them-
selves to expel the Japs later if they seemed intent on
permanent occupation of the country.

The Japs had no intention of allowing the Thakin move-
ment to become strong and well-armed. Disarmament of
many of the Thakins who helped in the initial stages of the
campaign commenced before the fighting was half com-
pleted. The so-called “Burma Independence Army” was
reduced virtually to the status of a police force, and the
Thakins realised, too late, that they were much farther
away from independence under the Japs than they had been
under the British.

The Burmese were not prepared for the impact of war,
Ieast of all for invasion by the Japanese. For years previous
to the attack on Pearl Harbour they were kept in ignorance
of what Japan was doing. Carrying on anti-Japanese pro-
bPaganda was a criminal offence. Chinese war films were
banned, and it wasn’t till 1940 that Chinese newspapers were
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allowed to go to print. All this because we were afraid of
offending the Japanese in those days. For the same reason
we closed the Burma Road for three months in 1940.

After September, 1939, there was some attempt to make
the Burmese war-conscious by publicising the European war.
One of the most famous posters exhibited was a realistic
portrayal of Warsaw in flames. Once our own air defence
broke down in Burma, and we had started to retreat, the
main effect of the lurid picture of Warsaw’s agony was for
people to hope the Japs would conquer the country quickly,
so that the air bombings would cease.

Our propaganda, once Burma was invaded, was as cum-
bersome and old-fashioned as our military equipment. We
used press and radio, but these reached few people. The
Japs had their agents throughout the bazaars, the real
information centres of the East. The Thakins went ahead
of their armies through the countryside whispering that they
were liberating Burma with Japanese assistance. The
Japanese must be received as brothers. The peasants were
apathetic. They helped us as we retreated with food, water
and information. They helped the Japanese as they ad-
vanced in the same way. They were bewildered and confused
with what went on around them, but one thing they did
understand — the daily lengthening lines of Indian families
filing along the roads, with their handecarts and rickshas
piled high with their possessions, leaving Burma. That was
something to rejoice at.

Among Burma’s border tribes-people the attitude was
different. Kachins, Karens, Chins and Nagas are different,
harder people than the Burmans. They represent the dif-
ference between mountaineers and plainsmen. Their land
was not valuable enough for the Chettyars to covet, and they
remained free of money-lenders’ entanglements. More than
90 per cent. owned their own land. They were much farther
from political independence than the Burmans because they
belong to the “restricted” areas, outside the Burmese legis-
lature, administered direct by the Governor.

Government officials had close day-to-day contacts with
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these tough, tribal hill-dwellers, whereas in Burma proper
officials tended to be a little remote and god-like, with very
formal relations between administrators and administrated.
The hill-dwellers liked their land and owned it, were pre-
pared to fight for it. They naturally turned to the adminis-
trators for advice when the Japs neared their territory, and
it was not difficult for the officials to persuade them the
Japs intended grabbing their land. When the Japanese
came they fought like the primitive people they are for
man’s most primitive instinct, defence of home and land.
They had fought their neighbours for the same reasons for
generations past, and no Japanese intrigues or Thakin agents
could make any impression on these colourful, fierce, border
tribes-people.

The invasion of Burma was necessary to Japan for several
reasons, apart from the general one that Burma fitted in with
their overall scheme for expansion. The immediate objectives
in Burma were as follows:—

(a) Protection of the line of communication between
Indo-China, Thailand and Malaya. For the in-
vasion of Malaya the Japs’ main supply line was
along the railway between Bangkok and Singapore,
running within a few miles of the Burma border.

(b) To cut the Burma Road and close the last supply
route to China before lend-lease supplies reached
there in such quantities as to prolong Chinese
resistance.

(c) To control Burma’s raw materials, particularly her
large resources of petroleum, minerals and rice,
and gear them to the Japanese war machine.

(d) To secure a good springboard for the invasion of
India — in the next phase of Japanese expansion.

Immediately the Japs attacked Malaya the Governor-
General begged the officer commanding British troops in
Burma to order his troops manning the Burmese section of
the long goose-neck which separated Burma and Thailand
from Malaya, to move across into Thailand, occupy the few
miles of territory between the Burma border and the Gulf of
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Siam, through which runs the railway which was carrying
streams of supplies and reinforcements to the Japanese in
Malaya. A glance at the map will show what such a move
would have accomplished. Unfortunately General McLeod
considered he was unable to move without express approval
from his immediate chief, Air-Marshal Brooke-Popham, down
in Singapore.

For several days in succession the Governor-General
repeated his demands to the General, offering to accept full
responsibility himself as direct representative of British
government in Burma. Communications between Rangoon
and Singapore were very bad, and in any case Brooke-
Popham had plenty to worry about nearer home.

The reply didn’t come for many days, during which the
Japanese poured train-load after train-load of troops and
equipment through the undefended goose-neck. By the
time permission was given, the Japs had occupied the area,
and the few companies of Burma Rifles we sent in were cut
to pieces long before they reached the railway.

Such an incident couldn’t affect the outcome of the
fighting in Malaya and Burma, where we were caught so
completely unprepared — both physically and mentally. At
worst it hastened the end by perhaps a few weeks, but it did
illustrate the unwieldiness of the defence command and the
sort of difficulties that arose from time to time between
the military and civil government in Burma. Burma com-
mand was soon taken away from Air-Marshal Brooke-Pop-
ham and restored to India Command. General McLeod was
replaced by Lieut.-General Hutton, who was afterwards re-
placed in turn by General Sir Harold Alexander.

Within a few days after the Japs— spearheaded by a
few hundred armed members of the Thakin party — invaded
Burma from the very point at which the Governor had
suggested we invade Thailand, they had attained their first
objective.

Guided by a few Burmans who knew elephant trails and
jungle tracks unmarked on any military map, they advanced
with little difficulty through Tenasserim division south of
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Rangoon. With the occupation of Mergui, Tavoy and Moul-
mein by the end of January, they removed any potential
threat to their communications with Malaya. This danger
removed, they could afford to pause and finish off their
Malayan campaign, meanwhile urging the Thakins to carry
on their work of demoralisation. They guessed, correctly,
that Burma would be ready to fall like a ripe plum by the
time they could switch their full weight to the attack.

The story of procrastination in the south was repeated in
the north, where Chinese troops had been sitting on the
Yunnan-Burma border from the day Burma was invaded.
Scattered from the frontier back to Kunming were more
Chinese troops than we had British troops in the rest of
Burma, and their arms were about equal to ours. For
weeks, while we retreated up the Tenasserim coast, the
Chinese sat patiently on the frontier, giving artistic touches
to the bamboo camps they had built, weaving themselves
new hats and sandals, laying out vegetable gardens for the
next comers, awaiting the word to move into Burma. British
officers at the front fumed with impatience, wondering when
the Chinese would come to their assistance. Chinese officers
at the frontier fumed with impatience wondering why they
were not allowed to cross the frontier. Chunking fumed.
Rangoon fumed, and messages were flashed to and fro with
no apparent effect.”

Meanwhile, Malaya was about finished, and the Japanese
prepared for an all-out push to cut the Burma Road at Pegu
and isolate Rangoon. By the time the signal was given for
units of the crack Chinese 5th Army to move into Burma,
the Burma Road was cut, and hope of further reinforcements
of men or material for the defence of Burma was finished.

It was interesting to watch the behaviour of Chinese
troops in Burma and the reactions of Burmese to their
presence there.

Chinese-Burmese relations were generally good. Where-
as all other races were regarded as ‘“foreigners” in Burma,

*In an earlier book, “Bombs Over Burma’” (Cheshire, Melbourne),
the author has dealt at length with the reasons for the delay.
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the Chinese had been looked upon as relatives. They were,
after all, fellow Mongols and fellow Buddhists. There were
cultural affinities between the two nations, and a long record
of peaceful trade. Chinese who migrated to Burma generally
settled there, married, and raised a family. The money they
earned stayed in the country, as distinct from the Chettyars
and seasonal workers who returned to India after harvest
time, with their carefully hoarded earnings. The Chinese
had a good reputation as faithful husbands and affectionate
fathers. The offspring of the many marriages between
Chinese men and Burmese girls were usually credited with
combining the best qualities of both races. (This, incident-
ally, is a noteworthy feature of Chinese mixtures with other
races in various parts of the East, including Hawaii.) The
Chinese, on the whole, were the best respected “outside”
people in Burma.

Nevertheless, they weren’t 100 per cent. popular. They
had a virtual monopoly of the government liquor stores and
opium dens. They were suspected of smuggling in opium and
cocaine. They owned most of Burma’s pawnshops and
incurred the odium which usually pertains to owners of
pawnshops. Once, in 1931, there had even been riots against
the Chinese.

With the opening of the Burma Road and its subsequent
importance as China’s last link with the outside world, more
and more Chinese entered Burma — thousands of business
men, officials and truck-drivers. The Burmese began to
have fears that perhaps China really wanted to annex the
country and secure for all time a back door to the sea. To-
wards the end of 1941 the Burmese legislature signed a treaty
with China — the first Burma had ever negotiated in her
own rights with a foreign power — to limit the flow of immi-
grants over the frontier. To take the sting off this limitation
of Chinese immigrants, there were exchanges of goodwill
and cultural missions between the two countries at about
the same time.

This vague fear of Chinese penetration was cited as one
reason why Chinese troops should not be allowed in the
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country, even if they were there to repel the Japs. “If we
use the Chinese to drive out the Japs, who is going to help
us to drive out the Chinese?” was the plaint in some quarters.

The Chinese armies, however, behaved splendidly in
Burma, except for a certain amount of justifiable looting of
food by some starving troops during the final stages of the
retreat. Burmese-speaking political officers preceded the
soldiers into the villages, explaining why the troops were
coming. Benefiting from lessons learned from the Commu-
nist armies in China, they promised the food required would
be paid for, that any misdemeanors by Chinese soldiers
should be reported by the villagers and the culprits would
be punished. There were very few incidents between
Burmese and Chinese, except a few times when Chinese in-
tervened to prevent unfortunate Indian refugees being looted.
It was not healthy, however, for a Burmese to be caught
near the front lines or suspected of contacting the Japs.

The Chinese 5th Army and one division of the 66th Army
fought well and gallantly. If their 6th Army collapsed under
the first real Jap assault and disintegrated, hastening the
final collapse in Burma, it could be partly excused as con-
sisting of untried troops, fighting in a strange land on a front
far too extended for the troops at their disposal, and without
the artillery and air support at first promised.

It was not until the Chinese troops entered Burma and
some sort of a line was established across the parallel
Toungoo and Prome roads leading north from Rangoon,
with the British manning the Prome, the Chinese the Toun-
goo roads, that an orderly defence was organised. Before
that time our troops had been pulling back fighting sporadic,
unorganised battles wherever the enemy found us.

There have been sufficient books written about the
Burma campaign to absolve me from the task of describing
our defeat here. Suffice to say that we were outnumbered
in troops and planes; ocutmanoeuvred in political as well as
military strategy; that we never recovered our balance from
the initial shock of our own unpreparedness. Official
lethargy and military ineptitude were equated by the




38 DEMOCRACY WITH A TOMMYGUN

courageous, dogged, fighting retreat of British, Indian and
Chinese troops, through many hundreds of miles of foodless,
waterless, often trackless jungle. Mistakes were made which
hastened our defeat, but given the conditions under which
the campaign started and British commitments elsewhere,
it seems inevitable that Japanese occupation of the whole
country could not long have been delayed.

After the fall of Malaya, when Japan could concentrate
all her strength in planes and tanks against Burma, the issue
was not long in doubt.

But Japan only succeeded in part of her objective. She
did protect her communications between Malaya, Thailand
and Indo-China. With the subsequent building of a link
pbetween the Malaya-Thailand and Burma rail systems at
the cost of many lives of British and Australian war prisoners,
she vastly improved Burma’s communications with the pools
of Jap troops and planes in the South-East Asia hinterland.
She did cut the Burma Road, but within a few months
supplies were already being flown into China from India,
and a new road was under construction with a fair chance
of completion before the Japs could push far enough into
Yunnan to render it abortive. Japan did get control of
Burma’s considerable mineral, oil, timber and rice supplies,
but due to the constant and ever-increasing activities of
British and American air forces in India, and the constant
reduction of Japan’s merchant shipping, it is doubtful if
much of Burma’s wealth was reaching the Japanese war
machine. Japan’s fourth objective, to transform Burma into
a base from which the occupation of India could be launched,
failed completely.

What were the consequences of Japanese occupation of
Burma? One of the most important is that Burma perforce
had been opened up to the outside world. Before the war
she had no rail connection with any of her neighbours. Now
there is direct communication between Rangoon, Bangkok
and Singapore. (Now that the Japs have been driven from
Burma the situation in China demands completion of the
Rangoon-Kunming railway.) Burma had no overland
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routes to India. Now she has the new road built by
American and Chinese labour linking the Indian railhead
at Ledo with the Burma railhead at Myitkyina. She has
new roads built by the British in Central Burma from Imphal
towards the Chindwin river, and in the south along the
Arakan coast to Akyab, and doubtless eventually to Prome
on the Rangoon-Mandalay railway.

These new lines of contact with the outside world have
as much significance as the development of air transport has
for the rest of the world. Next to the Japanese invasion
itself, the new transport routes are the most important thing
that has happened to Burma since the British first occupied
the country. But they are the only items on the credit side
of the ledger of Japanese occupation.

Burma’s cities have been shattered, first by Jap bombings
then by ours. The peasant economy has been a heavy
casualty because, on the one hand, Jap shipping difficulties
made purchase and distribution of the rice crop impossible;
while on the other hand scarcity of trade goods sent prices
sky-rocketing. Farmers receiving only a fraction of what
they normally got for their rice harvest had to pay many
times normal prices for necessities like cooking and fuel
cil, cloth for loongyis, salt and flour.

“Self-government” had been a mockery with Jap forces
garrisoning every town, rigidly controlling the entire economy
of the country.

But still Burma hasn’t suffered from the war like China
has, and like countries in Europe have. There has at least
always been plenty of rice to eat. Damaged homes are not
S0 important when the climate is mild enough the year
round to sleep without a top covering. There have been
no transfers of population for slave labour — fortunately
Japan’s war factories were too far away. If there have been
food shortages that is mainly a matter of distribution, and
can be quickly corrected now that Japan is defeated. After
three years’ Allied hammering at rail and road bridges,
locomotives and river steamers, internal transportation must
be fairly well shattered. But the peasants still have their
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lumbering ox-carts and the cattle to draw them, and the
river-dwellers still will have barges or rafts on which to
float rice from the areas of plenty to villages of scarcity.
Peasant villages of thatch and bamboo matting are easily
repaired or rebuilt; there are still plenty of poles in the
forest; and plenty of bamboo thickets.

Burmese abroad are looking forward to the day when
they can return to help in the building of a new Burma.
Many of them were fighting with British forces inside
Burma, helping to win their land back. What sort of a new
Burma were they fighting for?

The original demands of Burmese nationalists will
probably have been tempered by the hard fact of Japanese
occupation for over three years, and the other hard fact that
British and Allied troops have done most of the work in
winning back the country. With the departure of the Japs,
the country is occupied by British troops, so it would not
seem the Burmese have much bargaining power, except by
appeal to a collective Allied conscience —if such a thing
exists. Their minimum demands are going to be something
like this:—

(a) Immediate self-government. Free elections to be

held as soon as they can be organised.

(b) Inclusion of the tribal areas, including Shan States,
Kachin, Chin and Naga areas, in the Burma
legislature.

(¢) Some measure of State control over Burma’s natural
resources of oil, timber, silver, lead, tungsten, etc.

After much discussion with many Burmese nationalists
I think these are three points on which there is the greatest
degree of unanimity. Many, of course, want complete inde-
pendence, but for reasons of defence most of them, I think,
would be satisfied with the same status as Australia, Canada,
etc., that of a self-governing dominion with powers to make
and break treaties, draft their own land laws, regulate social
legislation and finance. The question of Burma’s natural
resources is a tender subject, as they are controlled almost
entirely by British capital. Many Burmans favour ex-
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propriation with compensation, but few have clear ideas
where the money will originate from.

With the new trade routes to China and India, both of
which countries are desperately short of oil and many of
the minerals Burma produces, forward-looking Burmans
hope to convert a much higher proportion of the country’s
wealth into its development and improved social services.

There has been no statement yet which sets out exactly
what Britain has in mind, but after having visited Burma
government in Simla several times, I think the following
would be a fair summary of the maximum they can offer the
Burmese:—

(a) Stricter control of government at the top by a British
governor with greater Burmese participation in
district and village administration. This would
operate until Burma’s economy was set in order
again.

(b) A restatement of the dominion status offer, with
possibly a definite time limit set, such as “End
of war plus ...”

(c) No change in the “restricted” status of the tribal
areas but some sort of educational programme laid
down and preparation of Burmese officials to
assist in the border area administration. A period
of gradual “preparation for self-government.”

(d) No change in the ownership of natural resources or
the means of their exploitation, but perhaps a
greater “rake-off” for Burma in the way of in-
creased royalties.

To make the British offer more palatable there will be

a definite plan for rebuilding towns and cities, repairing
roads and railways; a comprehensive scheme of public works,
including plans for hydro-electric power for greater electri-
fication of the country. A new deal for education with
emphasis on secular schools rather than the present system
of tuition by hpoongyis in the Buddhist kyaungs. In other
words, as Governor Dorman-Smith promised in the nearest
thing to a definite statement yet made on British policy:—
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“We intend to set Burma’s house in order before we hand
the country back to the Burmese.”

Burma’s future trade will probably be more with her
neighbour countries than with England. In the pre-war
years 60 per cent. of her exports went to India — carried in
British ships. With the industrialisation of China’s rich
south-west, there will be a great demand for Burma’s oil
and minerals and reciprocal trade in coal from China.
Burma will provide a market for trade goods which an
increasingly industrialised India should find it profitable to
supply. Burma probably will increase her import trade with
India from the meagre 7 per cent. of pre-war years to some-
thing nearer her export figure of 60 per cent. Burma’s rice
will flow across the newly-made roads into India’s rice-
deficient provinces of Assam and Bengal, returning trucks
carrying India’s cottons and silks for loongyis and blouses
that formerly came from Japan.

But we are a long way ahead of the story. To bring it
back to its proper chronological place in the book, we should
be back along the Indo-Burmese frontier trudging along a
leech-infested tunnel through the undergrowth, on a track
which leads from the malaria-ridden Hukawng Valley to
Ledo in Assam.

It was along this track that I tramped 130 miles back ta
India after following British and Chinese froops during
four months’ fighting from the Salween river in South Burma
till the Japanese chased them across the Irrawaddy and
virtually ended the Burma campaign.

After a few weeks’ spell nursing my malaria in Calcutta
it was time to return to Chungking and find out how China
was reacting to our further defeats. General Doolittle,
meanwhile, had bombed Tokio, and we had won our first
naval vetory against the Japs in the battle of the Coral Sea,
so there were a few cheerful points to discuss with the
Chinese.

Chapter Three.

A CLOSER LOOK AT CHINA.

ONE had mixed feelings leaving Calcutta to fly to Chung-
king in June, 1942. On the one hand there was relief
at leaving the Empire’s second city with its ostrich head
stuck well into the sand and legs waving wildly in the air.
It was a relief to get away from the snobbery and exclusive-
ness of its clubs and hotels, dressing and bands for dinner,
burra sahibs keeping a “stiff upper lip” by refusing to admit
that ragged, disease-ridden British troops were battling with
the Japanese a few hundred miles away to keep the borders
of India safe. Calcutta was a replica of Rangoon, Hong
Kong and Singapore before the axe fell and left the ostrich
head in the sand. On the other hand, there were feelings
of trepidation in returning to Chungking when the Japs
might isolate the place at any time by pushing those last
few hundred miles up the Burma Road to capture Kunming.

The C.N.A.C. plane flew low along the valley of the muddy
lazy-looking Brahmaputra, to avoid the piling monsoon clouds
impaled on the sombre green peaks that marked the Indo-
Burma border country. We stopped in at Dinjan, an airfield -
torn out of an Assam tea plantation by the hands of thou-
sands of plantation labourers, men, women and children.
We took on a few cases of Red Cross supplies and boxes of
ammunition for General Chennault’s fighter planes.
Drenched but cheerful-looking air transport command per-
sonnel waded across the muddy field, slush half-way up
their knee-boots, rain streaming down their waterproofs.
The monsoon had just started in earnest, and these boys
straight out from the United States wondered what they
had run into when three or four inches of rain plummeted
down within a couple of hours.

43
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The idea of trying to supply China across the sixteen
thousand feet Karakoram mountains with a few planes and
half-finished airfields must have seemed crazy to them,
anyway.

Leaving Dinjan we had to head for the monsoon clouds
and climb through them till we reached around 17,000 feet.
Then, if we held a straight course and level altitude we
would just scrape over the lowest of the peaks. It was an
uncomfortable feeling, flying through cloud formations so
solid that even the tips of the wings disappeared into rush-
ing vapour, trusting only to the pilot’s navigation and the
correctness of the instruments. I have flown the “hump”
several times since, but usually in clear weather when one
could gasp at the beauty of the gleaming white peaks,
depthless black shadows and deep green valleys; when one
could calculate how much the plane had to increase eleva-
tion to negotiate the lowest saddle between the peaks ahead,
and incidentally keep a look out for enemy planes. On this
day the air was bumpy and at each sudden drop several of
our Chinese passengers were sick, and I expected any
moment we would drop right down a sharp, cold chunk of
rock about five miles high.

Three hours after leaving Dinjan, however, we dived
down through the swirling clouds and mist over Kunming to
repeat what to me is still an ever-recurring miracle, the
finding of a few dozen acres of ground without land or
skymark of any sort. That negotiating the “hump” and
finding Kunming was no easy job was soon demonstrated
when traffic was stepped up. For several months our losses
due to “operational hazards” averaged nearly a plane a day.

Late that evening we put down on the tiny island air-
strip in the Yangtse river at Chungking after nine hours’
flying time from Calcutta. Incidentally, we had traversed
in one hour the area over which I had spent four days’ Jeep
travel and seven days’ walking out of Burma to India.

My bags were nearly torn apart that first evening at
the press hostel by correspondents and publicity department
officials ferreting out the extra supplies of razor blades,
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shaving cream, tooth paste, flashlight cells and other small
items I had brought from India. At the first indication the
Burma Road would be closed, most trade goods of this nature
disappeared from the shops, either hoarded by the shop-
keepers themselves or bought up by the large-scale hoarders
for resale when black-market prices reached their zenith.
Whisky was fetching about 80 dollars (American) per bottle,
cigarettes 12 dollars for 50, and the lowest price for a girl was
around 30 dollars for an hour, according to those best-
informed on the subject. The mess bill at the press hostel
was about three times what it was when I had left five
months earlier.

Furopeans in Chungking were still anxious, although
the Jap drive along the Burma Road seemed to have been
halted. Maps were being studied and trails from Chungking
to India via Tibet and to Russia via Turkestan were much
under discussion as possible escape routes. To Chinese
friends, visitors from the outside world were doubly welcome
as symbols that Chungking was considered safe for at least
a while.

China was now facing the most difficult period of her
long years of war. Her last supply line was cut. Since the
fall of Burma the Japanese were closer to Chungking than
they had ever been. China’s bankers and merchants were
unashamedly hoarding, and dealing on the black market.
China’s idolised allies seemed to have feet of clay, and the
early pipe dreams of America and Britain finishing off the
Japs while China settled her own affairs had resolved into a
sober awakening that she was for the first time really alone.
Some of their crack troops had been lost in Burma, including
the first fruits of lend-lease equipment in the way of tanks
and light artillery. For the first time there was open talk
that China would quit the war and make a deal with the
Japs.

In Calcutta correspondents had even been cabling back
stories that China was on the point of folding up. I don’t
think there ever was that possibility as long as the Soong
family held the reins in Chungking. Madame Chiang and
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the Kungs knew America, had seen what American produc-
tion meant. They knew whatever happened temporarily the
Japs would be beaten. They would not want China to be
on the wrong side at-a future peace conference. Dr. Kung
confirmed this viewpoint a few days after I returned to
Chungking. At a United Nations’ Day banquet China’s
Finance Minister said: “China won the war against Japan
when the Japanese attacked Pearl Harbour.” Shrewd,
rotund, little “Papa” Kung knew the United States and
Britain and knew what he was talking about.

But in those days of mid-1942, when German armies
were racing across to Stalingrad, there were riots in India,
and the Japs seemed set for a junction with Germany some-
where in the Near East, there was dark pessimism in Chung-
king and a sense of tremendous disillusionment with the
western allies.

One of the attracting reasons for my return to China
had been a half promise from Assistant Information Minister,
Dr. Hollingtos K. Tong (Holly to the press corps), that he
would arrange an interview with the Generalissimo. But
the Generalissimo was very busy, and the days went by
without any signs of my interview eventuating. Meanwhile
the Japanese had launched an attack against China’s eastern
provinces of Chekiang and Kiangsi in order to liquidate the
“bomb Tokio” bases in this area. The Japs were still not
sure from where the Doolittle raid had been staged, but were
taking no chances on further raids from the heavy bomber
fields at Chuhsien, Lishui and Kinhwa in Chekiang province.
Impatiently I suggested to Holly that I see the Generalissimo
quickly so I could set out for the new front, but Holly
countered with the idea that I should first make my trip
to the front and then I would have something to talk about
with the Generalissimo. He would be much more inclined
to see me if I had something of interest to tell him. That
seemed a reasonable idea, so I left Chungking on 15th June
by air to Kweilin on the first stage of a three months’ trip
that was to take me through many of the provinces left in
Free China.
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Kweilin, the capital of Kwangsi province, is a delightful
spot, and at that time was still receiving hundreds of
refugees from Hong Kong. (It was occupied by the Japs
in late 1944.) 1In an apartment house, which might have
been moved straight out of Montmartre, I found the well-
known writer on Chinese affairs, Israel Epstein. He had
cut his way through the barbed wire at the Hong Kong prison
camp, and in a patched-up boat with a broken paddle reached
Portuguese Macao, thence via guerilla territory to Kweilin.
He lived in a sort of communal living establishment with a
dozen Chinese writers, intellectuals, artists and musicians,
including the famous Chinese ballerina, Tai Ai-Lien and her
artist husband. It was an open house for as many fellow-
refugees as could squeeze in. Most of them had long waits
in Kweilin until they could wangle a ride to Kunming or
Chungking.

Kweilin, despite the fact that it was a town of refugees
with little money, was the brightest spot in Free China.
There were art shows, music recitals, Chinese opera, even a
showing of Gogol’s “Inspector General” during the few days
I spent there.

The interpreter that the Information Department was
to send to Kweilin never arrived, and as I was eager to push
on and knew little Chinese, I set about finding a substitute
in Kweilin. Great good fortune was with me! Through the
refugee circle I met a highly intelligent and cultured Chinese
poetess and writer, formerly literary editor of the Hong Kong
edition of the “Ta Kung Pao,” China’'s most liberal news-
paper. Her namec was Yang Kang; her paper had recently
transferred from its palatial offices in Hong Kong to a cave
in one of Kweilin’s rocky outcrops, and her old Hong Kong
boss was agreeable to her travelling as my interpreter as
long as she was free to write stories for her own paper. Her

front-line reports were later hailed by her fellow journalists

as the best account of front-line conditions written for years.

Her job was a difficult one — to interpret as accurately
as her intellectual honesty urged her, and at the same time
as a patriotic Chinese to prevent me from seeing and hearing
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those things which would give me a bad impression of China.
At times, in her eagerness for her own story, she would take
an interview right out of my hands, then tell me what she
thought I ought to know afterwards. But on the whole she
did a magnificent job, interpreting not only words, news-
papers and interviews, but every facet of Chinese life as
it was presented us.

After reducing my baggage to a roll I could carry in one
hand, and fitting Yang Kang out with a few sets of blue
dungaree trousers and shirts that she thought most appro-
priate for visiting the fronts, and after a rousing farewell
dinner given by our “Montmartre” friends, we set out on
the next leg of our journey, by train to Hengyang. Our train
was held up for an hour outside that city next morning
while the Japs bombed the railway station.

We ran into our first experience of the peculiar outlook
of some of China’s missionaries later in the day. Hengyang’s
hotels were closed and we had been advised to stay at the
large missionary establishment near the centre of the town.
I introduced Yang Kang as a fellow newspaper woman and
the missionaries were glad to have us stay, suggesting,
though, that I should dine with them and Yang Kang with
the servants. I explained gently that Yang Kang was a
colleague, a writer who had translated many English and
European classics into Chinese, a cultured savante and lin-
guist, but to no avail. Apparently it was feared the servants
would get wrong ideas if they saw a Chinese girl sitting at
table with Europeans. We therefore ate at Chinese
restaurants during our stay in Hengyang. I don’t know
how the missionaries reconciled the doctrine they preached
of all human beings being created equal with their personal
lives. In Kweilin another large missionary establishment,
with accommodation for hundreds of people, was kept almost
entirely locked up, though refugees were living practically
in each other’s pockets.

The A.V.G. were still using Hengyang as an air base
and the Japs were doing their best to drive them out. We
reached Hengyang on 3rd July, and that night being bright
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moonlight, we had three raids, with bombs falling uncom-
fortably close to the mission. Fortunately there were deep
shelters to which the hospital inmates walked, crawled or
were carried according to their condition. The rest of us
stood around until we heard the familiar swoosh of falling
bombs, then dived for the shelter entrance.

The following day was the last on which the A.V.G.
operated. Henceforth the Army Air Force was to take over.
On the airfield on the ‘“Glorious Fourth,” talking to the
pilots, many of whom I had known in Burma, the alarms went
again, and I watched the squadron go into action for the
last time. They had their beloved ‘“pea-shooters” (P.40’s)
high into the air by the time the Japs arrived, all except one,
which had stalled during take-off. Within a few minutes
one of the Japs headed groundwards to crash in nearby
paddy-fields. But three more managed to sneak under our
screen to strafe the stalled machine, setting it ablaze after
the third attempt. That was our only casualty for 7 Japs
shot down, and the pilots came in tossing off their helmets
in even higher spirits than usual after a good day’s work.
For most of them that was their last flying, except as
passengers for many months. They were officially disbanded
next day and most of them returned to Chungking to await
transport back to the States. Some transfererd to the A.AF.
and went right on fighting.

Yang Kang and I set out for Kian in Kiangsi province
in a car that was sent to collect a pilot who had “baled out”
several days previously. We drove along a fairly flat highway
lined with green rice-fields, till we came to the village of
Anfu, still about 60 miles from Kian. Here, our fine, well-
surfaced road petered out into a narrow bridle trail, flanked
by water-filled ditches.

The driver was puzzled because he had travelled the
same road a few days previously right through to Kian. We
sought out the local magistrate, who is the chief civic
authority in a Chinese village, and asked what was happen-
ing. He was a dignified old man, with trailing mandarin
moustaches and beard, clad in black silk cap and long-
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sleeved padded gown, into which his hands disappeared
after the first salutations.

He explained through Yang Kang that the military
situation was very bad. The Japanese were advancing on
Kian and orders had been given to destroy the road to
embarrass the enemy in case he tried to drive through to
Hengyang.

Since early morning the peasants had been out tearing
the road to pieces with their hoes and bars. The magistrate
would be pleased to arrange for us to sleep in the local
gendarmerie, and to arrange for sedan chairs in which we
could continue next day to Kian, if we still insisted. The
pilot for whom the car had been sent was well and already
on his way to Hengyang by another route, so our driver’s
problem being solved he turned back.

The gendarmerie arranged a fine scratch meal for us
from those little bits and pieces with tasty sauces that the
Chinese seem able to produce from nothing but their long
sleeves. We had an embarrassing half hour going to bed
that night. The garrison commander was pushed for space,
and seemed to conclude naturally but very wrongly that
Yang Kang and I were rooming “a deux,” so gave us one
room in the front of the building. We blew out the miserable
little oil lamp and commenced undressing prior to retiring
to our respective plank beds, when we heard suppressed
giggles from the curtainless window. Inspection revealed
that the major part of the village population had gathered
there, apparently to see what a “waigworen” wore under-
neath his uniform. No shouts of mine, no threats or cajole-
ment from Yang Kang could persuade them to go away.
The moon was still bright enough, the window tattered
enough, for them to have a good view, so there was nothing
to do but button up again and go to sleep fully dressed,
doubtless to the great disappointment of our audience.

I felt ashamed next morning to clamber into the bamboo
seat of a sedan chair and be lugged off by two stalwart
Kiangsi peasants, but the eager look on their faces as we
paid out their preliminary wages, and the thought that if
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the Japs did come to Kian we would have enough walking
to do, helped quieten my conscience. They were good but
hard seats, with black hoods to protect us against the sun
and mounted on stout bamboo poles which bounced up and
down on the shoulders of the bearers as they jog-trotted
along. Each chair had a spare porter, and they would change
places without hardly missing a stride. We had a breakfast
of delicious creamy bean milk into which a couple of raw
eggs had been beaten, before setting out after sun-up.

Men, women and children were already at work on the
road, hacking and digging at it until only a winding path
about nine or ten inches wide was left. The rest was cut
down to the level of the rice fields and flooded with the
water that lay deep over the fields. Every couple of hundred
yards gaps were cut in the winding centre trail, and across
the gaps were laid planks, easily removable in case the Japs
should come. Bridges were torn down with only sufficient
framework left to support a narrow plank. Along these
roads the Japs could bring no trucks or tanks; no artillery
except what could be carried on their own shoulders. Not
even the big, raw-boned Jap horses could pick their way
along such narrow tracks. It was just about wide enough for
the two favourite Chinese transport media — the ubiquitous
wheelbarrow and their tiny, nimble-footed ponies.

Road destruction was China’s most successful “secret
weapon.” The land is under water for most of the year, and
for horses or motor transport to try and travel off the roads
over paddy-fields is to be hopelessly bogged down within the
first few hundred yards. Later I was to see bodies of scores
of Japanese horses which had bogged down in the paddy-
fields and died trying to extricate themselves.

Our chair carriers, who had small farms of their own,
were grumbling about wives and children having to turn out
on the road destruction work when they should have been
working back on the farms. They explained that though
their crops were good, taxes were so high that since the
collection of taxes in grain was enforced they had to take
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outside work to buy enough rice to feed their families. They
seemed to be caught in a vicious circle.

“All the rice we grow is taken by the government, the
landlord and the army between them. We must work in
town or act as chair carriers to earn enough to feed our
families. If we go away the ground isn’t cared for properly
and the crop is smaller. Now they take our wives and
children, first to build roads and then to destroy them. Our
crops get still smaller, but the landlord, the government
and the army still demand the same number of baskets.
And for the rice we buy we must give three times the price
the army pays us.”

We saw many farms which had been abandoned, the
rice terraces overgrown with rubbish. The porters exclaimed:

“Those farms have bad land in them, but the govern-
ment levies taxes by the mow (one-third of an acre) whether
it’s all good land or not. These people couldn’t even grow
enough rice to pay their taxes, so they have gone to the
town.”

“Well, what will they do in the towns?”

“Maybe they get work shining shoes or pulling rickshas.
Maybe they starve. But they think if they do starve at
least they don’t have to work so hard in the town. Here
we work hard all the year and grow good crops and still
we starve.”

Most of the time they avoided the road and carried us
between the rice-fields, along little paths of cobblestones,
across streams, pausing here and there at some old farm
house for a cup of “cha,” actually nothing but hot water, as
few peasants could afford tea in these hard days.

They were romantic souls, those bearers. For all their
worries they chanted across to each other as they jerked
and bumped us along through the countryside. Perhaps
we would be passing through a particularly large and flour-
ishing rice-field and they would speculate whimsically as
to what they would do if it were theirs. One would hoard
it and wait till his landlord was starving then sell him rice
for a fabulous price. Another would turn his horse and pigs
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into it to watch them grow fat. A third would sell it and
have a big feast for all his friends. Once, as we approached
a little willow-lined stream, Yang Kang heard them calling
across to each other:

“Here is a beautiful, wide river. What shall we do?”

“Let’s build a great bridge and march straight over it.”

“No. We shall carve a beautiful boat and sail across.”

One, more practical-minded, without a sense of fantasy,
suggested: “I think we should just walk straight through
it.” At each sally there were terrific guffaws of laughter
that threatened to shake us right out of our chairs.

At night we stayed at little wayside inns where the
villagers gathered round and anxiously asked for news of
the Japs. There were few men to be seen anywhere, and the
women told us they were either all in the army or were
hiding in the mountains in case the Chinese equivalent of
the “draft board” came to grab them.

Several times we saw batches of unhappy-looking
farmers marching along the road, their hands tied behind
their backs, the whole batch roped or chained together and
guarded by a couple of armed soldiers. That was the Chinese
way of bringing in the conscripts which so horrified the
Generalissimo recently when he saw it outside Chungking
that he reputedly abolished the practice. The poor fellows
might well look unhappy. Not five in a hundred would see
their home villages again.

Some of the little hamlets were incredibly poor. At
one farmhouse, where we stopped to peel a few woody pears
we had bought at a previous village, I noticed a woman
fixedly watching my actions. No sooner had the first crescent
of peel hit the dirt floor than she pounced on it and ecrammed
it into her mouth. A younger woman, probably her daughter,
hurried shamefacedly out of the hovel, but soon returned
when Yang Kang called to her. They wolfishly devoured
the rest of our pears within a few minutes.

Kiangsi province, through which we were travelling,
was once the base of the Chinese Communists. It was from
here that the famous “Long March” to their present base
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in North China started. It was noticeable that years later
the Red Army was not forgotten. People would ask us
casually was it true that the Red Army was marching south
to join in the fighting at Chekiang? Was it true that Japan
had attacked Russia and the Red Army had occupied Man-
churia? All sorts of rumours and legends about the Red Army
were in circulation, though no one wanted to give the
impression that he or she favoured the communists. That
was a quick way of getting into trouble.

It took us 2} days to travel the 60 miles to Kian, although
the porters would have done it in less had we not insisted
on halts to talk with the peasants. In Kian the situation
didn’t look too good. The Japs were only 60 miles to the
north up the Kan river. The banks had evacuated, and with
them our chances for travelling further. Chinese money in
the quantities necessary for travel in those days of inflation
took up a lot of space and weight, especially as it was
useless carrying notes of large denomination in backward
areas. I had arranged to pick up “bricks” of money at three
or four places en route, and Kian was one of them. The
next was at Kienyang, in Fukien province, a long way from
the front, so there was nothing to do but wait in Kian till
either the fighting came to us or the banks returned.

A magical pass with an enormous red seal provided by
the Military Affairs Commission in Chungking procured us
quarters in the Kian Y.M.C.A,, with a bed for Yang Kang in
the secretary’s office. An impressive-looking Chinese news-
paper man took us in charge and volunteered to keep us
posted on the war news. With a shock of unruly hair, massive
head and pock-marked face, he looked more like Danton
of the French Revolution than a Mr. Hu of the official
Chinese Central News Agency. He was a genial soul, had
just returned from the front where he described the situa-
tion as “dangerous and confused,” and had a nice apprecia-
tion for his country’s cooking. )

The Japanese did not get to Kian after all, though as
the largest city left in North Kiangsi and terminal of the
road from Hengyang, it was an important prize for them.
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They were stopped by a handful of courageous and ingenious
peasants, led by the “pao chieh,” or headman, of their village
about 50 miles north of the city.

The spearhead of a Jap force had outflanked the main
Chinese force and was swinging unopposed merrily down the
road to Kian, when there was a terrific explosion followed by
a fusillade of shots, and a dozen Japs were left writhing in
the dust with horrible gaping wounds. Where the road was
narrow and flanked by almost inaccessible cliffs, the peasants
had set an ambush with some of their famous home-made
cannon. The barrels were hollowed logs, bound tightly with
wire ripped from telegraph poles, muzzle-loaded with
chunks of broken glass, nuts, bolts and old nails, and
detonated with locally-made black powder. Fired down the
cliffs at point blank range, they were very destructive—
for the people firing them, too, if they weren’t careful. After
each shot the barrel was examined. If it didn’t look too
good, more wire was wrapped round or the barrel replaced.

Reinforced by hunting guns and boulders, which they
cascaded down the cliffs, 107 stout-hearted villagers fought
a rousing battle with about a Japanese company. The Japs
weren’t certain what they had struck. Their radio crackled,
and within half an hour two planes came to bomb and
strafe. Some of the ambushers were Killed, but the others
kept the battle going as soon as the planes flew away. The
“pao chieh” was killed by a lucky Jap mortar shot, and
before long the supply of barrels gave out. Towards evening,
after they had fought the Japs for nearly four hours, the
seventy-odd peasants still alive decided to take their two-
handed swords, knives and hoes and die in hand-to-hand
fighting. Fortunately for them, the Japs, apparently think-
ing the Chinese were there in force, withdrew to await
reinforcements. By next morning a detachment of the
Chinese 58th Army, brought by messengers from the village,
arrived, and after a short scuffle, the Japs gave up the
attempt to take Kian and swung back north along the Kan
river.
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While we were waiting in Kian to see whether the
Japs would come or the bankers return, we were aware of
something strange happening in some villages on the out-
skirts of the city. There were whispers in the newspaper
offices of a peasants’ revolt, and there were movements of
troops from the garrison headquarters — not towards the
Japanese but in the direction of the rumoured revolt.

It was difficult to get a clear picture of what was
happening. The special commissioner — a sort of super-
magistrate appointed by Chungking with dictatorial powers
over military and civil officials in the districts to which he
was assigned — primly told us there were no disturbances.
He explained that one of his main tasks since arriving in
Kian had been to round up all the firearms in the district,
even including ancient flintlocks and blunderbusses, giving
in place a nice, red-sealed receipt from the Central Govern-
ment that the owners had “contributed” their weapons. He
was uneasy at our questions, however, and it was obvious
something was up.

With the aid of a peasant guide and another interpreter,
50 as not to embarrass Yang Kang, I was able to slip out to
a nearby village and find out what was afoot.

It all started, as so many of China’s troubles do, with the
tax-collector. The one in this district was notoriously corrupt
(even the Special Commissioner admitted that) and when he
asked for some chickens as “squeeze” in addition to exorbi-
tant tax collection, which left an unfortunate farmer with-
out any rice till next harvest, the outraged peasant beat him
up. The tax-collector returned next day with some of his
henchmen, thrashed the peasant and burned down his house
and several adjoining ones. The farmer, together with his
neighbours, sent a petition to the Kian garrison headquarters
demanding the corrupt official be dismissed. Soldiers were
sent out, and they beat up unoffending peasants from the
wrong village and burned down a few more houses.

The villagers, several hundred strong, banded together,
stormed the local gendarmerie, commandeered the guns, and
sent a ten-point memorandum to the garrison headquarters
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demanding, amongst other things, the dismissal of the tax-
collector, and that the soldiers be sent to the front to stop
the Japs (who were still threatening Kian at that time)
instead of fighting their own people. The memo. concluded
by announcing the intention of the villagers to defend their
own farms as the army seemed incapable of doing so.

More troops had been sent against them, the villagers
had taken their families with them, abandoned their farms
and retreated to the wild mountains a dozen miles away.
The government sent them an ultimatum issued from Chung-
king demanding they surrender their arms, return to their
farms and, if they wanted to fight the Japs, enlist in the
army.

I never discovered what happened to those people. Such
news is hard to come by in China. General Lo Tso Yin, who
had been in charge of Chinese armies in Burma, arrived in
Kian while I was there, with orders, according to local
rumour, to crush the revolt at all costs.

It seemed that Chungking was taking no chances of a
revival of a people’s movement in Kiangsi, but this little
revolt was the pattern for many more spontaneous uprisings
in 1943 in areas as far apart as Kansu in the north-west,
Yunnan in the south-west and Kwangtung in the south. It
was a warning to Chungking that the people had reached
the end of their patience. They were prepared to suffer and
starve if they felt that sacrifices were equal and for good
cause. But the sight of a taxcollector growing fat on the
profit from over-charged taxes, of rich landlords’ sons escap-
ing conscription while the peasants’ children were taken to
the last one; of officers getting rich by trading with the
enemy instead of fighting him, was enough to snap the last
thread of their patience.

They would sweat and toil from dawn to dusk to grow
rice for landlord, soldiers and government; turn out to build
airfields, roads and bridges; farewell husbands and sons
for ever when the army required them, but they expected at
least some honesty and justice in return. It was a good thing
for China and for the Allies that these peasants did have the



58 DEMOCRACY WITH A TOMMYGUN

capacity for such enduring suffering, and that they had the
spirit to stand up and fight like wild beasts when injustice
and oppression became too intolerable. For it was not the
military equipment of her armies that saved China. It was
the spirit of the hundreds of millions of blue-clad peasants
who could work, suffer, endure —and at the last fight for
freedom and their handkerchief plots of yellow soil.

The communist armies in the north understood that,
and they were able to mobilise the spirit of the people to an
extent the Central Government armies never could. That
is why the Japs had made no important gains against the
communists in seven years, but were able to travel almost
at will through Kuomintang China. In the Red Army areas
army and people are one, according to every foreigner who
has come through there in recent years. Farmers are active
soldiers by night, soldiers are active farmers by day. The
communist army, with at most 500,000 troops, would exist for
a few months only if it were not for the millions of trained
soldier-farmers amongst whom it lives and fights.

In Kuomintang China fraternisation between army and
people is not a thing to be fostered. The troops might
sympathise too much with the sufferings of the people. That
is why troops rarely fight in the provinces from which they
are recruited. I found Yunnanese troops in far-away Kiangsi
and Kwangtung troops in Chekiang, Hunan troops in Yunnan.
And that is why the peasants in much of Kuomintang China
still regard the soldiers as foreign bandits, no different from
the mercenary troops of the old-time war-lords.

I didn’t find out the fate of the Kian revoltees because
the Japs had moved back and the bankers moved in, so I
was able to draw three or four pounds of bank notes, suffi-
cient to take me to the next banking centre. The efficient
Mr. Hu had decided we could go no further into front-line
areas without a servant, otherwise officers would have to
provide us with their own orderlies. He produced a spruce,
lean, ex-solder called Lim. Lim had been wounded fighting
under the redoubtable Chang Fa Kwei in the defence of
Shanghai, and as his home was in one of the provinces
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through which we would be passing later, he was glad to
attach himself to our party.

The Kian garrison commander came to the water’s edge
to farewell us as we embarked on a river launch for an
overnight ride up the Kan river to the headquarters of the
58th Army which had shared in the recent fighting. A
General Hsu, travelling on the same boat, insisted on Yang
Kang and me sharing his cabin, and as it was the only one
on the boat, we gladly accepted. A difficult problem of
sleeping arrangements was solved by the appearance of so
many and such peristent bugs in the bunks that we sat up
all night drinking tea which the good general provided.

It was my first experience of bugs in mass formation. It
wasn’t till I saw the general lift his long cotton underpants
and disclose a dozen or so black objects scurrying away from
the beam of his flashlight that I understood the source of
red hot pin pricks in scores of places on my body. The
general seemed equal to all occasions, and produced little
pots of Tiger Balm which magically took the itch out of the
bites.

For most of the rest of our trip we had the bugs along
with us, and Lim’s main duty came to be a minute inspection
of our gear each day and destruction of all potential sleep
disturbers.

After leaving the bug-ridden river-boat we spent nearly
three weeks travelling on horseback, spending the nights at
regimental, divisional or army headquarters, in the area
where the Japs had finally been halted in their drive through
Kiangsi. The heaviest fighting had taken place along a
series of wooded ridges overlooking a tributary of the Kan
river. The Japs had started off from the Poyang Lake area,
quickly over-running stop-gap provincial troops, and had
occupied most of the Nanchang-Hangchow railway and the
airfields near the Kiangsi Chekiang border. They had hoped
to break through to other air bases in the South Kiangsi area
but rugged mountaineer troops from Yunnan were waiting
for them along a line running roughly from just south of
Nancheng to Kian. The prize tactical objectives were the
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ridges which dominated valleys through which any large
body of troops must pass, and these changed hands many
times. The Japs would seize them by day, the Chinese re-
take them at night.

A tall, raw-boned General Liang, who constantly
mourned the fact that he hadn’t seen his Yunnan home for
over five years, described one of the night raids he led against
Jap positions: “The Japs are very careless about posting
sentries, and this night they had only three. Our scouts
garotted them without any noise. Then my men, naked
except for shorts, erept up through gullies and dry stream
beds until we were all around the mountain-top. We carried
up bamboo whistles and hollow bamboos to beat like drums,
and when everybody was ready we blew our whistles, beat our
drums and threw fire-crackers. The Japs jumped out to get
weapons and we kKilled most of them. The rest ran away
and left their supplies behind them.”

The Chinese seemed to have some understanding of
psychological warfare and exploited it to make up their
deficiency in heavy weapons.

There were ample signs that the Chinese had fought
well, despite their miserable physical condition. There were
plenty of dead Japs and dead horses still lying around un-
buried. Most of the fighting had been of the hand-to-hand
variety with surprise attacks and ambushes rather than
heavy-weight slogging matches. Neither side had artillery
or tanks, and battles consisted mainly of chasing each other
round mountain sides, or off the tips. An interesting point
was that the Chinese troops who had defended the Kian
area had marched from Hunan, where they had participated
in the previous battle of Changsha, 250 miles in 10 days, on
short rations. To look at their emaciated bodies and tattered
uniforms it seemed impossible that they could march so far
—1let alone fight at the end of it.

Officers complained that the rice ration had been cut
down. “We used to get 30 oz. a day. Now we get only 22 ozs.
and much of that is dirt and husks. How can men fight on
that?” one officer said. The troops had stolen from the
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peasants to keep from starving, and the peasants had re-
taliated by withholding their help at the front. “It is so
much different fighting here and in Hunan,” one divisional
commander lamented. “There the people did everything
for us. Helped our wounded and brought us food and water.
Here in Kiangsi they run away when we come near.”

We saw soldiers limping about with leg and arm wounds,
with nothing but green leaves held in place by dried pus and
blood, clapped over the sores. One army we visited had two
doctors and they were both kept at headquarters to look
after staff officers. For the troops there were only a hand-
ful of unskilled dressers working with paper bandages and
no medicines.

“Ninety per cent. of our casualties never rejoin their
units,” a commanding general told us. “Seriously wounded
men just die. Light wounds develop into serious ones. We
have no spare troops for stretcher bearers. If the local
people don’t help us, casualties have to get back the best
way they can. Sometimes their comrades carry them back.
Often they stagger back only to find that their unit has
already moved on. They try to get to the nearest town and,
if they have money, buy medicines. Otherwise they beg or
try to get a mission hospital to accept them. They are all
half-starved and have no resistance to fight infections. When
they got paid regularly it wasn’t so bad. They could buy
pieces of meat and vegetables to supplement their rations.
But now none of us has been paid for more than six months.
Unless the soldiers steal they can’t live.”

Yang Kang always explained to army people that part
of our job was to write about conditions in the field so that
help might be sent, and always emphasised that I was
going to see the Generalissimo when I returned to Chung-
king. Because of this the officers spoke freely of their
difficulties.

In one division the commanding officer estimated that
even without fighting they needed thirty per cent. replace-
ments annually through malaria, dysentery and typhus.
There was no quinine to be had in front-line areas. Soldiers
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with malaria were expected to buy their own quinine at
village pharmacies for 30 cents a pill. Yet Rockefeller Insti-
tute and Red Cross officials in Calcutta and Chungking assure
me there were huge stocks of quinine in the country, sent
specifically for free distribution to the armies. Somehow,
like a lot of other medical supplies sent in from abroad,
quinine found its way to the private pharmacies where it was
soid for fantastic prices. In Kian, as a ‘“special favour,” I
was able to buy about a dessertspoonful of Yatren for use
in case of dysentery. It cost the equivalent of 12 dollars. I
had an inflamed throat treated at an army headquarters
medical station with iodine captured from the Japanese—
the first stocks they had had for more than six months, the
doctor said.

Almost every high-ranking officer I met I asked about
China’s future. What about the problem of the communists,
for example? In practically every case the answer was the
same. In fact, the replies were so stereotyped that I suspected
they originated from some common source. The following
comment from a lieutenant-general is typical: “Well, we
think the communist problem isn’t very serious. In fact,
it will soon be solved. Next month (September, 1942), the
Japanese will attack the Russians in Siberia. Immediately
the Generalissimo will order the Red Armies to march into
Manchuria and then our armies will follow up behind them
and occupy the present communist-held areas.”

“But supposing the communists refuse to march into
Manchuria?”

“They wouldn’t dare refuse such an order from the
Generalissimo. And if they did, the Generalissimo would
have the support of the people if he attacked them.”

The idea that Japan would attack Russia in September
was widespread amongst all the top-ranking officers with
whom I talked. Fortunately, it was incorrect, but the solu-
tion for the problem of the 8th Route Army smacked strongly
of the plot fo smash the Communist New 4th Army in
January, 1940, when it was ordered to move north of the
Yangtse river from South Anhwei. As soon as it commenced
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to move the Central Government armies attacked from the
rear, killed the Field Commander, General Han Ying, and
captured the Army Commander, General Yeh Ting.

During that three weeks on horseback I developed
dysentery, and soon found that that unpleasant disease and
horse-riding don’t go well together. Climbing up and down
the back of even a small Chinese pony several times an hour
gets wearying after the first few days. The Yatren I bought
had no effect, and I discovered later I had bacillary dysentery
and the precious Yatren is used only for amoebic dysentery.
We couldn’t halt because the army headquarters had no
medicines, and the only chance for treatment was at an
Irish-Catholic mission at Nancheng. No one knew if the
fathers were still alive after three weeks of Japanese occu-
pation. So I was set upon a wheelbarrow and, with one lusty
Chinese harnessed to the front pulling and another pushing
from behind, we managed to make progress. The flagstones
along the paddy-field paths were often broken and uneven,
and sometimes it took three or four attempts to make the
crazy barrow leap from one stone to another, which made
my dashes for paddy-clumps even more frequent.

Yang Kang did an heroic job on horseback. As the
favourite daughter of an old-time mandarin she was not
used to the rough life, had never been on horseback, was
used to having proper meals at regular hours, and a soft
bed to sleep on. Now she spent her waking hours on a
horse, slept on anything from the hard ground to a door
pulled off its hinges, ate rice and rice alone, and usually only
once a day at that, but never once did she complain. Lim
seemed to enjoy himself, and soon made friends with the
small escort of soldiers sent to protect us from isolated bands
of Japs still in the area.

One could weep with the peasants to march through
their crops, prematurely yellow and dying at the roots
because the Japs had broken down the irrigation walls and
turned their horses loose to gorge on the rich heads of
grain. Village after village was burned to the ground, rice-
grinders, threshers, ploughs and water-wheels wantonly
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smashed and thrown in ponds and cesspools. Peasants we
met would complain to Yang Kang that the government had
taken away their guns, otherwise they would have defended
their farms to the last.

As we left each village our guide would confidently say,
“We shall get some eggs and chickens at the next place.”
But it, too, would be a mess of ashes and rubble, and we had
to share the rice our escort carried. We started out each
morning before the sun peeped over the tips of the moun-
tains and travelled till we reached some wrecked village just
before sundown. Then Lim would search round for some
doors or planks for Yang Kang and me to sleep on, start a
fire to heat some water and cook our rice. It was the
hottest time of the year, end of July and early August, so
one could sleep well under the stars without blankets.

We avoided staying in towns overnight, because cholera
had broken out and was spreading rapidly. In Tsungjen,
for example, the largest town before Nancheng, as we passed
through soldiers were pulling putrid corpses out of the river.
The Japs had rounded up all the old folks and children in
the city and forced them at bayonet point to march into the
river until the water drowned their cries. A few had managed
to elude rifle shots, swam to the far bank and escaped to tell
the story. The magistrate assured us that every inhabited
house in the city was stricken with some disease. We travelled
many miles that evening before we thought it safe enough to
make camp for the night.

The way led along lovely valleys, over cloud-capped
mountains planted with spruce, tung and individual bamboo
trees, where little stone shelters and shrines provided the
only shade from the fierce sun. Sometimes we found wild
Chinese dates and pears, which we ate only after soaking
them in permanganate solution.

One day, just after my dysentery was kind enough to
let me clamber aboard horse again, our ponies slipped and
slithered over a path cut out of a steep mountain-side to
squeeze through a narrow pass at the top —and there was
the city of Nancheng spread out before us. The romantic
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walled city of Nancheng, but now a blackened, flattened
waste of rubble. From the distance it looked as if it had
been beaten into the ground by giant bull-dozers. But
there was one set of buildings standing, and as our guide
said that was the mission station, we left our escort behind
and trotted down the last couple of miles to see what had
happened to the fathers.

They were alive and well, glad to welcome us, and eager
to relate their experiences. Lean, ascetic Bishop Cleary
established Yang Kang in the nuns’ quarters, myself with
the monks. An English father who hadn’t stayed for the
Japanese occupation had returned from another mission
station in Fukien with some fresh meat and vegetables, so
we were able to have a fine meal of roast beef and potatoes
to start off with.

“We told the Japs we were neutrals from Ireland,” one
of the fathers said, “but the officer in charge just grunted
and said, ‘No such thing, neutrals. Either for Japanese
against Japanese. If stay China must be against Japanese.’
They didn’t harm us personally, but they took everything
we had. Our money, wrist watches, fountain pens, silver-
ware and crockery, every scrap of clothing except what we
had on. And what they couldn’t take, the thieving devils
smashed.”

The Japs had thoroughly worked over the fine mission
buildings, smashed almost every stick of furniture, type-
writers, book cases, ripped books to pieces until they got
tired of ripping, smashed chalices, destroyed vestments. They
took all the foodstuffs except a little the fathers had pru-
dently hidden, killed the two milch cows, smashed the
electric light plant, used the mission cars as long as they
remained, and burned them before they left.

“The only time they offered violence was one night
when a frightened girl ran here for protection,” the Bishop
said. “She had been one of our mission orphans, and when
the Japs came she was rounded up with the rest of the women
and herded into the salt gabelle warehouse for the enj oyment
of the troops. One night she ran away and a soldier chased
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her up here. She rushed into the chapel just as I was saying
evening prayers and, clinging to my robes, begged me to
protect her. The soldier rushed in with his rifle, and seeing
the girl was determined to hide behind me, levelled his rifle
at me. He actually fired a shot at the ceiling, but an officer
who was taking an inventory of our furnishings came in
and ordered him away.”

One of the pilots from the Doolittle raid had bailed out
near Nancheng and was brought in by peasants; he had a
broken collar-bone. The Japs knew that he was cared for
in the mission hospital and they questioned and cross-
questioned the Bishop to find out where the plane had
come from. The canny Irish bishop stuck to the story the
pilot first told him when he was brought in: “I was on my
way to Chungking and ran out of gas.” I didn’t question the
bishop further, but was fairly certain he knew all about the
Doolittle raid and that the planes had been carrier-borne.

During the fighting for Nancheng the Japs had shelled
the mission, although there were no Chinese soldiers in
the vicinity. About a dozen shells went through the chapel
and residential buildings, and the little mission school was
completely destroyed.

Before the Japs left the city, which houses about 50,000
people, they went through it methodically, street by street
and house by house, setting the whole place ablaze. Straw
mattresses and furniture were used for kindling and gasoline
where necessary. The whole city, except for the mission and
one tiny corner of half a dozen houses, had been burned
to the ground.

“If I had never loved the Chinese people before, I would
love and admire them now,” Bishop Cleary declared. “No
sooner had the Japs moved out than they began moving
back. With their wheelbarrows and baskets, their carrying
sticks and suitcases. They looked at what was left of their
homes, and perhaps a few of them shed tears. Then they
scrabbled in the dust and ruins to try and find a few things
that might have escaped the fire. A handful of nails, a
block they used for a pillow, an old jar to keep seeds in, a
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sewing needle. Whatever they found would be reverently
laid aside and cleaned. From the few things they found they
started to build up again.

“You can go down to the riverside and see them now with
their bits of shelters and stalls. Trade has already started
again with the fish from the river and the fruits from the
land. How can the Japanese or anybody break the spirit of
a people like that?”

How, indeed? As we left the city a few days later Yang
Kang translated a freshly-painted sign which hung across
the east gate: “Our homes you can break and burn, but our
spirit is stronger than the tiger’s.”



Chapter Four.
THE GOODNESS, HONESTY AND DIGNITY OF CHINA.

FROM Nancheng we had two days’ easy walking through
country where the roads had been destroyed as effec-
tively as in the Kian area. We still had an escort of soldiers,
and one night we were hustled out of a little shop in which
we had sheltered and were hidden by our escort captain
near some hayricks. Soon we heard the clop-clop of
approaching horses and splashes as they forded a nearby
stream. We were certain they belonged to Japs and expected
to hear a fusillade of shots break out at any moment. But
they passed without incident, quite close to our hayricks—
fortunately the horses didn’t smell the hay — and after an
anxious couple of hours, we heard them filing back in the
direction from which they had come. The escort leader told
us next morning they were not Japs but bandits, who had
heard there were “wealthy foreigners” in the village.
“Why didn’t you fight them?” asked Yang Kang.

The officer shrugged his shoulders. “There were too
many of them for us, and in any case, they were quite
satisfied when we assured them there were no wealthy
foreigners but just some newspaper people.”

He sent back to Nancheng, however, for reinforcements,
including a Bren gun team, before we moved on to Lichwan.
We were nearing the border of Fukien, and that rocky,
poverty-stricken province which supplies most of China’s
emigrants, is famous for its daring bandits. They are re-
cruited mainly from army deserters and live in the almost
inaccessible, forest-covered mountains. We were not troubled
with them again.

The wave of Japanese invasion had exhausted itself
near the border mountain between Kiangsi and Fukien. More

68

THE GOODNESS, HONESTY AND DIGNITY OF CHINA 69

burned and broken villages marked the area along which
it had receded. More mountain trails lined with putrid Jap
dead, their bodies bloated and blackened from the heat.
Sometimes one saw bodies horribly hacked and mauled, pro-
bably where infuriated peasants had caught up with
straggling wounded.

Red-eyed women in one village told of how their people
had come back too soon. The Japs returned the same night,
murdered the men-folk, raped the young women and carried
off all young boys between ten and sixteen years. The officer
in charge of our escort confirmed this, and said the Japs
had rounded up hundreds of boys in North Kiangsi. They
used them as personal servants and later sent them to
Hankow, where the youngest and brightest were well treated
and trained at a special school for spies. Later they would
be sent through the Chinese lines as Jap agents.

Fukien at that time was the only coastal province which
the Japs had not penetrated. Roads were still intact, and
after we crossed the frontier we were able to travel by bus.
Our next objective was Kienyang, the headquarters of
General Ku Chu Tung, war area commander in charge of
Chekiang and Fukien provinces.

We were conscious of an atmosphere of corruption from
the first moment we entered Fukien till the day we left it a
couple of weeks later. The driver of the military truck which
was to take us from a border village to the town of Kwangtseh
held us up in one of the loneliest parts of the road and
refused to budge till we paid the amount of a new tyre, which
he said he must buy at Kwangtseh. We had to pay up or be
stranded on the road, so I paid, but reported the matter to
the magistrate of Kwangtseh when I arrived. The magis-
trate ruefully admitted that he had no control over the
military and added that military drivers under orders to
take officials from one place to another often dumped them
OfT with their baggage, miles from the nearest village, unless
they paid good “squeeze” money.

The trio of fine airfields at Chuhsien, Lishui and Kinhwa
to the north in Chekiang had fallen and the J aps were now
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pushing down towards the Fukien border. The roads were
jammed with trucks-—not carrying reinforcements to the
north, nor evacuating precious equipment from the airfields
—but piled high with officers’ personal belongings. Precious
gasoline which had travelled half-way round the world
to reach Fukien was being wasted in these trucks loaded to
the brim with suitcases, cane chairs and furniture, sewing
machines and, in some cases, officers’ wives and concubines.
I discovered later that many of them, mostly supplied by
lend-lease, were carrying trade goods which the officers
sold for fabulous profits in Fukien towns.

At Kienyang we waited nine days to see General Ku Chu
Tung, but it was impossible to interview him, though we had
many questions to ask. Several times at his headquarters
aides told us he was “out of town,” though we knew from
other sources that he was there. Each time we were told
that “to-morrow” he would return, but “to-morrow” never
came. Some other foreign observers who reached Kienyang
a couple of weeks'after we left had the same difficulty in
getting to see Ku Chu Tung.

Refugees were pouring into the city every day — mis-
sionaries and students amongst others. They one and all
had the same tale — that the Chinese armies had not fought.
In the Chekiang capital of Kinhwa, for example, the streets
were barricaded, barbed wire entanglements set up, machine-
gun posts installed, but then the city was abandoned with-
out a shot being fired. No road destruction was carried out,
and the Japs had virtually a clear run through the city.
Chinese civilians were even more disgusted with the army
than were the foreigners.

One day, while we were sheltering under some rocks from
a Jap reconnaissance plane, we were joined by a Chinese
soldier who had just returned from Chekiang. He was
from an artillery regiment and was bitterly critical of the
way things had been managed.

“Our regiment had sixteen guns,” he said, “beautiful
guns, set up to kill Japanese. Suddenly we were ordered to
retreat from our good positions for no reason. And seven

k.
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of our guns were lost without us ever having a chance to
fire them. We have marched all the way back here since
and never yet seen a Japanese.”

The shops in Kienyang and other villages in the neigh-
bourhood were well stocked with Japanese goods. With
sea-foods, canned goods of all types, crockery, cloths and
medicines. Shopkeepers explained to Yang Kang that these
were from old stocks, dating back to before the fall of
Shanghali, but according to many of the students, the goods
were of recent origin, and front-line officers in Chekiang
were so busy making fortunes trading with the enemy they
had no time to fight. They either bought stuff direct from
the Japs for resale or “licensed” Chinese merchants at a
good fee to pass back and forth between the lines.

Numbers of the students had originally lived in Shang-
hai and infiltrated through Japanese lines to continue their
studies at Kinhwa university. Many spoke English and were
eager to discuss the shortcomings of the army, as they had
seen it in action in Chekiang. The loss of the airfields,
especially Chuhsien, was a bitter blow to patriotic Chinese.
It had been built by nearly a quarter of a million peasants in
record time, and Japanese officers who questioned Bishop
Cleary at Nancheng said it was the best heavy bomber base
they had seen, complete with underground hangars and
workshops. Like the Burma Road it was an indication of the
tremendous projects Chinese were capable of undertaking
with nothing but their bare hands. Now it was lost, and
before the Japs withdrew from the area they dynamited
the hangars and workshops, and diverted a river through
the centre of the field.

Around General Ku Chu Tung’s headquarters there was
universal disapproval of the Doolittle raid. Officers com-
plained that if the raid had not taken place, the Japs would
never have launched their attacks. The fact that Tokio had
been raided despite Jap promises to their people, and the
consequent loss of face for the military leaders, meant
nothing to them. Nor did the effect of the Doolittle raid
on Chinese morale. In the western provinces the effect had
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been electrifying, news of the raid coming as it did just when
things looked blackest. Ku Chu Tung’s officers seemed to
think the best way to win the war was not to provoke the
Japs, and in any case they said the raid was a waste of
time. As a matter of fact, had officers in Ku Chu Tung’s
command been more efficient the raid would have been a
greater success and would have been followed up by several
more before the Japs had time to reach Chuhsien.

Because a Jap patrol boat spotted our carriers, the raid
was staged in daylight instead of moonlight, as originally
intended. The B25’s reached China at night instead of early
dawn. The aerodrome commanders at both Lishui and
Chuhsien were not at their posts to receive the Generalis-
simo’s orders that plans had been revised and the airports
must be lighted up. As a result, instead of welcoming lights,
the whole countryside was blacked out and air-raid warn
ings were sounded at the planes’ approach. It was a night
of wind and rainstorms, and Kinhwa and Lishui residents
heard the planes circling in the pitch blackness overhead.
Everyone thought they were Japanese planes. As planes
ran out of gas, crew members “bailed out,” some of them
to land behind Japanese lines and subsequently be executed.
According to local stories one of the airport officers, who
was out playing Mah Johng instead of being on the job, was
f.ummarily executed, another escaped through to Japanese
ines.

One story which fitted in well with Ku Chu Tung’s
officers’ resentment at the Doolittle raid and the Jap re-
action was that they had just taken delivery of an extra
large consignment of Japanese goods and hadn’t had time
ltot clear them before the Japs attacked and captured the
ot.

A noticeable difference in the atmosphere round the
army and divisional headquarters compared with those in
Kiangsi, was that the officers in Kiangsi were eager for
information about happenings in other parts of the world.
Night after night at divisional or regimental headquarters I
was asked to talk on world affairs, comparative strengths
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¢f Russia and Germany, the Burma campaign, the Indian
political situation, and kindred subjects. Discussions often
lasted till well into the morning. The Kiangsi officers felt
they were part of the wider world struggle; those in Fukien
were wrapped up only in their local troubles.

The Generalissimo could not be blamed for such condi-
tions as existed on the Chekiang front. There was little
he could do about it. He could threaten Ku Chu Tung with
dismissal, as he did, but Ku Chu Tung could counter with a
threat to turn his whole army group over to the Japanese,
248 army commanders had done before and since. There was
no way in which the Generalissimo could deal with such
people. The breakdown in communications and transporta-
tion, shortage of roads, trucks, tyres and gasoline made
control from Chungking of outlying provinces like Chekiang
and Fukien almost impossible.

War area commanders like Ku Chu Tung reverted to
the status of old-time war-lords with virtual dictatorial
powers over several provinces. In the last analysis he could
be displaced only by force of arms— and how could Chung-
king send an army against him? Chinese unity in some
provinces was maintained by slender threads like Ku Chu
Tung, and onc had to make the best of it. Chiang had
retained an almost feudal internal organisation in his
armies, and every now and again he had to pay for it — or
rather, China did.

One thing the Generalissimo could have done to lessen
the incentives to trade with the enemy was to encourage
industrial co-operatives to carry on with their programme
of front-line production. If they had been able to establish
their units to produce things like cloth and medical supplies
near the front-lines, trading with the enemy would have
been unnecessary, and the fronts would have been re-
established on a war basis.

To retain one’s faith in the goodness, honesty and dignity
of China, it was necessary to be down on the river during
ene of Kienyang’s almost daily air raids. There were some
river-boats along the bank, and while Yang Kang and I were
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waiting for the “all clear” to sound, a shrivelled old couple
emerged from one of the boats and beckoned us to come
over. They had cooked some rice and fish, had seen us
sheltering for hours by the river bank waiting for the Jap
planes to finish, and knew we hadn’t eaten. We were glad
to share their meal and offered them a handful of notes.
But they wouldn’t take them. Yang Kang, who knew some
Fukien dialect, explained that we were rich people and
held out the notes again, but the wrinkled, honest, old boat-
man stood up very straight, shook his head, and closed her
hand over the notes. Perhaps the bombings had upset our
emotions, because Yang Kang was weeping when she turned
to me and said:

“They say, ‘If a foreigner comes to us and shares our
troubles, the least we can do is share our rice with him.’
They won’t take your money.”

They were poverty-stricken, humble boat people, but I
never saw greater dignity in people’s faces as they once
again refused what must have represented a fortune to
them, bowed to us, and watched us step from their broken
gang-plank on to the river bank and start on our way back
to town. It is little incidents like that which make a
foreigner love China and have faith in her people.

Lim, the soldier-servant, developed a bad case of malaria
at Kienyang and Yang Kang, the aristocrat-writer, looked
after him like a mother, wringing out cold towels for his
head throughout the nights, cajoling extra eggs and bean-
milk out of the inn-keeper. Fortunately we had atebrin
with us, and after five days the fever left him. He was too
weak to travel, however, and as we wanted to make a diver-
sionary trip to Foochow, we arranged for Lim to stay behind
and catch us up when his strength returned.

Travelling in the charcoal-burning buses of Fukien and
South Kiangsi was the most arduous part of our three
months’ odyssey in China. The loads they carried were
prodigious; the heat from the charcoal-burners and human
bodies in the hottest weeks of the year was almost un-
endurable. Day after day the temperature was around the
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110° mark. To get a bus seat one had to camp outside the
starting point and try to take up a position near the doors
vhen they opened, hours before the bus was due to depart.
The minute the garage opened people attacked the vehicle
through doors and windows till every seat and space was
carrying twice the weight for which they were intended. Half
an hour later the driver would appear and drive round to
the ticket office, where people started to swarm in again, till
one was really in danger of suffocation.

When there seemed no square inch of space left, the
driver piloted the bus to his private headquarters and filled
in every chink with bags and packages of trade goods he
intended selling further along the route.

Once, when Yang Kang and I were jammed in the rear
seat with packages under and around our legs, people lean-
ing over us hanging on to whatever they could grip, a genial,
round face appeared at the window over my seat, grinned in
a friendly fashion when he saw I was a foreigner, and said:
“You like take my baby, yes?” Before I could say a a word
a weeping two-year-old was thrust through the window on
to my lap — and the bus moved off.

Yang Kang’s lap was piled high with bags and parcels.
There was no room even to move my arms, and there I sat
for 150 miles with a child on my knees who squalled every
time she looked up at my strange un-Chinese face. Yang
Kang and those of the passengers who had room to turn
their heads derived much merriment from the whole busi-
ness, and I wondered what would happen to the child when
we reached our destination. But, sure enough, when the bus
stopped, proud father and beaming mama, with three more
little ones, were there to take charge. “Ah. Much thanks,
uh? No loom in flont, uh?” —and they hurried happily
away.

One picture that remains fixed in my mind is of a
crowded bus rounding a street corner in Kienyang, a man
taking a flying, horizontal dive through the window, arriv-
ing with his forequarters wedged into the lap of a portly
Chinese general, his legs waving wildly in the air and the



6 DEMOCRACY WITH A TOMMYGUN

furious general pounding his backsides with all the power
his fat arms could generate.

Leaving a disconsolate Lim to convalesce, Yang Kang and
I travelled by bus to Namping at the head of the Min river,
origin of the notorious Min river pirates, thence by river-
boat down the Min to Foochow on the Pacific coast. Foochow
was formerly the greatest tea and timber port in China,
and also the centre for the lovely eggshell Fukien lacquer
ware. The Japs had occupied the city for a short time in
1941, but withdrew after grabbing all the scrap metal they
could lay hands on. It was a fine, dreamy city, and seemed
completely cut off from happenings in the rest of China—
and the world.

We luxuriated in the first hotel with bath I had seen
since leaving Calcutta. England still maintained a Consul in
Foochow, a Mr. Tripp, and the first day I arrived Mr. Tripp
asked me to step along to the “English Club” about 6 p.m.
It was a fine building, almost next door to the Consulate,
and my host was waiting at the club doorway in dinner jacket
to welcome me. The inside was even better than the exterior
—three good billiard rooms, a large library and an upstairs
ballroom. The latter was hung with cobwebs, two of the
billiard tables were deeply coated with dust, and the place
had partly the atmosphere of a Hollywood conception of a
haunted castle. Consul Tripp hurried downstairs when he
heard footsteps, and introduced me to another dinner-
jacketed Englishman.

“Shades of Empire!” The newcomer was manager of
Jardine-Matheson, the big British shipping and trading
firm. He was introduced as the “other member” of the
Club. The last two upper-crust Englishman in Foochow
and they met almost every evening to have a game of
billiards in the English Club.

“Afraid we haven’t much to offer you to drink,” apolo-
gised Consul Tripp, “but if youwd like to sample some of
our gasogin we would be delighted to have you join us.”

A decrepit old Chinese “boy,” who seemed to match the
cobwebs and dust, gravely mixed me a concoction which
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tasted like ligquid fire with a dash of picric acid. While I
clung to the edge of the billiard table and gasped, with
vapours gushing out of my mouth, the manager of Jardine-

Matheson explained:

“It’s the best we can do here. We ran out of liquor
years ago, and then the post-office developed this spirit from
sugar-cane. They use it for fuel in their trucks. We had
it analysed by a local chemist and he assured us it won’t

actually kill you.”

There was another club, the “Foochow Club,” which
lesser breeds of Englishmen and other Europeans in the
Chinese Customs’ Service haunted and to which even the
two “English Club” members repaired when they felt the
lack of company too strongly.

The Consul complained that the Chinese government
and the British Embassy in Chungking were always trying
to get him to shift to the new capital of Fukien — Yung-An.
“Well, you see how we are set up here,” he said, waving his
hands to indicate the spacious rooms and delightful furnish-
ings. “Now what would I have in a new place like Yung-An?”
And his American-born wife agreed. ‘“Personally, if the
Japs come, I'd sooner stay here and chance things tha‘xn go
wandering over the hills in the middle of this bandit-ridden
province.” Since then the Japanese have come to Foochov.v.
and I expect the Consul and his wife have changed their

minds.

In the good old days Foochow was a busy treaty port.
Pagoda Anchorage, at the mouth of the Min river, har-
boured scores of vessels putting in for the lucrative tea and
timber trade; waterside restaurants and tea-houses were
filled with sailors from a dozen different lands. To-day trade
was at a standstill, except for that brought by a few Chinese
junks that still sneaked up the coast from Kwangtung in. the
south and Chekiang in the north. We called on the garrison
commander to find out how the Japs enforced the coastal
blockade. He was a serious, efficient-looking officer who

answered our questions frankly.
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“You see,” he explained, “the Japanese don’t want to
waste troops garrisoning this place, and they don’t want to
waste their navy blockading the coast. They have been
very clever. For centuries there have been Chinese pirates
operating out of the little coves and bays along the coast
The Fukien and part of the Kwangtung coasts are the Iast:
real pirate strongholds in the world. The Japs mobilised
these pirates against the rest of China. They offered them
Diesel-driven boats to replace their old junks, a few machine-
guns instead of their brass cannon and cutlasses, and for
reward —all the booty they can capture. They organised
them into two ‘naval divisions,’ each with g regular beat to
patrol. Any boats that try to slip through they are supposed

to attack. If big boats come of course, they radio Formosa
for help from the Japs.”

“But don’t they consider they’re being traitors to their
own people?” I asked. “After all, they are Chinese.”

- “They never think of themselves as Chinese. They are
just pirates, who have always robbed Chinese or anyone
else that passed their way. However, I think they do double-
cross the Japs and indulge in a little trading themselves
between Formosa and our coast. Lots of Japanese and
Formosan goods come in that we can’t account for otherwise.
They either carry goods themselves or accept some ‘squeeze’
to let Chinese boats carry them.

“Sometimes they get too conceited and the Japs punish
tpem. Earlier this year they were supposed to collect some
rice from the island at the mouth of this river. They got
the Elicte, but kept it for themselves, and the Japs sent an
expedition after them. ¢ !
I em. We heard a lot of the puppet navy

F‘oochow was a pleasant place in which to linger, but
despite the excellent food and the luxury of hotel room ’with
bath, there was still a lot of ground to cover before we
completed the tour. Two nights were all we could give
Foochow, then we rejoined the Min river steamboat for
Namping, travelling with some missionaries who had

/evacuated from Chekiang. Amongst them were the mother
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and father of John Davies, at that time political adviser
to General Stillwell and now attached to the U.S. Embassy in
Chungking. They all had the same tales of military defec-
tions in Chekiang, of posts and equipment abandoned with-
out fighting, but they were all appreciative of the help they
had received from Chinese people while en route from the

war areas.

Back at Namping, whilst in the midst of an interview
with the garrison commander, my limbs began to shake
and my jaws began to tremble so violently I could no longer
speak, and had to be carried out of the office and put to bed
witli the worst and most inconvenient attack of malaria I
have ever had. Foochow and the Min river valley are second
only to Yunnan as the worst malarial areas in China. For-
tunately the attack was as short as it was sharp, and within
four days we were on the road again, rejoined by a healthy,
smiling Lim.

The road through Fukien was built by the Generalissimo
in the days when he was chasing the Communist 8th Route
Army troops through China. It is the worst road in China.
Not nearly as well graded as the Burma Road, it is narrower
and banked the wrong way on its brutally-sharp turns.
There are no water tables or drains, and streamlets from the
mountain-sides cut straight across the surface. The charcoal-
burners did well while they were hurtling downhill, but
always “gave up” near the tops of the mountains. All
passengers clambered out to supplement the feeble beats
of the charcoal-prompted engine with their combined push-
power. Fukien residents muttered darkly, however, each
time the bus stopped. Several told us the bus-drivers were
often in league with the bandits. A bus would break down
in a lonely part of the road, the passengers disembark, then
the bandits would swoop down, steal the goods and pay off
the driver later. Certainly the country was wild enough
to have sheltered armies of bandits, with steep, brush-
covered mountains, and neither cultivation nor villages for

scores of miles at a time.
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At Changting, where we stopped overnight, I was sur-
prised to see the market stalls displaying attractive, fat,
little, dewy-eyed puppies in cane baskets, but Yang Kang
explained that puppy-flesh is regarded as the choicest of
succulent dishes in Fukien. They were about the only
decently-fed dogs I saw anywhere in China.

We crossed from Fukien to South Kiangsi province at the
old communist border capital of Hsueh Chien, where there
were still a few Red Army slogans painted on the walls and
a statue of Lenin in the outskirts of the town.

At Kanchow, the capital of South Kiangsi, we looked
forward to meeting Chiang Ching Kuo, son of the Generalis-
simo’s first wife, killed in 1938 during a bombing attack on
her home town in Chekiang. Chiang Ching Kuo is an
original character who will probably make a name for him-
self in China in years to come.

In the early 1920’s, when Dr. Sun Yat Sen was still in
power and Russian advisers were helping the Chinese republic
struggle to its feet, it was the fashion among Chinese leaders
to send their sons to be educated in Russia. Chiang Kai
Shek, then a fervent revolutionary, sent Chiang Ching Kuo
to study in Moscow. In 1927, after Sun Yat Sen died, the
Generalissimo turned on the Communists and massacred
them by the thousands. The Russian advisers, including
Borodin and the American writer, Anna Louise Strong, barely
escaped with their lives to Russia. Chiang Ching Kuo, who
seemed to have adapted himself to life in Russia, denounced
his father as a traitor and proclaimed his intention of not
returning to China as long as the Generalissimo remained
in power.

After the “Young Marshal,” General Chang Hsueh Liang,
kidnapped the Generalissimo in Sian around Xmas, 1936, and
extracted a promise from him to call off the fight against
the communists and join with them in resisting the Japs,
Chiang Ching Kuo returned to China, bringing with him a
beautiful Russian wife. He became reconciled with his
father, and after a short army assignment, he was given the
job as special commissioner over several districts in the
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former communist stronghold of South Kiangsi. He was,
in effect, governor of nearly half a province. What he thinks
of his father’s renewed antagonism towards the Communists
as demonstrated during the past few years one doesn’t know.

It is symbolic of the Generalissimo’s changed political
views, incidentally, that his second son, Chiang Wei Kuo,
nearly ten years younger than Ching Kuo, was sent to Nazi
Germany to be educated, and actually marched with the
Germany Army into Austria in March, 1938.

The morning after we arrived in Kanchow Chiang Ching
Kuo invited us to inspect a model children’s village he was
building a few miles upstream from the city. He is a small
man, chubby and good-natured looking. Dressed in peasant’s
blue dungarees, he was indistinguishable from hundreds of
villagers that thronged the streets, except for a wide peaked
cap, similar to those worn by Russian workmen. We walked
about three-quarters of a mile from garrison headquarters
to a little wharf where was tied the boat which would take
us upstream, and I was impressed by the numbers of humble-
looking people who stopped Ching Kuo in the streets to
discuss problems with him. He had the same amiable
greeting for each, talked with them, and sometimes jotted
down notes of their troubles.

We clambered into a miserable-looking boat which I
feared would sink before we had travelled a hundred yards.
It was a good thing it did look so dilapidated. We had
hardly reached midstream when the air alarms sounded, ajnd
before we could pull over to the bank a Zero came zooming
down a few feet over our boat. Ching Kuo grinned at my
alarmed expression, and said, “I don’t think he’ll waste
ammunition on an old tub like this.” He was right. The
pilot was looking for richer targets and found them in some
trucks hauling gasoline to the Kanchow airfield.

While we sheltered under some bamboo thickets I asked
Chiang whether he had any trouble with the Communists
in his area now.

“No,” he said emphatically. “You see, the people favoured
the Communists here because they had been exploited by
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the tax-gatherers and landlords. Even if they had farms
of their own they were usually in debt for thirty or forty
years ahead. If they worked for a landlord he didn’t leave
them enough rice to live on. My first job was to cut up the
big holdings and see that each peasant had enough land
to live on.”

“Well, how about the landlords?” I asked. “How would
they like that sort of business going on?”

“We left them enough land, and if they liked to work
themselves with their families they still had a good chance
to make a living. Of course, many of the landlords fled
when the Communists came, and we gave them a certain
period of time during which they could claim their land. If
they didn’t return then we divided it among the peasants.

“Peasants had been leaving the iand like they did in
North Kiangsi. Here they had the added attraction of work
in the wolfram mines where they could earn enough to
keep them alive. But then we weren’t growing enough rice
here to feed the district, and as we had no trucks or gasoline
to carry rice from one province to another, we had to get
the people back on the land.”

“What about taxes? In North Kiangsi they say they
can’t grow enough rice to pay their taxes, let alone feed
their families.”

“We have regulated taxes on the basis of what the
peasants can produce, leaving them a fair margin for their
own requirements. And if the tax-gatherers try any funny
business we have a way of dealing with them. I have what
I call “complaint boxes” all round the districts. Letters that
go into these boxes are brought to me personally, and I
encourage the people to write about any injustices that are
being done them. That helps keep a tight check on corrup-
tion and oppression.”

Chiang Ching Kuo was more interested in talking about
his pet project — the Children’s Village — than discussing
tax-gatherers and rice production. After the “all clear”
sounded, and we moved on upstream, he had the floor of the
boat covered with blueprints and plans, explaining the lay-
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out of the place. The children were some of Madame Chiangs’
“Warphans” and, as we saw later, Ching Kuo had gone to
a lot of trouble and expense to provide modern, well-lit
school rooms, not forgetting kindergarten and nursery
schools, good living quarters for the staff, playing-fields and
even a swimming pool.

Much of the work had been done by the elder “War-
phans” and the community was intended to be as nearly
self-supporting as possible. Only a few of the homes and
school rooms were complete, but the energetic planner ex-
pected to have the whole thing running within another few
months. He had picked an ideal park-like place with the
buildings built as nearly as possible under the trees, which
afforded natural camouflage from bombings. The few
children around the place plainly worshipped him, and 1
noted he seemed to know them all by name.

While he was as enthusiastic as a mother with her
first-born babe about his Warphans’ Home, and wanted us
to see every corner of the place, he was shy of talking about
other things. However, while I was working on him in a
mixture of English, Russian and German, Yang Kang was
pumping his companions, who were nothing loth to discuss
him and repeat some of the popular tales about him. Later
she read me some extracts from her notes.

“He has walked over every inch of his districts,” one
of them said. ‘“He went to each village to find out personally
about the magistrates and how they worked. Some of them
he had shot on the spot because they were corrupt and
inefficient. He just walked into their offices like a peasant
would. No one guessed he was the Generalissimo’s son. He
increased our rice production in a few years so that, instead
of being dependent on other provinces, we are now self-
supporting.”

“And what about the bankers’ wives?” eagerly inter-
jected another.

“Yes. That was very funny. When Chiang Ching Kuo
came here first, many officials stayed away from work, play-
ing Mah Johng. They would even play it in their offices,
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and no one could interrupt them till the game was finished,
even if it lasted half a day. So Ching Kuo prohibited the
playing of Mah Johng. One day he heard that the wives
of some of our bankers played every afternoon. He went to
see them and caught them at it. What did he do with them?
Did he put them in jail? No! He made them Kkneel in the
public square every afternoon for a week.”

I asked Ching Kuo about literacy in South Kiangsi,
because the previous day, when we entered Kanchow, Yang
Kang had seen a bunch of peasants standing outside one of
the city gates reading out aloud from some chalked-up
characters.

“What she saw is really part of our literacy programme,”
he said. “First of all we have compulsory schooling for all
children here. And then we have groups that teach in the
homes at night. Of course, we are short of teachers, but
children are supposed to help their parents. Families must
group together, half a dozen or more at a time, and twice
a week teachers visit them in one of their homes, and start
them on the way to learning characters. Each week we
print some simple sentences at the gates of the city and the
policeman on duty asks the peasants to read them over as
they pass through. Some of them treat it as a joke, but
most of them are serious about it. People anywhere like
to learn if they have the chance.”

It seemed that Chiang Ching Kuo had picked up some
good and original ideas while he was in Russia, and one
couldn’t help wondering what his father thought about his
son’s experiments. Ching Kuo was an enthusiastic supporter
of the industrial co-operatives, and some of the most
flourishing Indusco units were in his districts. There seemed
to be no ground wasted in South Kiangsi. The irrigation
banks dividing the rice-fields were thickly sown with soya
beans, hilly land too poor for cultivation was planted with
pine trees.

As we left next day by bus on our way to Shaokwan in
Kwangtung province, I mentioned to Yang Kang that I
thought Ching Kuo was a bright young man with good ideas,
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and that the districts round South Kiangsi were the best

- cared for that we had seen during our trip. Yang Kang

overheard a merchant, who evidently understood some
English, grumble to his neighbour: “That Chiang Ching Kuo.
He ought to be shot for a Red, and he would be if he were
not the Generalissimo’s son.” The last part of his observa-
tion, strangely enough, was true.

Lim, our faithful Don Pancho, left us at Kanchow. He
was within a few miles of his home village, which he hadn’t
seen since before the defence of Shanghai, in which he had
participated. He was a very happy man the day he boarded
a river sampan bound for his home and people.

Two more days of crowded buses and we arived at
Shaokwan, the beautiful temporary capital of Kwangtung
province. A dozen Jap bombers flew over the city a few
hours after we arrived, but continued on to bomb Hengyang
to the north. The city was full of refugees still filtering
through from Hong Kong, and I was able to make contact
with some of the famous Pao-An guerillas, who operated in
Jap-held territory near Canton and Hong Kong and helped
escapees to reach friendly territory. How such contacts
were made is better not discussed, but their story is of such
special interest that it deserves a chapter to itself.

From Shaokwan we travelled by rail back to Hengyang
and on to Hsiang-tan on the banks of the Hsiang river, from
where we embarked by river-steamer for Changsha. It was
a different city from that I had seen nine months earlier.
The wide streets were cleanly swept, shops gaily decorated,
market stalls overflowing with persimmons, pomegranates,
oranges and beautiful Chinese plums. Hotels and restaurants
were crowded and animated with, at tables, a fair sprink-
ling of the beautiful girls for which Changsha is noted. Tank
traps and barricades had been removed, bomb damage
patched up, but pill-boxes at intersections and in strategic
positions on the roads just out of the city, were still in
place, to remind people that there would be a fourth battle
of Changsha. There was—and the Chinese lost for the
first time.
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The American “Yale in China” hospital, in the city’s
outskirts, almost completely wrecked when the Japs
occupied it during the third battle for Changsha, had
been repaired. Amongst its inmates, and convalescing
in its grounds, were some people whom I had been trying to
contact for a long time-—a group of Australian guerilla
fighters. It seemed strange, in this wholly Oriental atmos-
phere of Changsha, so remote from the west and its ways,
to encounter slouch-hatted, khaki-clad, profane boys from
Sydney, Brisbane and Melbourne. Their arrival in China
was known to most correspondents, but their presence and
activities had been a banned subject as far as new stories
were concerned.

I had last seen them almost twelve months previously in
a Bush Welfare School in Maymyo, Burma. They were
robust, fine-looking specimens then, bronzed, tough and
glowing with health. Now they were pallid, wasted shells,
hollow-framed and spindly-legged. Theirs was a sad story.
They had been victims of an ill-conceived venture aimed at
giving British “token aid” to China at a time when we had
little else to offer.

They were picked volunteers from Australian troops in
Malaya, sent to Burma for specialised training in guerilla
warfare, demolitions and any tough jobs that were out of
the line of duty for regular troops. In charge of the school
in Burma was Captain (now Brigadier) “Mad” Mike Calvert,
one of the late Major-General Wingate’s chief lieutenants.

Originally they were to be sent around the back of
Japanese lines during the Malayan campaign to do demoli-
tions, but the fighting in Malaya never lasted long enough
to get them started. Then three groups of 50 each, including
one of English boys, were sent into China to be trained
further at another commando school near Hengyang. During
the early stages of the Chekiang-Kiangsi campaign they
were sent up near the north Hunan-Kiangsi border, in ter-
rible country with insufficient rations and medical equip-
ment. There they sat for weeks waiting for permission to
go ahead and blow bridges, tear up the railway track parallel-
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ing the Poyang Lake along which Jap supplies were fed
from the Yangtse river, and generally put into effect the
cunning tricks they had learned so hardly.

But the word was never given. The Chinese really didn’t
want them. They had guerillas enough themselves and
didn’t want our men starting something they couldn’t finish.
They didn’t want us to provoke Japs by blowing bridges and
tearing up railway tracks and then not have the troops
to repel Jap counter-measures. Chinese troops were fully
cngaged trying to stop the Japs further south.

The men sat in the jungle and the Chinese didn’t see why
they should make efforts to get special food to them. Rice
was good enough for Chinese troops and ought to be good
enough for westerners. But the men couldn’t adapt them-
selves to Chinese diet. They developed dysentery and malaria.
Two Australians died from typhus. And their year’s
specialised training, their super-equipment and special
gadgets were being wasted. After spending a useless 8 or 9
months in China the whole lot were pulled out without firing
a shot or lighting a fuse — except in practice. The scheme
ended in ill-feeling all round. Our men thought they had
been let down by the British, the Chinese and the Australian
governments. They had suffered formidable hardships with-
out accomplishing a thing. The Chinese despised us for
projecting such a futile scheme.

The Chief of Staff to General Hsueh Yueh, to whom I
posed the question of the use (or non-use) of these commando
specialists, said, “Well, we think their special knowledge
should not be risked in such dangerous operations as they
intended. Would you and Yang Kang care to be my guests
at a violin concert this evening?”

Andé the subject was tactfully closed. Incidentally, the
violin concert, by a young Paris-trained Chinese, was
excellent.

Our journey was nearing its end. Another boat and
train journey to Hengyang, then back by train to Kweilin.
Yang Kang, the frail daughter of a mandarin, had stood
the journey better than Lim or myself. I was sorry to say
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goocbye to her at Kweilin, where her old editor received her
with literally open arms, tenderly enquiring after her
health. He wanted to refund me the salary and expenses
I had paid on her behalf, claiming that her stories were the
most valuable they had published for years from the war
fronts.

Yang Kang is a great woman, and a good example of the
type that will help to build China’s future. Born and reared
in feudalism, she was nevertheless able to adapt herself to
China’s changing destiny. She had none of the fastidious-
ness affected by so many of the old type Chinese scholars,
but was prepared to go out and suffer with her people better
to understand and reveal the cause of their suffering. I
would ask for no better companion for future travels in
China.

When I had been in Kweilin almost three months earlier,
China’s notorious Gestapo Chief, Tai Li, had been paying
a visit from Chungking. There was some speculation as to
the reason. What it was few knew, but the results at least
were common Kknowledge — wholesale arrests, running into
hundreds, of students and teachers. A professor at the
University was found by students swinging from a rafter
in a lecture room. The police explanation was suicide, but
this hardly tallied with the blood-saturated clothes, or welts
and bruises that covered his body. He had been displayed
as a warning to others of Kweilin’s intellectuals who might
be harbouring “dangerous thoughts.”

Chapter Five.

THE PAO-AN GUERILLAS.

HE story of the Pao-An guerillas is the story in miniature
T of the struggle of young, virile and democratic elements
in China trying to rise from the morass of feudalism, privi-
lege and reaction still entrenched in high places, at the
same time spearheading the military and political resistance
to the Japanese aggressor. It is a story that has been
repeated dozens of times during the past 30 years, ever since
Sun Yat Sen and his followers overthrew the Manchu dynasty
in 1911. It is the counterpart of the story of the Generalis-
simo’s relentless pursuit of the Eighth Route Army, of the
New Fourth Army’s forced retreat from south of the Yangtse
river in 1940. It is a story that reveals all that is best in
China and all that is worst. A story of greed, treachery and
criminal governmental stupidity and of selfless courage,
ingenuity and devotion to the cause of liberty. The spirit
which sustained the Pao-An guerillas in their dual warfare
against the Jap invader and the local oppressor is the spirit
which made possible China’s steadfast war of resistance,
despite the shortcomings of the police-state rule of the Kuo-
mintang.

In Chungking we began to hear of the activities of
guerillas in the Canton and Hong Kong areas from the first
days of the Pacific war. When the Japanese attacked Hong
Kong news quickly came of guerillas attacking the rear and
flanks of the Japs trying to link up with the British troops.
There were reports of large-scale sabotage on the Canton-
Kowloon railway on which Jap supplies greatly depended.

The guerillas did make a valiant attempt to break
through to the British and Canadian troops, desperately
fighting their way back through the New Territories towards
the strip of water that separated them from Hong Kong

89
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island, but events moved too fast. Unfortunately no contacts
had been established between the British military and the
guerillas in the pre-war days, except insofar as partisan
soldiers were disarmed and interned whenever the Japs
pressed them across the border into British territory. 1In
one case three guerillas were turned over to the Japs for
punishment.

There was no machinery for liaison between Chinese
and British troops when the Japs attacked on 7th December.
Within three days all British territory on the Asiatic main-
land was lost, and on Xmas Day, less than three weeks after
the Japs attacked, Hong Kong itself surrendered.

The Central government spokesman in Chungking had
no information for correspondents about those guerillas
operating in the Canton-Kowloon area, but Communist
General Chou En Lai told us he was in contact with the
partisans and had ordered them to give every assistance to
Allied troops.

The next we heard of them was in connection with the .

dramatic escape fr’om Hong Kong in motor torpedo boats of
a group of Chinese and British government and military
officials led by a colourful one-legged Chinese Admiral, Chan
Chak, Chief Ceneral Chinese government official in Hong
Kong. After a running fight with Jap patrol boats and
attacks by enemy planes, Chan Chak’s party reached the
mainland, expecting to have to fight their way through
Jap patrols or at best bribe their way through regions in-
fested with bandits. Instead they were received by well-
disciplined fighters who passed them on from post to post
gave them food and clothing, and eventually escorted them'
to Free China without the loss of a man.

The guerillas were organised right in the heart of
Japanese occupied territory, and seemed to operate under
the noses of Jap troops. But still it was difficult to get any
details of how they came into existence, from where they
got their arms and financial support, what was the extent
of the area they controlled, what were their political aims
and how they were viewed by the government. ,
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It was not until I contacted some of their representatives
in a filthy, bug-ridden inn at Shaokwan, the temporary
capital of Kwangtung province, that I heard the full story
of their hirth and growth. Most of the latter part of the
story — dealing with events since the Pacific war —has
since been confirmed by Chinese and British refugees from
Hong Kong, who owe their lives to the existence of this
ragged band of peasants, workers and intellectuals.

The official name of their organisation is the Kwangtung
People’s Anti-Japanese Guerilla Corps, the name Pao-An
Guerillas from the territory between Hong Kong and Canton
in which they mainly operate is better known in China.
The force comprises two battalions, the Third and Fifth,
organised originally in the days before the fall of Canton
in October, 1938. The two battalion commanders — gentle,
scholarly Wang Tso Yao commanding the Fifth and rugged,
knobbly Chin Sheng — both graduated as revolutionaries in
the Canton Students’ Movement in the early 1930’s. In their
own humbler roles, Wang Tso Yao, the frail theoretician and
the fighting leader Chin Sheng, have been compared with
the two great Communist leaders at Yenan — Mao Tse Tung,
the almost effeminate-looking political director, and Chu
Teh, the granite-hard, rough-hewn guerilla chief.

Both Wang and Chin had been persecuted in the mid-
1930°s for leading the students in their demands for an end
to internal strife and the forging of national unity against
the Japs. By 1935 students’ strikes and agitation were
nation-wide, universities from Peiping in the north to Can-
ton in the south were boiling over with indignation as the
government continued to devote its energies to oppressing
China’s liberal-leftist leaders and ignored Japanese inroads
into Manchuria. Chin Sheng’s prominent part in the anti-
Japanese movement earned him a high priority place on the
local Chinese war-lord’s execution list, and eventually he
slipped away from Canton to go to sea as a merchant sea-
man. For three years he sailed up and down the China
coast as an ordinary sailor, his talent for organisation and
his ingrained sympathy for the underdog prompting him
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to start a Seamen’s Mutual Aid Organisation — a scrt of
co-operative trade union.

When Canton fell in late 1938 Chin felt it was time he
did something practical about the war. He left the sea and,
with some members of his Seamen’s Aid Organisation, who
persisted in following him, he started volunteer service groups
to help the regular Chinese Army in Kwangtung. This was
the beginning of his career as a guerilla leader.

Wang Tso Yao's part in the student movement was less
conspicuous and he remained, through the early stages of
the Sino-Japanese war, in Canton, organising students and
intellectuals in a “Model Militia Unit,” which should set the
example for people’s resistance if the Japs actually attacked
the Kwangtung capital. In those days the Popular Front
between Communists and Kuomintang was still in its hey-
day and the formation of people’s militia units was en-
couraged by the Central Government, Wang stressed the
need to carry on political education in his Model Unit in the
hope that it might provide the nucleus for leaders in the
fighting which was sure to come.

Treachery and corruption amongst the regular Chinese
Army leaders lost Canton after a fortnight’s sporadic
“token” resistance, and it was left to the irregulars to carry
on the fight as in North China. Wang’s detachment, with
an initial thirty rifles, fought Japs wherever they met them,
laying ambushes, making night attacks and avoiding day
combat when they were heavily outnumbered. The troops
were dispersed among the villages and were supported by
the local inhabitants. Gradually the detachment built up a
supply of arms from ambushed Jap patrolé, and by purchase
from deserters from the Chinese regular army. Villagers,
whose security depended on the protection received from
Wang’s militia, contributed gifts and money to feed the
troops and buy more guns. The militia, when they were
not engaged in fighting, helped the farmers with work in
the fields. From the beginning the closest unity was estab-
lished between peasants and fighters. Unlike the soldiers of
the war-lords’ armies, who robbed and raped and were
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despised and hated by the villagers, Wang’s men were adopted
as their sons and brothers.

The main requisites for effective guerilla warfare, as
shown by results of the Maquis in France, the guerillas in
the Philippines, the partisans of Tito in Yugoslavia is, first,
the will to resist, and, second, complete solidarity between
the warriors and the people. These conditions were imme-
diately established in the area of operations of the Pao-An
guerillas.

Chin’s service groups had meanwhile expanded into
regular partisan units, and for months after the fall of
Canton the two leaders worked in co-operation with regular
government troops, but most of the latter soon withdrew
from the area, some to be interned by the British in Kow-
loon, others to be incorporated in General Yu Han Mou’s
Kwangtung army, operating many miles to the rear of the
Canton-Kowloon area. For nearly a year the guerillas
operated with the full blessing of the government. The
area in which they were active was recognised as the Fourth
Guerilla area; contact was maintained with the regular
army; detachments multiplied and grew in numbers, experi-
ence and audacity.

Several times they raided into the outskirts of Canton,
securing valuable supplies of weapons and information. Qne
of their chief tasks, which they performed very successfully,
was the permanent disruption of the railway out of Canton
by destruction of the rolling stock and the removal of long
stretches of rails. Farmers and even the landlords had
confidence in these ragged bands, who forced the Japs to
keep their distance, allowed the peasant to reap his harvest,
and the landlord to collect his rent without interference.
The policy of the guerilla chiefs was to fight the Japs and
leave the long-vexed problem of landlord-peasant relations

and agrarian reform to be solved after the invader w:—%s
expelled. Unity in the fight against the Japs was their
slogan for victory.

By the beginning of 1940 relations between the Kuo-
mintang and Communists had greatly deteriorated. The
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